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Introduction 


For the great majority of readers, the modern short story is un- 
doubtedly the most attractive of literary forms. As compared to 
poetry, drama, or even the novel, it seems easy to read, “natural,” 
least demanding in its mode of presentation. And yet, curiously 
enough, the short story as we now know it, is one of the most recent 
of literary forms. It is younger, for instance, than the American re- 
public. 

Folk tales, of course, have existed in every culture. In an oral tradi- 
tion, those stories survive and spread which give most delight, which 
best bear repetition. Tales of hoaxes and of tricks, of marvelous trans- 
formations, of triumphs in fortune and love, of the powers of genii 
and witches—the old, successful stories are strikingly alike all over 
the world. 

Oral narrators, as they practice their art, are able to watch the faces 
of their audience. They can cut, expand, introduce variations, until 
they hit upon the version which produces the greatest effect, gives the 
most obvious pleasure. Despite such freedom, some of the best-loved 
stories have remained remarkably stable in form. This suggests that 
what we call “plots” in fiction are ways of meeting imaginative or 
psychological needs which vary only slightly from culture to culture. 
One example is the use of a pattern of three in folk tales. Again and 
again we are confronted by three brothers or three sisters, three suit- 
ors, three wishes, three tests, three encounters with a foe. 

In the past, the popular imagination did not require realism in the 
modern literary sense of that term. Audiences for folk tales loved 
the marvelous. They had no difficulty with talking animals or jewel- 
bearing trees. If such wonders were described, then they existed, so 
far as the story was concerned. The hearers did not have the sorts of 
minds which must establish the relationship of reality in a story to 
reality outside a story. They demanded no documentation, no con- 
firmation from history. 

“Once upon a time there lived a king who had three daughters.” 
Why name the king and his kingdom unless that increased the won- 
der? When homely details were included, it was for the purposes of 
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humor, or to sharpen contrasts, or to underscore the marvelousness 
of what had occurred. It was not to persuade the audience that these 
events had happened or could happen in the “real” world. The magic 
comb and mirror in “Snow White” had no less authority than the 
unmagic crumbs of bread which Hansel dropped when he was taken 
into the forest and which were eaten by birds. Popular legends of 
the lives of the saints and of the Virgin Mary satished this imagina- 
tive love of the miraculous within the bounds of Christian tradition. 
In such legends the apocryphal and invented incidents received the 
same kind of credence as those whose truth was formally accepted 
by the church. 

There also existed, especially in Western European literature, short 
stories which purported to have a definitely historical character, or 
which described non-miraculous events occurring in the lives of or- 
dinary people. They included parables or exemplary tales of the kind 
used in sermons, anecdotes from the lives of famous men, like the 
story of Robert Bruce and the spider, and more frivolous or worldly 
tales of the kind collected in Boccaccio’s Decameron. 

Such stories did not have the powerful imaginative appeal of the 
best of the wonder tales. Nor did they usually seek, as modern short 
stories do, to give the reader—through detailed description, indi- 
vidualized characters, and fully quoted conversations—a sense of 
experiencing the event directly. The narratives were usually brief and 
summary, more like the synopsis of a story than the story itself. It 
was left to such poets and playwrights as Chaucer and Shakespeare, 
who derived many of their plots from short stories in Italian collec- 
tions, to provide the fullness of imaginative development which we 
expect in a modern short story. 

When realistic novels like Lazarillo de Tormes or Nashe’s Life 
of Jack Wilton began to be published in the sixteenth century, they 
wete highly factual about the people and places which they described. 
Increasingly, in the centuries which followed, novels gave richer and 
richer accounts of what the personal and social lives of their characters 
were teally like. Among English writers we think of Defoe, Rich- 
ardson, Fielding, and Smollett. Strangely enough, no corresponding 
development occurred in the short story. Since there was no public 
demand for printed short stories, writers were not encouraged to pro- 
duce them. Some short stories were embedded in novels, usually nar- 
rated by one of the characters, but it is. difficult to find independent 
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short stories written before the nineteenth century which are worth 
reprinting for their intrinsic merit. 

In the late eighteenth century, however, romantic writers, espe- 
cially in Germany, became interested in folk tales and popular leg- 
ends. Many collections were published, including the “household 
tales” edited by the Grimm brothers. Here we find “Hiinsel and 
Gretel,’ “Snow White,” and all the other favorites. Sophisticated 
writers began imitating the popular tales, seeking comparable effects 
of strangeness and emotional intensity, but in a more involved and 
consciously literary fashion. Such stories, by Ludwig Tieck or E. T. A. 
Hoffmann, of the famous “Tales of Hoffmann,” were imitated in turn 
in America by Washington Irving, Nathaniel Hawthorne and Edgar 
Allan Poe. 

It was Poe, in the 1840’s, reviewing Hawthorne’s stories, who first 
defined for American readers the peculiar virtues and requirements 
of the new form of the short story. He did not use the term “short 
story,” however. This did not come into general use in America 
until after the Civil War. The key passage in Poe’s criticism of Haw- 
thorne may be found in Appendix B. 

Poe prided himself on his intellectuality, on his ability to work 
out a complete rationale for whatever he did as a creative writer. Poe’s 
genius enabled him to give form and unity to visions of horror, of 
torture, of madness, of revenge, which sprang out of the incredible 
disorder and suffering of his personal life. Thought and emotion, the 
conscious and the unconscious, were fused in ways which Poe’s own 
unhappy temperament made uniquely possible. 

As with most critics who are also imaginative creators, Poe’s formu- 
las best fit his own kind of story. More exploratory, more tentative 
and intuitive writers, like Frank O’Connor and Sherwood Anderson 
certainly do not begin with a “preconceived effect,” “one pre-estab- 
lished design,” which they then make as emotional as possible. Poe’s 
formulas are valid insofar as they require that the short story have 
the unity and economy and relation of parts to whole of a genuine 
work of art. As used by some teachers of commercial short-story writ- 
ing, however, his emphasis on design and effect encourages mechani- 
cal plot-making rather than the expression of fresh perceptions or 
true feelings. : 

Though Poe demanded “earnestness or verisimilitude,” the stories 
which he knew best were of the German romantic variety. Both in 
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atmosphere and characterization, their creators preferred the remote, 
the strange, the “Gothic.” Everyday plausibility was not important 
to them. They did not try to give the reader the illusion that their 
imaginative world was the same world in which the reader himself 
had his social existence. It was not the world of Defoe or Fieldin 
or Jane Austen. In his tales of ratiocination, and in “The Narrative 
of Arthur Gordon Pym,” Poe showed that he was capable of careful 
and complete documentation. This documentation was very different 
in spirit, nevertheless, from the descriptive writing of the realistic 
novelists. Poe did not have the kind of sympathetic imagination which 
tries to render so completely the joys and sufferings of ordinary people 
in ordinary circumstances that we find their experiences quite as en- 
grossing and even more meaningful than the exotic adventures of 
the strange heroes of romance. 

In the short-story this latter kind of realism, sometimes called 
“slice-of-life” realism, developed principally in Russia and France. In 
Russia the men who contributed most were Nikolai Gogol, Ivan 
Turgenev, and Anton Chekhov; in France they were Alphonse 
Daudet, Gustave Flaubert, and Guy de Maupassant. Gogol was 
exactly Poe’s contemporary, and his story, “The Overcoat,” is often 
called the ancestor of the modern realistic short story. 

Although there were some forerunners like Gogol, and though 
important work was done in the 1860's and 1870's, it was not until 
the decade beginning in 1880 that the modern short story—the story 
of from five to fifteen pages, dealing with significant moments in 
the lives of ordinary people—became firmly established. It was in 
this decade that Maupassant and Chekhov, the most prolific and 
influential creators of the modern short story, began producing their 
best work. They contributed to daily and weekly journals which 
offered a vast new audience for the writers of such stories. 

In 1888, in Partial Portraits, Henry James took account of this new 
type of short story in important critical essays on Daudet, Mau- 
passant, Turgenev, and on “The Art of Fiction.” As Poe had done 
before him, James defined the distinguishing characteristics of the 
modern short story. But he was a less dogmatic critic than Poe, and 
he had more than thirty years of new material to go on. Unlike Poe 
he did not reject beauty as one of the proper effects of prose fiction. 
Of Turgenev’s stories he said, “I was struck afresh with their com- 
bination of beauty and reality,” and of Daudet’s, “Benevolent nature 
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has placed him at that exquisite point where poetry ends and reality 
begins.” 

“Reality” is one of James's key terms. He meant by it very much 
what Poe had meant by “verisimilitude.” James says that “the air 
of reality” is the supreme virtue in fiction, the merit on which all 
other merits depend. The purpose of the writer is ‘“‘to represent life,” 
to give “a personal, a direct impression of life.” The greater the in- 
tensity of the impression, the greater the value of his fiction. 

The reader of this anthology will discover from the introductions, 
the appendices and the stories themselves, that nearly every writer in 
this volume defines his purpose in almost precisely these terms. 
Chekhov put it most directly and flatly when he wrote, “The aim of 
fiction is absolute and honest truth.” 

At first this insistence on truth by fiction writers seems a little 
puzzling. If they are interested primarily in truth, why do they write 
fiction? Fiction and fact, imagination and reality are often presented 
as opposites. Fiction is something “made up, imagined, invented. 
The short story in the past has been, above all, the form used for the 
unreal and untrue, for accounts of magic, witches and fairies, strange 
quests, impossible tasks, miraculous transformations. Now it claims 
to be equal to science and philosophy in conveying truth. Or even 
superior to them. How can this be? 

Much depends, of course, on our definition of truth or reality. 
Maupassant had his own, which most people would not be will- 
ing to accept. “How childish,” he wrote, “to believe in reality, since 
we each carry our own in our thought and in our organs. Our eyes, 
our ears, our sense of smell, of taste, differing from one person to 
another, create as many truths as there are men upon earth. And our 
minds, taking instruction from these organs so diversely impressed, 
understand, analyze, judge, as if each of us belonged to a different 
race.” 

Maupassant is obviously exaggerating human separateness. And 
yet this separateness is something which we all feel acutely at 
times. The sense of isolation and alienation has been particularly 
acute in the twentieth century. Scientists and philosophers, to be 
sure, offer general ideas which they hold to be true for all men. But 
these are ideas which they have abstracted from experience, and 
which take on life for most people only when they are put back into 
experience. General ideas are based on experience and tested by ex- 
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perience. Experience itself, however, is always individual, occurring 
here and now to a particular body and mind, different from all the 
other bodies and minds in the world. 

Everyone has to view the world—or reality—from his own limited 
perspective, with such faculties as his birth and upbringing have 
given him. He can never view life from inside anyone else, except 
in imagination. He can never be angry with other people’s anger. 
He can never remember with their memories, feel their toothaches 
ot their thrills of ecstasy. He can never know whether the color red 
looks to them as it looks to him. And yet in the totality of our life 
experience, our sensations, feelings, observations, emotions and mem- 
ories play a much larger part than do our ideas. 

What imaginative literature does is to break through the barriers 
of personal identity, of personal separateness. It lets us know what 
goes on inside other persons, what it is like to be another person. It 
literally “communicates”’; that is, makes common, or available to 
others, what otherwise would have been shut up within a single self. 
It extends immeasurably our sense of direct experience of life. 

When someone has been through an intense or unusual experience, 
we ask him eagerly, “What was it like?” We identify ourselves 
imaginatively with the person who has acted or suffered, we try to 
imagine how we should have felt or acted in the same circumstances. 
This is as much an act of imagination as inventing something fanci- 
ful. And since no experience ever repeats itself exactly, and since we 
are looking to the future as well as to the past, our question really is, 
“What is it like to be that kind of person going through that kind 
of experience?” 

This is the question which the stories in this volume answer, and it 
explains their qualities, the characteristic qualities of the modern 
short story. What is it like for a man to have to face his wife’s scorn 
after he has shown himself publicly to be a coward? What is it like 
to be an infant prodigy? What is it like to take part in a lynching? 
What was it like to be an officer in the Imperial German Army? 

The familiar word like recalls Poe’s more literary term, verisimili- 
tude, which means likeness to truth, the appearance or illusion of 
reality. Since experience cannot be communicated directly, the writer 
finds words, images, symbols, dramatic actions which give the quali- 
ties of experience, which suggest what it is like, which enable us to 
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imagine it. A writer in command of his medium can often define the 
quality of an experience with a single adjective or metaphor. 

Like is a connecting word. It relates one thing to another because 
they have qualities in common. A short story makes what began as 
a unique experience meaningful and communicable by relating it to 
other experiences, by “placing” it in the broad context of life, by 
showing what kind of experience it is. In doing this the author can 
shift facts about or substitute others for them as long as they are true 
to the kind of experience he is describing or struggling to compre- 
hend. Since events always occur in a particular time and place to 
particular people, the modern short story, unlike the fairy tale, 
usually tries to create the illusion of particularity. It may not matter 
much whether the events occurred on Wednesday in Cleveland or 
on Friday in Minneapolis, but such specification adds to the illusion 
of reality. Notice how this is done, in an unadorned, matter-of-fact 
way, at the beginning of Conrad’s “Amy Foster”: “Kennedy is a 
country doctor and lives in Colebrook, on the shores of Eastbay.” And 
usually the time and place do make a difference. See how important 
the historical moment is in Thomas Mann’s “Disorder and Early 
Sorrow,” and the sense of place in Frank O’Connot’s “Uprooted.” 

The characters in a modern short story, as Henry James said of 
those in Turgenev’s short stories, must be at once individuals of the 
most concrete sort and yet types, “so strangely, fascinatingly patticu- 
lar, and yet so recognizably general.” That the stories in this volume 
deal with typical characters and typical situations is shown by the 
very titles, such as “The Infant Prodigy,” “The Wind Blows,” “The 
Dead,” “The New Villa.” A child performer faces his audience. An 
adolescent girl responds to the mood of a windy day. Thoughts of 
the dead come between a man and the wife he loves. City people, 
building a house in the country, find themselves baffled and defeated 
by peasant obduracy. 

These are general situations. They have happened before, they 
will happen again. And yet nothing could be more concrete and 
individual than the modes by which they are made real. We remem- 
ber a hair-ribbon on a little boy, the smell of soot blowing down the 
chimney, a horse walking round a statue, a cucumber covered with 
crumbs of rye bread. 

Stories both generalize and particularize, and it is in the relation 
of particulars to generals that meaning lies. Faulkner’s “Dry Septem- 
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ber” is a kind of case study of a typical lynching, and of the psycho- 
logical motivations which lie behind it. The implications we must 
discern for ourselves. Poe said that to get the full benefit of the writ- 
er’s art, the reader must read with “kindred art.” He must keep in 
mind all the elements of a story, and see the different ways in which 
they are interrelated. Though the theme or subject of a story can 
be stated in a few sentences, this is not the full meaning of the story. 
If it were, there would be no point in reading the story—or writing 
it. In a good story every detail should have meaning, should add 
to the implication. 

Modern short-story writers do not tell about events. They present 
experience in its most immediately sensuous, concrete and graphic 
form. This makes the story more vivid, of course, but that is not their 
only reason. They are not trying primarily to entertain or excite or 
convince, but to show what life is like. Atmosphere, moods, feelings, 
sensuous details are essential ingredients of our sense of life at any 
given moment. If a story is to be completely faithful to life, it must 
render these essentials insofar as they can be rendered in words. This 
holds even for a writer like Hemingway, who seems at times to 
write so objectively, so much from the outside. We know from his 
statement printed in the appendix of this book (p. 552), that he 
takes great pains to describe external events and details in such a way 
that they will create in the reader precisely the inner feeling which 
it is his purpose to express. 

In being at once objective and subjective, general and particular, 
social and personal, the short story views life with a double vision. 
It gives us the illusion of immediate experience, and yet at the same 
time permits us to see this experience in perspective, to understand its 
meaning in a way that is seldom possible while we are in the midst 
of life. 

Though an author deals with particular events happening to par- 
ticular people, he is interested in them, as we have seen, for their 
representative character. He is not so much concerned with what 
literally occurred as a matter of history on some given occasion, as 
with the kind of event that is likely to occur, that is probable, and 
therefore has meaning for everyone. 


1 The Editor regrets that the permissions policy of Ernest Hemingway's 
publisher is such that only one story by Mr. Hemingway may appear in this 
second edition of Ten Modern Masters—RGD 
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The classic distinction between fiction and history appears in Aris- 
totle’s treatise on poetry. It was written in the fourth century B.C., 
but still holds good. In fact, most modern textbooks on short stories 
can add little to what Aristotle said about plot construction. Aristotle 
said that poetry—by which he meant imaginative literature generally 
—“is a more philosophic and higher thing than history: for poetry 
tends to express the universal; history, the particular.” The business 
of the poet, he said, is not to state what did happen, but to describe 
what may happen; that is, how a person of a certain type will behave 
and feel in a certain situation “according to the laws of probability.” 

What Aristotle says is consistent with ordinary experience. History 
does not repeat itself. The mere fact that a thing has happened once 
does not mean that it will happen again. No science of history has 
yet been developed that enables us to predict the future certainly, nor 
does the science of psychology enable us to predict certainly the be- 
havior of our friends. How many historians anticipated the pact in 
1939 between Hitler and Stalin? Who could tell that Edward VIII 
would renounce his throne for Mts. Simpson? 

And yet in living our lives, in planning for the future, we have to 
try to predict. In making the decisions that constantly face us, we 
ask what is likely to happen, what consequences, moral and other- 
wise, are likely to follow from our decisions, how people are likely 
to feel about it, how the values we cherish or the larger ends we seek 
are likely to be affected. These are the probabilities of which Aris- 
totle spoke, and these are the probabilities of which the plots of short 
stories are made. This is also what is meant by verisimilitude or plaus- 
ibility. Given this beginning, what is likely to follow? Given this 
complication, how is it all likely to end? Another way of putting it 
is to say that authors choose to write about consequential actions, that 
is, actions which make a difference. The nature of that difference 
is what they are communicating to the reader. 

Fiction, in its likeness to life, deals with probabilities rather than 
certainties. Expectation, suspense, surprise and revelation provide the 
dramatic interest in a plot. What happens must not be fully pre- 
dictable, at least not in the way it happens. In “The Secret Sharer,” 
for instance, the captain does not himself know what he is going to 
do about the fugitive. In the usual popular love story, we are pretty 
sure that the boy will win the girl, or the girl the boy, but how, and 


after what mischances, we cannot tell. This is what gives the story 
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interest. Full predictability would not only be boring, but untrue to 
life. The accidental, the immeasurable, the unaccounted-for play 
their essential parts in life as in fiction. If they seem more common 
in fiction, it is because fiction prepares us imaginatively for what we 
do not expect or are likely to’overlook. This is part of its great value. 

On the other hand, even a fairy tale or fantasy must have its inner 
logic. Once the events in a story have occurted, they must seem ap- 
propriate and even, in a sense, inevitable. Otherwise the story will 
strike the reader as arbitrary or meaningless. The final incident in 
Katherine Mansfield’s story “The Fly” is quite unexpected, yet look- 
ing back from it we see that all the apparently random events in the 
story have prepared us for it, and that it, in turn, reveals their latent 
meaning. 


A major short-story writer, then, must be able to discern the pat- 
terns that give experience its shape and meaning. He must be able 
to represent them in such vivid detail, through such highly individu- 
alized characters and actions and circumstances, that he seems to be 
describing events that actually occurred. For this he needs mastery 
of his medium, of words, images and symbols. He must be able to 
imitate the speech and thought of a wide variety of characters. He 
must have a sharply observant eye. He must have a sense of drama. 
He must know how to use effects of suspense and sudden revelation. 
And he must be serious—or “earnest,” as Poe called it—even though 
he expresses his seriousness in comic or satiric fashion. He must feel 
deeply the joys and anguish, the tragedy and beauty, the grandeur 
and misery of life. 

A writer who combines these qualities in a marked degree is rare, 
and interests us as a personality as well as a writer. We value the 
writer for what he puts into the writing, but we are conscious that 
he stands behind the writing and that it would not exist except for 
him. “The deepest quality of a work of art,” Henry James said, “will 
always be the quality of the mind of the producer.” “Art,” Emile 
Zola said, “is a corner of nature seen through a temperament.” 

When we study the qualities which distinguish a writer’s work as 
a whole, we are studying his literary personality. This may be quite 
different from the personality he presents to his family and friends, 
and is often superior to it. Our appreciation of Shakespeare’s plays 
has probably not suffered because we know so little of his private life. 
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But nearly all of Shakespeare’s plays have the stamp of his genius, 

his literary personality, on them. This is what the name “Shake- 
‘ 

speare” means to us. 

Writers have an importance as writers which transcends any single 
or separate work. We speak of the genius of D. H. Lawrence or 
William Faulkner quite apart from the individual stories in which it 
shows itself, though we can know it only through them. The dis- 
tinctive character, art, and gifts of a major writer reveal themselves 
in one way or another in nearly everything he writes. The style is 
the man, and we can learn to identify it in passages chosen almost 
at random, in parodies, and in imitations by his followers. We could 
hardly mistake a story by Sherwood Anderson for one by Henry 
James if we had read many stories by either. Moreover, we often 
identify situations in life with the names of authors whose works we 
know well. We say, “That would make a perfect Maupassant plot,” 
or “That dialogue was straight out of Hemingway,” or “That is a 
very Jamesian approach.” 

The purpose of this anthology is to enable the student to know 
authors as well as stories. If his acquaintance is to be a first-hand, 
original one, it is not enough that he be told about the author, though 
some biographical facts are useful. He must have an opportunity to 
read several stories and discover for himself the qualities they have 
in common which reveal the author’s literary personality, his particu- 
lar sensibilities and view of life. Each of nine major modern short- 
story writers is here represented by three stories. The tenth, Conrad, 
is represented by two, simply because his best stories are so very long. 
Printing three would make his share of the book disproportionate. 

The number three is not chosen arbitrarily. Generalizations from 
a single example are obviously unsound, though people frequently 
make them. Generalizations from two examples have more validity, 
though the resemblances noted may be coincidental. With three ex- 
amples, if they are well chosen, we have a real basis for comparison, 
for an inductive approach. Three is the traditional number of com- 
parison, and has always been so recognized in popular art and legend. 
Portia had to choose among three suitors; Paris, among three god- 
desses. The hero of a fairy tale is frequently the third son. The three 
bears and the three little pigs are among our earliest literary ac- 


quaintances. 
If more than three stories by each author were printed, however, 
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a sufficient number of authors could not be included, and the possi- 
bilities of another kind of comparison would be too much restricted. 
Definition requires that we should be able to say what a thing is 
not, as well as what it is. To see what qualities an author possesses, 
we need to be able to examine a representative range of his work. 
To see what qualities he lacks, and to distinguish him from other 
writers, negatively as well as positively, we need to examine his work 
side by side with the representative work of a number of his contem- 
poraries. It is the purpose of this anthology to make such a direct 
examination possible. 

Quality, of course, is the prime consideration. Are these the very 
best stories by the very best writers? No absolute standards exist 
which permit a final answer. Anthology choices and the standards 
implied by them always provoke lively disagreement, as do the annual 
choices of the Pulitzer Prize Committee. In ptactice what the editor 
does is to choose what are certainly very good stories by unquestion- 
ably important writers, stories which he likes to read and likes to 
teach. His personal taste and judgment give the volume its homo- 
geneity, but he also takes into account the prevailing judgments of 
literary historians and critics. What writers and stories should a stu- 
dent know well if he is to follow current literary discussion intelli- 
gently? In a collection like the ptesent one, the stories should be both 
representative and widely varied. They should offer such parallels in 
theme and subject matter, such contrasts in form and style, that one 
can learn a great deal about the art of the short story simply by com- 
paring them. 

To increase the range of such comparison, Appendix A has been 
added. It reprints a number of significant stories by writers who have 
made important contributions to the development of the short story, 
but who were not, for various reasons, included in the basic list of 
ten. These stories further exemplify what has been said in the intro- 
duction, provide historical perspective, and suggest very specific par- 
allels and contrasts with other stories in the book. 

The reader of Ten Modern Masters will observe that although 
many of the stories deal with action—sometimes very violent action 
—their authors are never interested in action purely for its own sake. 
There is always a complex relationship between outer event and inner 
awareness, and this relationship is usually so developed and drama- 
tized that the reader becomes himself involved as a moral and sen- 
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tient being. In proportion to the demands for attention and under- 
standing which the stories may make, they provide increased self- 
understanding, an increased knowledge of the richness and intensity 
of fully-lived life. 

Many stories in this volume treat childhood experiences or look at 
life through youthful eyes. In this, too, the collection seeks to be 
representative. Reviewers of the annual collections of prize stories and 
of the work of the more sensitive and imaginative younger short- 
story writers frequently comment on the dominance of a youthful or 
even childlike point of view. The reason is not hard to find. As this 
introduction has explained, the writer of fiction seeks to unify, to 
communicate. He enables us to share the experiences of persons quite 
unlike ourselves. He joins image and idea, the personal and the social, 
the unconscious and the conscious, the present and the past. 

One past which is especially important to us is our own past as 
children, when the imaginative world and the world of immediate 
physical experience had a richness of connotation and a wonder which 
for most grown-ups it has since lost. This is particularly true in an 
age of science and rationality when religion, rites and symbols play 
so much less part in our public life than they did in ages past, when 
adults no longer have a shared imaginative life based on an accepted 
scheme of values. In his own way, nowadays, a child often has sounder 
values than do adults. What adult values can become is shown in 
Lawrence’s “The Rocking-Horse Winner.” By seeing with a double 
vision, which is both that of child and adult, the short-story writer 
is able to recapture kinds of feeling which give us, even as modern 
adults, a new or revived sense of what life can be if we dive below 
the merely rational surface of things. 

In Appendix B are selections showing how the authors in this 
anthology feel about their work and about the art of writing. These 
statements were chosen to represent the particular attitudes of the in- 
dividual writers. But they will be found to have a general coherence 
or agreement also. If one reads them thoughtfully along with the 
stories, one discovers that the term “modern short story” is not just a 
loosely descriptive term, but that it suggests a very definite kind of 
intention and revelation, and that its authors are not only strikingly 
similar in their attitude toward their art but in their appreciation of 


life itself. 
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THE EGG 


* UNLIGHTED LAMPS «+ DEATH IN THE WOODS 


During his boyhood Sherwood Anderson moved with his 
family from town to town in southern Ohio at a time when 
country rhythms and work-ways had as yet been little affected 
by the increasing mechanization of American life. His father 
was a wandering harness maker and house painter, unsuccessful 
economically, but an entertaining raconteur and amateur actor. 
The boy, who was very ambitious, felt somewhat ashamed of 
his father, though it was from him that he learned the art of 
telling stories in the traditional country-store, cracker-barrel 
manner. [his was the oral mode of narration which Mark Twain 
had practiced, with its deceptively unstudied air of reminiscence 
and improvisation, its introduction of apparently irrelevant de- 
tails, and its sense of immediate contact with an audience. Later 
Sherwood Anderson was to use this art to express ideas and feel- 
ings which shyness and conventionality keep most people from 
acknowledging publicly or perhaps even to themselves. 

After very little schooling, a succession of varied jobs, and 
his brief service in Cuba at the time of the Spanish-American 
War, Sherwood Anderson became a highly successful advertising 
man. But he felt that he was betraying words by this use of 
them, and in his late thirties he began to devote himself entirely 
to fiction, criticism, and autobiography. In Chicago, where new 
forms of art were arousing a lively interest around 1912, Ander- 
son was introduced to the experimental writing of Gertrude 
Stein and the theories of Sigmund Freud. Gertrude Stein, whom 
he later knew personally, taught him to form a style from the 
rhythms and diction of common American speech. Freud’s theo- 
ries confirmed his feeling that most people suffer from thwarted 
or suppressed needs for love, for creativity, and for a richer 
community life. He was also influenced by the Bible and by the 
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writings of Mark Twain, Walt Whitman, and George Borrow, 
the nineteenth-century English writer who celebrated the wan- 
dering, open-air life of gypsies. Anderson shared with Ernest 
Hemingway great admiration for Turgenev’s A Sportsman's 
Sketches. 

Anderson loved to hear the talk of Negroes, of horsemen, and 
of people who worked creatively with their hands. Like Mark 
Twain he wrote with most imaginative sureness when he ob- 
served the complex adult world through the eyes of an alert, 
sensitive country boy. Winesburg, Ohio (1919), is made up of 
related stories of people who feel isolated even though they live 
together in the same small town. It describes their hidden pas- 
sions, their incommunicable ideas, their moments of unexpected 
beauty and fulfillment. The book made a great impression be- 
cause of its freshness and lyric intensity. It helped to free Ameri- 
can short-story writers from the tyranny of mechanical plots, 
No single piece in Winesburg, however, is as good as some 
stories in the later collections of short stories, The Triumph of 
the Egg (1921), Horses and Men (1923), and Death in the 
Woods (1933). Of the novels, Dark Laughter (1925) is best, 
but Anderson’s talents are more suited to the short story than 
the novel. Also more satisfactory than the novels are the books 
of reminscence, A Story Teller’s Story (1924), Tar: A Midwest 
Childhood (1926), and Sherwood Anderson’s Memoirs (1942). 

“The Egg,” beginning almost like an essay, brings all its 
themes and materials into dynamic relationship in the focal 
incident at the end. It is a masterly fusion of explicit philosophic 
symbolism and of homely, humorous, tender observation. “Un- 
lighted Lamps” manages to include an incredible amount of 
emotionally charged material within the compass of one brief 
story by alternating between memory and immediate experience 
in the minds of both father and daughter. It is Anderson’s most 
effective dramatization of a theme which runs through all his 
works: the inability of Americans to express their deepest feelings 
for those closest to them. “Death in the Woods,” rewritten many 
times, was Andetson’s favorite story. It shows how even the 
gross, the hungry, and brutal can be made beautiful when 
treated with imaginative reverence. Form is not imposed on the 
material, but grows out of the attempt to comprehend it. Ander- 
son gives the reader the sense that together they are approaching 
life piously, lovingly, and that composing a story is an act of 
creative understanding which writer and reader can share. 
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My father was, I am sure, intended by nature to be a cheerful, 
kindly man. Until he was thirty-four years old he worked as a farm- 
hand for a man named Thomas Butterworth whose place lay near 
the town of Bidwell, Ohio. He had then a horse of his own, and on 
Saturday evenings drove into town to spend a few hours in social 
intercourse with other farmhands. In town he drank several glasses 
of beer and stood about in Ben Head’s saloon—crowded on Saturday 
evenings with visiting farmhands. Songs were sung and _ glasses 
thumped on the bar. At ten o’clock father drove home along a lonely 
country road, made his horse comfortable for the night, and himself 
went to bed, quite happy in his position in life. He had at that time 
no notion of trying to rise in the world. 

It was in the spring of his thirty-fifth year that father married my 
mother, then a country school-teacher, and in the following spring 
I came wriggling and crying into the world. Something happened 
to the two people. They became ambitious. The American passion 
for getting up in the world took possession of them. 

It may have been that mother was responsible. Being a school- 
teacher she had no doubt read books and magazines. She had, I pre- 
sume, read of how Garfield, Lincoln, and other Americans rose from 
poverty to fame and greatness, and as I lay beside her—in the days 
of her lying-in—she may have dreamed that I would some day rule 
men and cities. At any rate she induced father to give up his place 
as a farmhand, sell his horse, and embark on an independent enter- 
prise of his own. She was a tall silent woman with a long nose and 
troubled gray eyes. For herself she wanted nothing. For father and 
myself she was incurably ambitious. 

The first venture into which the two people went turned out badly. 


THE EGG. From The Triumph of the Egg by Sherwood Anderson. Copyright 
© 1920 by Eleanor Anderson. Reprinted by permission of Harold Ober 
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They rented ten acres of poor stony land on Grigg’s Road, eight 


miles from Bidwell, and launched into chicken-raising. | grew into 
boyhood on the place and got my first impressions of life there. From 
the beginning they were impressions of disaster, and if, in my turn, 
Iam a gloomy man inclined to see the darker side of life, I attribute 
it to the fact that what should have been for me the happy joyous 
days of childhood were spent on a chicken farm. 

One unversed in such matters can have no notion of the many and 
tragic things that can happen to a chicken. It is born out of an egg, 
lives for a few weeks as a tiny fluffy thing such as you will see pic- 
tured on Easter cards, then becomes hideously naked, eats quantities 
of corn and meal bought by the sweat of your father’s brow, gets 
diseases called pip, cholera, and other names, stands looking with 
stupid eyes at the sun, becomes sick and dies. A few hens and now 
and then a rooster, intended to serve God’s mysterious ends, struggle 
through to maturity. The hens lay eggs out of which come other 
chickens and the dreadful cycle is thus made complete. It is all un- 
believably complex. Most philosophers must have been raised on 
chicken farms. One hopes for so much from a chicken and is so dread- 
fully disillusioned. Small chickens, just setting out on the journey of 
life, look so bright and alert and they are in fact so dreadfully stupid. 
They are so much like people they mix one up in one’s judgments of 
life. If disease does not kill them, they wait until your expectations 
are thoroughly aroused and then walk under the wheels of a wagon 
—to go squashed and dead back to their maker. Vermin infest their 
youth, and fortunes must be spent for curative powders. In later life 
I have seen how a literature has been built up on the subject of for- 
tunes to be made out of the raising of chickens. It is intended to be 
read by the gods who have just eaten of the tree of the knowledge 
of good and evil. It is a hopeful literature and declares that much may 
be done by simple ambitious people who own a few hens. Do not be 
led astray by it. It was not written for you. Go hunt for gold on the 
frozen hills of Alaska, put your faith in the honesty of a politician, 
believe if you will that the world is daily growing better and that 
good will triumph over evil, but do not read and believe the literature 
that is written concerning the hen. It was not written for you. 

I, however, digress. My tale does not primarily concern itself with 
the hen. If correctly told it will center on the egg. For ten years my 
father and mother struggled to make our chicken farm pay and then 
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they gave up that struggle and began another. They moved into the 


town of Bidwell, Ohio, and embarked in the restaurant business. After 
ten years of worry with incubators that did not hatch, and with tiny 
—and in their own way lovely—balls of fluff that passed on into 
semi-naked pullethood and from that into dead henhood, we threw 
all aside and, packing our belongings on a wagon, drove down Grigg’s 
Road toward Bidwell, a tiny caravan of hope looking for a new place 
from which to start on our upward journey through life. 

We must have been a sad-looking lot, not, I fancy, unlike refugees 
fleeing from a battlefield. Mother and I walked in the road. The 
wagon that contained our goods had been borrowed for the day from 
Mr. Albert Griggs, a neighbor. Out of its sides stuck the legs of 
cheap chairs, and at the back of the pile of beds, tables, and boxes 
filled with kitchen utensils was a crate of live chickens, and on top 
of that the baby carriage in which I had been wheeled about in my 
infancy. Why we stuck to the baby carriage I don’t know. It was 
unlikely other children would be born and the wheels were broken. 
People who have few possessions cling tightly to those they have. 
That is one of the facts that make life so discouraging. 

Father rode on top of the wagon. He was then a bald-headed man 
of forty-five, a little fat, and from long association with mother and 
the chickens he had become habitually silent and discouraged. All 
during our ten years on the chicken farm he had worked as a laborer 
on neighboring farms and most of the money he had earned had been 
spent for remedies to cure chicken diseases, on Wilmer’s White Won- 
der Cholera Cure or Professor Bidlow’s Egg Producer or some other 
preparations that mother found advertised in the poultry papers. There 
were two little patches of hair on father’s head just above his ear. 
I remember that as a child I used to sit looking at him when he had 
gone to sleep in a chair before the stove on Sunday afternoons in the 
winter. I had at that time already begun to read books and have no- 
tions of my own, and the bald path that led over the top of his head 
was, I fancied, something like a broad road, such a road as Caesar 
might have made on which to lead his legions out of Rome and into 
the wonders of an unknown world. The tufts of hair that grew above 
father’s ears were, I thought, like forests. I fell into a half-sleeping, 
half-waking state and dreamed I was a tiny thing going along the road 
into a far beautiful place where there were no chicken farms and 


where life was a happy eggless affair. 
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One might write a book concerning our flight from the chicken 
farm into town. Mother and I walked the entire eight miles—she to 
be sure that nothing fell from the wagon and I to see the wonders of 
the world. On the seat of the wagon beside father was his greatest 
treasure. I will tell you of that. 

On a chicken farm, where hundreds and even thousands of chickens 
come out of eggs, surprising things sometimes happen. Grotesques 
are born out of eggs as out of people. The accident does not often 
occur—perhaps once in a thousand births. A chicken is, you see, born 
that has four legs, two pairs of wings, two heads, or what not. The 
things do not live. They go quickly back to the hand of their maker 
that has for a moment trembled. The fact that the poor little things 
could not live was one of the tragedies of life to father. He had some 
sort of notion that if he could but bring into henhood or roosterhood 
a five-legged hen or a two-headed rooster his fortune would be made. 
He dreamed of taking the wonder about the county fairs and of grow- 
ing rich by exhibiting it to other farmhands. 

At any rate, he saved all the little monstrous things that had been 
born on our chicken farm. They were preserved in alcohol and put 
each in its own glass bottle. These he had carefully put into a box, 
and on our journey into town it was carried on the wagon seat beside 
him. He drove the horses with one hand and with the other clung to 
the box. When we got to our destination, the box was taken down 
at once and the bottles removed. All during our days as keepers of a 
restaurant in the town of Bidwell, Ohio, the grotesques in their little 
glass bottles sat on a shelf back of the counter. Mother sometimes 
protested, but father was a rock on the subject of his treasure. The 
grotesques were, he declared, valuable. People, he said, liked to look 
at strange and wonderful things. 

Did I say that we embarked in the restaurant business in the town 
of Bidwell, Ohio? I exaggerated a little. The town itself lay at the 
foot of a low hill and on the shore of a small river. The railroad did 
not run through the town and the station was a mile away to the 
north at a place called Pickleville. There had been a cider mill and 
pickle factory at the station, but before the time of our coming they 
had both gone out of business. In the morning and in the evening 
busses came down to the station along a road called Turner’s Pike 
from the hotel on the main street of Bidwell. Our going to the out- 
of-the-way place to embark in the restaurant business was mother’s 
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idea. She talked of it for a year and then one day went off and rented 
an empty store building opposite the railroad station. It was her idea 
that the restaurant would be profitable. Traveling men, she said, 
would be always waiting around to take trains out of town and town 
people would come to the station to await incoming trains. They 
would come to the restaurant to buy pieces of pie and drink coffee. 
Now that I am older I know that she had another motive in going. 
She was ambitious for me. She wanted me to rise in the world, to 
get into a town school and become a man of the towns. 

At Pickleville father and mother worked hard, as they always had 
done. At first there was the necessity of putting our place into shape 
to be a restaurant. That took a month. Father built a shelf on which 
he put tins of vegetables. He painted a sign on which he put his 
name in large red letters. Below his name was the sharp command— 
“EAT HERE”—that was so seldom obeyed. A showcase was bought 
and filled with cigars and tobacco. Mother scrubbed the floor and the 
walls of the room. I went to school in the town and was glad to be 
away from the farm from the presence of the discouraged, sad-looking 
chickens. Still I was not very joyous. In the evening I walked home 
from school along Turner’s Pike and remembered the children I had 
seen playing in the town school yard. A troop of little girls had gone 
hopping about and singing. I tried that. Down along the frozen road 
I went hopping solemnly on one leg. “Hippity Hop To The Barber 
Shop,” I sang shrilly. Then I stopped and looked doubtfully about. 
I was afraid of being seen in my gay mood. It must have seemed to 
me that I was doing a thing that should not be done by one who, like 
myself, had been raised on a chicken farm where death was a daily 
visitor. 

Mother decided that our restaurant should remain open at night. 
At ten in the evening a passenger train went north past our door 
followed by a local freight. The freight crew had switching to do in 
Pickleville, and when the work was done they came to our restaurant 
for hot coffee and food. Sometimes one of them ordered a fried egg. In 
the morning at four they returned north-bound and again visited us. 
A little trade began to grow up. Mother slept at night and during the 
day tended the restaurant and fed our boarders while father slept. He 
slept in the same bed mother had occupied during the night and | 
went off to the town of Bidwell and to school. During the long nights, 
while mother and I slept, father cooked meats that were to go into 
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sandwiches for the lunch baskets of our boarders. Then an idea in 
regard to getting up in the world came into his head. The American 
spirit took hold of him. He also became ambitious. 

In the long nights when there was little to do, father had time to 
think. That was his undoing. He decided that he had in the past been 
an unsuccessful man because he had not been cheerful enough and that 
in the future he would adopt a cheerful outlook on life. In the early 
morning he came upstairs and got into bed with mother. She woke 
and the two talked. From my bed in the corner I listened. 

It was father’s idea that both he and mother should try to entertain 
the people who came to eat at our restaurant. I cannot now remember 
his words, but he gave the impression of one about to become in some 
obscure way a kind of public entertainer. When people, particularly 
young people from the town of Bidwell, came into our place, as on 
very rare occasions they did, bright entertaining conversation was to 
be made. From father’s words I gathered that something of the jolly 
innkeeper effect was to be sought. Mother must have been doubtful 
from the first, but she said nothing discouraging. It was father’s notion 
that a passion for the company of himself and mother would spring up 
in the breasts of the younger people of the town of Bidwell. In the 
evening bright happy groups would come singing down Turner's Pike. 
They would troop shouting with joy and laughter into our place. 
There would be song and festivity. I do not mean to give the impres- 
sion that father spoke so elaborately of the matter. He was, as I have 
said, an uncommunicative man. “They want some place to go. I tell 
you they want some place to go,” he said over and over. That was as 
far as he got. My own imagination has filled in the blanks. 

For two or three weeks this notion of father’s invaded our house. 
We did not talk much, but in our daily lives tried earnestly to make 
smiles take the place of glum looks. Mother smiled at the boarders 
and I, catching the infection, smiled at our cat. Father became a little 
feverish in his anxiety to please. There was, no doubt, lurking some- 
where in him, a touch of the spirit of the showman. He did not waste 
much of his ammunition on the railroad men he served at night, but 
seemed to be waiting for a young man or woman from Bidwell to come 
in to show what he could do. On the counter in the restaurant there 
was a wire basket kept always filled with eggs, and it must have been 
before his eyes when the idea of being entertaining was born in his 
brain. There was something pre-natal about the way eggs kept them- 
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selves connected with the development of his idea. At any rate, an egg 
ruined his new impulse in life. Late one night I was awakened by a 
roar of anger coming from father’s throat. Both mother and I sat up- 
right in our beds. With trembling hands she lighted a lamp that stood 
on a table by her head. Downstairs the front doot of out restaurant 
went shut with a bang and in a few minutes father tramped up the 
stairs. He held an egg in his hand and his hand trembled as though 
he were having a chill. There was a half-insane light in his eyes. 
As he stood glaring at us I was sure he intended throwing the egg 
at either mother or me. Then he laid it gently on the table beside the 
lamp and dropped on his knees beside mother’s bed. He began to cry 
like a boy, and I, carried away by his grief, cried with him. The two 
of us filled the little upstairs room with our wailing voices. It is 
ridiculous, but of the picture we made | can remember only the fact 
that mother’s hand continually stroked the bald path that ran across 
the top of his head. I have forgotten what mother said to him and how 
she induced him to tell her of what had happened downstairs. His 
explanation also has gone out of my mind. I remember only my own 
grief and fright and the shiny path over father’s head glowing in 
the lamplight as he knelt by the bed. 

As to what happened downstairs. For some unexplainable reason I 
know the story as well as though I had been a witness to my fathet’s 
discomfiture. One in time gets to know many unexplainable things. 
On that evening young Joe Kane, son of a merchant of Bidwell, came 
to Pickleville to meet his father, who was expected on the ten-o’clock 
evening train from the South. The train was three hours late and Joe 
came into our place to loaf about and to wait for its arrival. The local 
freight train came in and the freight crew were fed. Joe was left alone 
in the restaurant with father. 

From the moment he came into our place the Bidwell young man 
must have been puzzled by my father’s actions. It was his notion that 
father was angry at him for hanging around. He noticed that the 
restaurant-keeper was apparently disturbed by his presence and he 
thought of going out. However, it began to rain and he did not fancy 
the long walk to town and back. He bought a five-cent cigar and 
otdered a cup of coffee. He had a newspaper in his pocket and took 
it out and began to read. “I’m waiting for the evening train. It’s late,” 
he said apologetically. 


For a long time father, whom Joe Kane had never seen before, re- 
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mained silently gazing at his visitor. He was no doubt suffering from 
an attack of stage fright. As so often happens in life he had thought 
so much and so often of the situation that now confronted him that 
he was somewhat nervous in its presence. 

For one thing, he did not know what to do with his hands. He 
thrust one of them nervously over the counter and shook hands with 
Joe Kane. “How-de-do,” he said. Joe Kane put his newspaper down 
and stared at him. Father’s eyes lighted on the basket of eggs that sat 
on the counter and he began to talk. “Well,” he began hesitatingly, 
“well, you have heard of Christopher Columbus, eh?” He seemed to 
be angry. “That Christopher Columbus was a cheat,” he declared 
emphatically. “He talked of making an egg stand on its end. He 
talked, he did, and then he went and broke the end of the egg.” 

My father seemed to his visitor to be beside himself at the duplicity 
of Christopher Columbus. He muttered and swore. He declared it 
was wrong to teach children that Christopher Columbus was a great 
man when, after all, he cheated at the critical moment. He had de- 
clared he would make an egg stand on end and then, when his bluff 
had been called, he had done a trick. Still grumbling at Columbus, 
father took an egg from the basket on the counter and began to walk 
up and down. He rolled the egg between the palms of his hands. He 
smiled genially. He began to mumble words regarding the effect to 
be produced on an egg by the electricity that comes out of the human 
body. He declared that, without breaking its shell and by virtue of 
rolling it back and forth in his hands, he could stand the egg on its 
end. He explained that the warmth of his hands and the gentle 
rolling movement he gave the egg created a new center of gravity, 
and Joe Kane was mildly interested. “I have handled thousands of 
eggs,’ father said. “No one knows more about eggs than I do.” 

He stood the egg on the counter and it fell on its side. He tried 
the trick again and again, each time rolling the egg between the 
palms of his hands and saying the words regarding the wonders of 
electricity and the laws of gravity. When after a half-hour’s effort 
he did succeed in making the egg stand for a moment, he looked up 
to find that his visitor was no longer watching. By the time he had 
succeeded in calling Joe Kane’s attention to the success of his effort, 
the egg had again rolled over and lay on its side. 

Afire with the showman’s passion and at the same time a good deal 
disconcerted by the failure of his first effort, father now took the 
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bottles containing the poultry monstrosities down from their place on 
the shelf and began to show them to his visitor. “How would you like 
to have seven legs and two heads like this fellow?” he asked, exhibit- 
ing the most remarkable of his treasures. A cheerful smile played over 
his face. He reached over the counter and tried to slap Joe Kane on 
the shoulder as he had seen men do in Ben Head’s saloon when he was 
a young farmhand and drove to town on Saturday evenings. His 
visitor was made a little ill by the sight of the body of the terribly 
deformed bird floating in the alcohol in the bottle and got up to go. 
Coming from behind the counter, father took hold of the young 
man’s arm and led him back to his seat. He grew a little angry and 
for a moment had to turn his face away and force himself to smile. 
Then he put the bottles back on the shelf. In an outburst of generosity 
he fairly compelled Joe Kane to have a fresh cup of coffee and an- 
other cigar at his expense. Then he took a pan and filling it with 
vinegar, taken from a jug that sat beneath the counter, he declared 
himself about to do a new trick. “I will heat this egg in this pan of 
vinegar,” he said. “Then I will put it through the neck of a bottle 
without breaking the shell. When the egg is inside the bottle it will 
resume its normal shape and the shell will become hard again. Then 
I will give the bottle with the egg in it to you. You can take it 
about with you wherever you go. People will want to know how 
you got the egg in the bottle. Don’t tell them. Keep them guessing. 
That is the way to have fun with this trick.” 

Father grinned and winked at his visitor. Joe Kane decided that the 
man who confronted him was mildly insane but harmless. He drank 
the cup of coffee that had been given him and began to read his paper 
again. When the egg had been heated in vinegar, father carried it on 
a spoon to the counter and going into a back room got an empty 
bottle. He was angry because his visitor did not watch him as he 
began to do his trick, but nevertheless went cheerfully to work. For 
a long time he struggled, trying to get the egg to go through the 
neck of the bottle. He put the pan of vinegar back on the stove, in- 
tending to reheat the egg, then picked it up and burned his fingers. 
After a second bath in the hot vinegar, the shell of the egg had been 
softened a little, but not enough for his purpose. He worked and 
worked and a spirit of desperate determination took possession of 
him. When he thought that at last the trick was about to be con- 
summated, the delayed train came in at the station and Joe Kane 
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started to go nonchalantly out at the door. Father made a last des- 
perate effort to conquer the egg and make it do the thing that would 
establish his reputation as one who knew how to entertain guests 
who came into his restaurant. He worried the egg. He attempted to 
be somewhat rough with it. He swore and the sweat stood out on 
his forehead. The egg broke under his hand. When the contents 
spurted over his clothes, Joe Kane, who had stopped at the door, 
turned and laughed. 

A roar of anger rose from my father’s throat. He danced and 
shouted a string of inarticulate words. Grabbing another egg from 
the basket on the counter, he threw it, just missing the head of the 
young man as he dodged through the door and escaped. 

Father came upstairs to mother and me with an egg in his hand. 
I do not know what he intended to do. I imagine he had some idea 
of destroying it, of destroying all eggs, and that he intended to let 
mother and me see him begin. When, however, he got into the 
presence of mother, something happened to him. He laid the ege 
gently on the table and dropped on his knees by the bed as I have 
already explained. He later decided to close the restaurant for the 
night and to come upstairs and get into bed. When he did so, he 
blew out the light and after much muttered conversation both he 
and mother went to sleep. I suppose I went to sleep also, but my 
sleep was troubled. I awoke at dawn and for a long time looked at 
the egg that lay on the table. I wondered why eggs had to be and 
why from the egg came the hen who again laid the egg. The ques- 
tion got into my blood. It has stayed there, | imagine, because | am 
the son of my father. At any rate, the problem remains unsolved in 
my mind. And that, I conclude, is but another evidence of the com- 
plete and final zriumph of the egg—at least as far as my family is 
concerned, 
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Mary Cochran went out of the rooms where she lived with her 
father, Doctor Lester Cochran, at seven o’clock on a Sunday evening. 
It was June of the year nineteen hundred and eight and Mary was 
eighteen years old. She walked along Tremont to Main Street and 
across the railroad tracks to Upper Main, lined with small shops and 
shoddy houses, a rather quiet cheerless place on Sundays when there 
were few people about. She had told her father she was going to 
church, but did not intend doing anything of the kind. She did not 
know what she wanted to do. ‘T’ll get off by myself and think,’ she 
told herself as she walked slowly along. The night she thought prom- 
ised to be too fine to be spent sitting in a stuffy church and hearing 
a man talk of things that had apparently nothing to do with her 
own problem. Her own affairs were approaching a crisis and it was 
time for her to begin thinking seriously of her future. 

The thoughtful serious state of mind in which Mary found herself 
had been induced in her by a conversation had with her father on the 
evening before. Without any preliminary talk and quite suddenly 
and abruptly he had told her that he was a victim of heart disease and 
might die at any moment. He had made the announcement as they 
stood together in the doctor’s office, back of which were the rooms in 
which the father and daughter lived. 

It was growing dark outside when she came into the office and 
found him sitting alone. The office and living rooms were on the sec- 
ond floor of an old frame building in the town of Huntersburg, 
Illinois, and as the doctor talked he stood beside his daughter near 
one of the windows that looked down into Tremont Street. The 
hushed murmur of the town’s Saturday night life went on in Main 
Street just around a corner, and the evening train, bound to Chicago 
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fifty miles to the east, had just passed. The hotel bus came rattling 
out of Lincoln Street and went through Tremont toward the hotel 
on Lower Main. A cloud of dust kicked up by the horse’s hoofs 
floated on the quiet air. A straggling group of people followed the 
bus and the row of hitching posts on Tremont Street was already lined 
with buggies in which farmers and their wives had driven into town 
for the evening of shopping and gossip. 

After the station bus had passed three or four more buggies were 
driven into the street. From one of them a young man helped his 
sweetheart to alight. He took hold of her arm with a certain air of 
tenderness, and a hunger to be touched thus tenderly by a man’s 
hand, that had come to Mary many times before, returned at almost 
the same moment her father made the announcement of his approach- 
ing death. 

As the doctor began to speak, Barney Smithfield, who owned a 
livery barn that opened into Tremont Street directly opposite the 
building in which the Cochrans lived, came back to his place of busi- 
ness from his evening meal. He stopped to tell a story to a group of 
men gathered before the barn door and a shout of laughter arose. One 
of the loungers in the street, a strongly built young man in a check- . 
ered suit, stepped away from the others and stood before the livery- 
man. Having seen Mary he was trying to attract her attention. He 
also began to tell a story and as he talked he gesticulated, waved his 
arms and from time to time looked over his shoulder to see if the 
girl still stood by the window and if she were watching. 

Doctor Cochran had told his daughter of his approaching death in 
a cold quiet voice. To the girl it had seemed that everything concern- 
ing her father must be cold and quiet. ‘I have a disease of the heart,’ 
he said flatly, ‘have long suspected there was something of the sort 
the matter with me and on Thursday when I went into Chicago | 
had myself examined. The truth is I may die at any moment. I would 
not tell you but for one reason—I will leave little money and you 
must be making plans for the future.’ 

The doctor stepped nearer the window where his daughter stood 
with her hand on the frame. The announcement had made her a 
little pale and her hand trembled. In spite of his apparent coldness 
he was touched and wanted to reassure her. “There now,’ he said 
hesitatingly, ‘it'll likely be all right after all. Don’t worry. I haven’t 


been a doctor for thirty years without knowing there’s a great deal 
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of nonsense about these pronouncements on the part of experts. In a 
matter like this, that is to say when a man has a disease of the heart, 
he may putter about for years.’ He laughed uncomfortably. ‘I’ve even 
heard it said that the best way to insure a long life is to contract a 
disease of the heart.’ 

With these words the doctor had turned and walked out of his 
office, going down a wooden stairway to the street. He had wanted 
to put his arm about his daughtet’s shoulder as he talked to her, but 
never having shown any feeling in his relations with her could not 
sufficiently release some tight thing in himself. 

Mary had stood for a long time looking down into the street. The 
young man in the checkered suit, whose name‘was Duke Yetter, had 
finished telling his tale and a shout of laughter arose. She turned to 
look toward the door through which her father had passed and dread 
took possession of her. In all her life there had never been anything 
warm and close. She shivered although the night was warm and with 
a quick girlish gesture passed her hand over her eyes. 

The gesture was but an expression of a desire to brush away the 
cloud of fear that had settled down upon her, but it was misinter- 
preted by Duke Yetter who now stood a little apart from the other 
men before the livery barn. When he saw Mary’s hand go up he 
smiled and turning quickly to be sure he was unobserved began jerk- 
ing his head and making motions with his hand as a sign that he 
wished her to come down into the street where he would have an 
opportunity to join her. 


On the Sunday evening Mary, having walked through Upper 
Main, turned into Wilmott, a street of workmen’s houses. During 
that year the first sign of the march of factories westward from Chi- 
cago into the prairie towns had come to Huntersburg. A Chicago 
manufacturer of furniture had built a plant in the sleepy little farm- 
ing town, hoping thus to escape the labor organizations that had 
begun to give him trouble in the city. At the upper end of town, in 
Wilmott, Swift, Harrison and Chestnut Streets and in cheap, badly 
constructed frame houses, most of the factory workers lived. On the 
warm summer evening they were gathered on the porches at the 
front of the houses and a mob of children played in the dusty streets. 
Redfaced men in white shirts and without collars and coats slept in 
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chairs or lay sprawled on strips of grass or on the hard earth before 
the doors of the houses. 

The laborers’ wives had gathered in groups and stood gossiping by 
the fences that separated the yards. Occasionally the voice of one of 
the women arose sharp and distinct above the steady flow of voices 
that ran like a murmuring river through the hot little streets. 

In the roadway two children had got into a fight. A thick-shouldered 
red-haired boy struck another boy, who had a pale sharp-featured face, 
a blow on the shoulder. Other children came running. The mother 
of the red-haired boy brought the promised fight to an end. ‘Stop it, 
Johnny, I tell you to stop it. I'll break your neck if you don’t,’ the 
woman screamed. 

The pale boy turned and walked away from his antagonist. As he 
went slinking along the sidewalk past Mary Cochran, his sharp little 
eyes, burning with hatred, looked up at her. 

Mary went quickly along. The strange new part of her native 
town with the hubbub of life always stirring and asserting itself had 
a strong fascination for her. There was something dark and resentful 
in her own nature that made her feel at home in the crowded place 
where life carried itself off darkly, with a blow and an oath. The 
habitual silence of her father and the mystery concerning the unhappy 
married life of her father and mother, that had affected the attitude 
toward her of the people of the town, had made her own life a lonely 
one and had encouraged in her a rather dogged-determination to in 
some way think her own way through the things of life she could not 
understand. 

And back of Mary’s thinking there was an intense curiosity and a 
courageous determination toward adventure. She was like a little 
animal of the forest that has been robbed of its mother by the gun of 
a sportsman and has been driven by hunger to go forth and seek 
food. Twenty times during the year she had walked alone at eve- 
ning in the new and fast-growing factory district of her town. She 
was eighteen and had begun to look like a woman, and she felt that 
other girls of the town of her own age would not have dared to walk 
in such a place alone. The feeling made her somewhat proud and as 
she went along she looked boldly about. 

Among the workers in Wilmott Street, men and women who had 
been brought to town by the furniture manufacturer, were many who 


spoke in foreign tongues. Mary walked among them and liked the 
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sound of the strange voices. To be in the street made her feel that 
she had gone out of her town and on a voyage into a strange land. In 
Lower Main Street or in the residence streets in the eastern part of 
town where lived the young men and women she had always known 
and where lived also the merchants, the clerks, the lawyers and the 
more well-to-do American workmen of Huntersburg, she felt always 
a secret antagonism to herself. The antagonism was not due to any- 
thing in her own character. She was sure of that. She had kept so 
much to herself that she was in fact but little known. ‘It is because I 
am the daughter of my mother,’ she told herself and did not walk 
often in the part of town where other girls of her class lived. 

Mary had been so often in Wilmott Street that many of the people 
had begun to feel acquainted with her. ‘She is the daughter of some 
farmer and has got into the habit of walking into town,’ they said. 
A red-haired, broad-lipped woman who came out at the front door 
of one of the houses nodded to her. On a narrow strip of grass beside 
another house sat a young man with his back against a tree. He was 
smoking a pipe, but when he looked up and saw her he took the 
pipe from his mouth. She decided he must be an Italian, his hair and 
eyes were so black. “Ne bella! si fai un onore a passare di qua,’ he 
called, waving his hand and smiling. 

Mary went to the end of Wilmott Street and came out upon a 
country road. It seemed to her that a long time must have passed since 
she left her father’s presence, although the walk had in fact occupied 
but a few minutes. By the side of the road and on top of a small hill 
there was a ruined barn, and before the barn a great hole filled with 
the charred timbers of what had once been a farmhouse. A pile of 
stones lay beside the hole and these were covered with creeping vines. 
Between the site of the house and the barn there was an old orchard 
in which grew a mass of tangled weeds. 

Pushing her way in among the weeds, many of which were covered 
with blossoms, Mary found herself a seat on a rock that had been 
rolled against the trunk of an old apple tree. The weeds half con- 
cealed her and from the road only her head was visible. Buried away 
thus in the weeds she looked like a quail that runs in the tall grass 
and that on hearing some unusual sound, stops, throws up its head 
and looks sharply about. 

The doctor’s daughter had been to the decayed old orchard many 
times before. At the foot of the hill on which it stood the streets of the 
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town began, and as she sat on the rock she could hear faint shouts and 
cries coming out of Wilmott Street. A hedge separated the orchard 
from the fields on the hillside. Mary intended to sit by the tree until 
darkness came creeping over the land and to try to think out some 
plan regarding her future. The notion that her father was soon to die 
seemed both true and untrue, but her mind was unable to take hold 
of the thought of him as physically dead. For the moment death in 
relation to her father did not take the form of a cold inanimate body 
that was to be buried in the ground; instead it seemed to her that her 
father was not to die but to go away somewhere on a journey. Long 
ago her mother had done that. There was a strange hesitating sense 
of relief in the thought. “Well,’ she told herself, “when the time comes 
I also shall be setting out. I shall get out of here and into the world.’ 
On several occasions Mary had gone to spend a day with her father in 
Chicago and:she was fascinated by the thought that soon she might 
be going there to live. Before her mind’s eye floated a vision of long 
streets filled with thousands of people, all strangers to herself. To go 
into such streets and to live her life among strangers would be like 
coming out of a waterless desert and into a cool forest carpeted with 
tender young grass. 

In Huntersburg she had always lived under a cloud, and now she 
was becoming a woman and the close stuffy atmosphere she had al- 
ways breathed was becoming constantly more and more oppressive. It 
was true no direct question had ever been raised touching her own 
standing in the community life, but she felt that a kind of prejudice 
against her existed. While she was still a baby there had been a scandal 
involving her father and mother. The town of Huntersburg had 
rocked with it and when she was a child people had sometimes looked 
at her with mocking sympathetic eyes. ‘Poor child! It’s too bad,’ they 
said. Once, on a cloudy summer evening when her father had driven 
off to the country and she sat alone in the darkness by his office win- 
dow, she heard a man and woman in the street mention her name. 
The couple stumbled along in the darkness on the sidewalk below the 
office window. “That daughter of Doc Cochran’s is a nice girl,’ said 
the man. The woman laughed. ‘She’s growing up and attracting 
men’s attention now. Better keep your eyes in your head. She'll turn 
out bad. Like mother, like daughter,’ the woman replied. 

For ten or fifteen minutes Mary sat on the stone beneath the tree 
in the orchard and thought of the attitude of the town toward herself 
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and her father. ‘It should have drawn us together,’ she told herself, 
and wondered if the approach of death would do what the cloud that 
had for years hung over them had not done. It did not at the moment 
seem to her cruel that the figure of Death was soon to visit her father. 
In a way Death had become for her and for the time a lovely and 
gracious figure intent upon good. The hand of Death was to open the 
door out of her father’s house and into life. With the cruelty of youth 
she thought first of the adventurous possibilities of the new life. 

Mary sat very still. In the long weeds the insects that had been dis- 
turbed in their evening song began to sing again. A robin flew into 
the tree beneath which she sat and struck a clear sharp note of alarm. 
The voices of people in the town’s new factory district came softly up 
the hillside. They were like bells of distant cathedrals calling people 
to worship. Something within the girl’s breast seemed to break and 
putting her head into her hands she rocked slowly back and forth. 
Tears came unaccompanied by a warm tender impulse toward the 
living men and women of Huntersburg. 

And then from the road came a call. ‘Hello there, kid,’ shouted a 
voice, and Mary sprang quickly to her feet. Her mellow mood passed 
like a puff of wind and in its place hot anger came. 

In the road stood Duke Yetter who from his loafing place before 
the livery barn had seen her set out for the Sunday evening walk and 
had followed. When she went through Upper Main Street and into 
the new factory district, he was sure of his conquest. ‘She doesn’t want 
to be seen walking with me,’ he had told himself; ‘that’s all right. She 
knows well enough I'll follow but doesn’t want me to put in an ap- 
pearance until she is well out of sight of her friends. She’s a little 
stuck up and needs to be brought down a peg, but what do I care? 
She’s gone out of her way to give me this chance and maybe she’s 
only afraid of her dad.’ 

Duke climbed the little incline out of the road and came into the 
orchard, but when he reached the pile of stones covered by vines he 
stumbled and fell. He arose and laughed. Mary had not waited for 
him to reach her, but had started toward him, and when his laugh 
broke the silence that lay over the orchard she sprang forward and 
with her open hand struck him a sharp blow on the cheek. Then she 
turned and as he stood with his feet tangled in the vines ran out to 
the road. ‘If you follow or speak to me I'll get someone to kill you,’ 


she shouted. 
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Mary walked along the road and down the hill toward Wilmott 
Street. Broken bits of the story concerning her mother that had for 
years circulated in town had reached her ears. Her mother, it was 
said, had disappeared on a summer night long ago and a young town 
rough, who had been in the habit of loitering before Barney Smith- 
field’s Livery Barn, had gone away with her. Now another young 
rough was trying to make up to her. The thought made her furious. 

Her mind groped about striving to lay hold of some weapon with 
which she could strike a more telling blow at Duke Yetter. In despera- 
tion it lit upon the figure of her father, already broken in health and 
now about to die. ‘My father just wants the chance to kill some such 
fellow as you, she shouted, turning to face the young man, who, hav- 
ing got clear of the mass of vines in the orchard, had followed her 
into the road. ‘My father just wants to kill someone because of the 
lies that have been told in this town about mother.’ 

Having given way to the impulse to threaten Duke Yetter, Mary 
was instantly ashamed of her outburst and walked rapidly along, the 
tears running from her eyes. With hanging head Duke walked at her 
heels. ‘I didn’t mean no harm, Miss Cochran,’ he pleaded. ‘I didn’t 
mean no harm. Don’t tell your father. I was only funning with you. 
I tell you I didn’t mean no harm.’ 


The light of the summer evening had begun to fall and the faces 
of the people made soft little ovals of light as they stood grouped under 
the dark porches or by the fences in Wilmott Street. The voices of 
the children had become subdued and they also stood in groups. They 
became silent as Mary passed and stood with upturned faces and 
staring eyes. “The lady doesn’t live very far. She must be almost a 
neighbor,’ she heard a woman’s voice saying in English. When she 
turned her head she saw only a crowd of dark-skinned men standing 
before a house. From within the house came the sound of a woman’s 
voice singing a child to sleep. 

The young Italian, who had called to her earlier in the evening and 
who was now apparently setting out on his own Sunday evening’s 
adventures, came along the sidewalk and walked quickly away into 
the darkness. He had dressed himself in his Sunday clothes and had 
put on a black derby hat and a stiff white collar, set off by a red 


necktie. The shining whiteness of the collar made his brown skin 
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look almost black. He smiled boyishly and raised his hat awkwardly, 
but did not speak. 

Mary kept looking back along the street to be sure Duke Yetter had 
not followed, but in the dim light could see nothing of him. Her 
angry excited mood went away. 

She did not want to go home and decided it was too late to go to 
church. From Upper Main Street there was a short street that ran 
eastward and fell rather sharply down a hillside to a creek and a 
bridge that marked the end of the town’s growth in that direction. 
She went down along the street to the bridge and stood in the failing 
light watching two boys who were fishing in the creek. 

A broad-shouldered man dressed in rough clothes came down along 
the street and stopping on the bridge spoke to her. It was the first 
time she had ever heard a citizen of her home town speak with feeling 
of her father. “You are Doctor Cochran’s daughter?’ he asked hesi- 
tatingly. ‘I guess you don’t know who I am, but your father does.’ 
He pointed towards the two boys who sat with fishpoles in their 
hands on the weed-grown bank of the creek. ‘Those are my boys and 
I have four other children,’ he explained. “There is another boy and 
I have three girls. One of my daughters has a job in a store. She is 
as old as yourself.’ The man explained his relations with Doctor 
Cochran. He had been a farm laborer, he said, and had but recently 
moved to town to work in the furniture factory. During the previous 
winter he had been ill for a long time and had no money. While he 
lay in bed one of his boys fell out of a barn loft and there was a ter- 
rible cut in his head. 

“Your father came every day to see us and he sewed up my Tom’s 
head.’ The laborer turned away from Mary and stood with his cap 
in his hand looking toward the boys. ‘I was down and out and your 
father not only took care of me and the boys, but he gave my old 
woman money to buy the things we had to have from the stores in 
town here, groceries and medicines.’ The man spoke in such low 
tones that Mary had to lean forward to hear his words. Her face 
almost touched the laborer’s shoulder. “Your father is a good man and 
I don’t think he is very happy,’ he went on. ‘The boy and I got well 
and I got work here in town, but he wouldn’t take any money from 
me. “You know how to live with your children and with your wife. 
You know how to make them happy. Keep your money and spend it 
on them,” that’s what he said to me.’ 
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The laborer went on across the bridge and along the creek bank 
toward the spot where his two sons sat fishing and Mary leaned on the 
railing of the bridge and looked at the slow-moving water. It was al- 
most black in the shadows under the bridge and she thought that it 
was thus her father’s life had been lived. ‘It has been like a stream 
running always in shadows and never coming out into the sunlight,’ 
she thought, and fear that her own life would run on in darkness 
gripped her. A great new love for her father swept over her and in 
fancy she felt his arms about her. As a child she had continually 
dreamed of caresses received at her father’s hands and now the dream 
came back. For a long time she stood looking at the stream and she 
resolved that the night should not pass without an effort on her part 
to make the old dream come true. When she again looked up the 
laborer had built a little fire of sticks at the edge of the stream. ‘We | 
catch bullheads here,’ he called. “The light of the fire draws them close 
to the shore. If you want to come and try your hand at fishing the 
boys will lend you one of the poles.’ 

‘O, I thank you, I won’t do it tonight,’ Mary said, and then fearing 
she might suddenly begin weeping and that if the man spoke to her 
again she would find herself unable to answer, she hurried away. 
‘Good-bye!’ shouted the man and the two boys. The words came 
quite spontaneously out of the three throats and created a sharp trum- 
pet-like effect that rang like a glad cry across the heaviness of her 
mood. 


When his daughter Mary went out for her evening walk Doctor 
Cochran sat for an hour alone in his office. It began to grow dark 
and the men who all afternoon had been sitting on chairs and boxes 
before the livery barn across the street went home for the evening 
meal. The noise of voices grew faint and sometimes for five or ten 
minutes there was silence. Then from some distant street came a 
child’s cry. Presently church bells began to ring. 

The doctor was not a very neat man and sometimes for several days 
he forgot to shave. With a long lean hand he stroked his half-grown 
beard. His illness had struck deeper than he had admitted even to 
himself and his mind had an inclination to float out of his body. 
Often when he sat thus his hands lay in his lap and he looked at them 
with a child’s absorption. It seemed to him they must belong to some- 


one else. He grew philosophic. ‘It’s an odd thing about my body. 
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Here I’ve lived in it all these years and how little use I have had of it. 
Now it’s going to die and decay, never having been used. I wonder 
why it did not get another tenant.’ He smiled sadly over this fancy 
but went on with it. ‘Well, I’ve had thoughts enough concerning 
people and I’ve had the use of these lips and a tongue, but I’ve let 
them lie idle. When my Ellen was here living with me I let her 
think me cold and unfeeling while something within me was strain- 
ing and straining trying to tear itself loose.’ 

He remembered how often, as a young man, he had sat in the eve- 
ning in silence beside his wife in this same office and how his hands 
had ached to reach across the narrow space that separated them and 
touch her hands, her face, her hair. 

Well, everyone in town had predicted his marriage would turn out 
badly! His wife had been an actress with a company that came to 
Huntersburg and got stranded there. At the same time the gitl be- 
came ill and had no money to pay for her room at the hotel. The 
young doctor had attended to that and when the girl was convalescent 
took her to ride about the country in his buggy. Her life had been 
a hard one and the notion of leading a quiet existence in the little 
town appealed to her. 

And then after the marriage and after the child was born she had 
suddenly found herself unable to go on living with the silent cold 
man. There had been a story of her having run away with a young 
sport, the son of a saloon keeper, who had disappeared from town at 
the same time, but the story was untrue. Lester Cochran had himself 
taken her to Chicago, where she got work with a company going into 
the far western states. Then he had taken her to the door of her hotel, 
had put money into her hands and in silence and without even a fare- 
well kiss had turned and walked away. 

The doctor sat in his office living over that moment and other in- 
tense moments when he had been deeply stirred and had been on the 
surface so cool and quiet. He wondered if the woman had known. 
How many times he had asked himself that question. After he left 
her that night at the hotel door she never wrote. ‘Perhaps she is 
dead,’ he thought for the thousandth time. 

A thing happened that had been happening at odd moments for 
more than a year. In Doctor Cochran’s mind the remembered figure 
of his wife became confused with the figure of his daughter. When 
at such moments he tried to separate the two figures, to make them 
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stand out distinct from each other, he was unsuccessful. Turning his 
head slightly he imagined he saw a white girlish figure coming 
through a door out of the rooms in which he and his daughter lived. 
The door was painted white and swung slowly in a light breeze that 
came in at an open window. The wind ran softly and quietly through 
the room and played over some papers lying on a desk in a corner. 
There was a soft swishing sound as of a woman's skirts. The doctor 
arose and stood trembling. “Which is it? Is it you, Mary, or is it 
Ellen?’ he asked huskily. 

On the stairway leading up from the street there was the sound of 
heavy feet and the outer door opened. The doctor's weak heart flut- 
tered and he dropped heavily back into his chair. 

A man came into the room. He was a farmer, one of the doctor’s 
patients, and coming to the center of the room he struck a match, 
held it above his head and shouted. ‘Hello!’ he called. When the 
doctor arose from his chair and answered, he was so startled that the 
match fell from his hand and lay burning faintly at his feet. 

The young farmer had sturdy legs that were like two pillars of stone 
supporting a heavy building, and the little fame of the match that 
burned and fluttered in the light breeze on the floor between his feet 
threw dancing shadows along the walls of the room. The doctor’s 
confused mind refused to clear itself of his fancies that now began 
to feed upon this new situation. 

He forgot the presence of the farmer and his mind raced back over 
his life as a married man. The flickering light on the wall recalled 
another dancing light. One afternoon in the summer during the first 
year after his marriage his wife Ellen had driven with him into the 
country. They were then furnishing their rooms and at a farmet’s 
house Ellen had seen an old mirror, no longer in use, standing against 
a wall in a shed. Because of something quaint in the design the mirror 
had taken her fancy and the farmer's wife had given it to her. On 
the drive home the young wife had told her husband of her pregnancy 
and the doctor had been stirred as never before. He sat holding the 
mirror on his knees while his wife drove and when she announced the 
coming of the child she looked away across the fields. 

How deeply etched, that scene in the sick man’s mind! The sun 
was going down over young corn and oat fields beside the road. The 
prairie land was black and occasionally the road ran through short 
lanes of trees that also looked black in the waning light. 
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The mirror on his knees caught the rays of the departing sun and 
sent a great ball of golden light dancing across the fields and among 
the branches of trees. Now as he stood in the presence of the farmer 
and as the little light from the burning match on the floor recalled 
that other evening of dancing lights, he thought he understood the 
failure of his marriage and of his life. On that evening long ago 
when Ellen had told him of the coming of the great adventure of 
their marriage, he had remained silent because he had thought no 
words he could utter would express what he felt. There had been 
a defense for himself built up. ‘I told myself she should have under- 
stood without words and I’ve all my life been telling myself the same 
thing about Mary. I’ve been a fool and a coward. I’ve always been 
silent because I’ve been afraid of expressing myself—like a blunder- 
ing fool. I’ve been a proud man and a coward. 

‘Tonight [ll do it. If it kills me I'll make myself talk to the girl,’ 
he said aloud, his mind coming back to the figure of his daughter. 

‘Hey! What’s that?’ asked the farmer, who stood with his hat in his 
hand waiting to tell of his mission. 

The doctor got his horse from Barney Smithfield’s livery and drove 
off to the country to attend the farmer’s wife who was about to give 
birth to her first child. She was a slender natrow-hipped woman and 
the child was large, but the doctor was feverishly strong. He worked 
desperately and the woman, who was frightened, groaned and strug- 
gled. Her husband kept coming in and going out of the room and 
two neighbor women appeared and stood silently about waiting to be 
of service. It was past ten o'clock when everything was done and the 
doctor was ready to depart for town. 

The farmer hitched his horse and brought it to the door and the 
doctor drove off feeling strangely weak and at the same time strong. 
How simple now seemed the thing he had yet to do. Perhaps when 
he got home his daughter would have gone to bed but he would ask 
her to get up and come into the office. Then he would tell the whole 
story of his marriage and its failure, sparing himself no humiliation. 
‘There was something very dear and beautiful in my Ellen and I must 
make Mary understand that. It will help her to be a beautiful woman,’ 
he thought, full of confidence in the strength of his resolution. 

He got to the door of the livery barn at eleven o'clock and Barney 
Smithfield with young Duke Yetter and two other men sat talking 
there. The liveryman took his horse away into the darkness of the 
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barn and the doctor stood for a moment leaning against the wall of 
the building. The town’s night watchman stood with the group by 
the barn door and a quarrel broke out between him and Duke Yetter, 
but the doctor did not hear the hot words that few back and forth or 
Duke’s loud laughter at the night watchman’s anger. A queer hesi- 
tating mood had taken possession of him. There was something he 
passionately desired to do but could not remember. Did it have to 
do with his wife Ellen or Mary his daughter? The figures of the two 
women were again confused in his mind and to add to the confusion 
there was a third figure, that of the woman he had just assisted 
through childbirth. Everything was confusion. He started across the 
street toward the entrance of the stairway leading to his office and 
then stopped in the road and stared about. Barney Smithfield, having 
returned from putting his horse in the stall, shut the door of the barn 
and a hanging lantern over the door swung back and forth. It threw 
grotesque dancing shadows down over the faces and forms of the 
men standing and quarreling beside the wall of the barn. 


Mary sat by a window in the doctor's office awaiting his return. So 
absorbed was she in her own thoughts that she was unconscious of 
the voice of Duke Yetter talking with the men in the street. 

When Duke had come into the street, the hot anger of the early 
part of the evening had returned and she again saw him advancing 
toward her in the orchard with the look of arrogant male confidence 
in his eyes, but presently she forgot him and thought only of her 
father. An incident of her childhood returned to haunt her. One 
afternoon in the month of May when she was fifteen her father had 
asked her to accompany him on an evening drive into the country. 
The doctor went to visit a sick woman at a farmhouse five miles from 
town and as there had been a great deal of rain the roads were heavy. 
It was dark when they reached the farmer’s house and they went into 
the kitchen and ate cold food off a kitchen table. For some reason her 
father had, on that evening, appeared boyish and almost gay. On the 
road he had talked a little. Even at that early age Mary had grown 
tall and her figure was becoming womanly. After the cold supper in 
the farm kitchen he walked with her around the house and she sat 
on a narrow porch. For a moment her father stood before her. He 
put his hands into his trouser pockets and throwing back his head 
laughed almost heartily. ‘It seems strange to think you will soon be 
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a woman,’ he said. “When you do become a woman what do you sup- 
pose is going to happen, eh? What kind of a life will you lead? What 
will happen to you?’ 

The doctor sat on the porch beside the child and for a moment she 
had thought he was about to put his arm around her. Then he jumped 
up and went into the house leaving her to sit alone in the darkness. 

As she remembered the incident Mary remembered also that on 
that evening of her childhood she had met her father’s advances in 
silence. It seemed to her that she, not her father, was to blame for 
the life they had led together. The farm laborer she had met on the 
bridge had not felt her father’s coldness. That was because he had 
himself been warm and generous in his attitude toward the man who 
had cared for him in his hour of sickness and misfortune. Her father 
had said that the laborer knew how to be a father and Mary remem- 
bered with what warmth the two boys fishing by the creek had called 
to her as she went away into the darkness. ‘Their father has known 
how to be a father because his children have known how to give 
themselves,’ she thought guiltily. She also would give herself. Before 
the night had passed she would do that. On that evening long ago 
and as she rode home beside her father he had made another un- 
successful effort to break through the wall that separated them. The 
heavy rains had swollen the streams they had to cross and when they 
had almost reached town he had stopped the horse on a wooden 
bridge. The horse danced nervously about and her father held the 
reins firmly and occasionally spoke to him. Beneath the bridge the 
swollen stream made a great roaring sound and beside the road in a 
long flat field there was a lake of flood water. At that moment the 
moon had come out from behind clouds and the wind that blew 
across the water made little waves. The lake of flood water was cov- 
ered with dancing lights. ‘I’m going to tell you about your mother 
and myself,’ her father said huskily, but at that moment the timbers 
of the bridge began to crack dangerously and the horse plunged for- 
ward. When her father had regained control of his frightened beast, 
they were in the streets of the town and his diffident silent nature had 
reasserted itself. 

Mary sat in the darkness by the office window and saw her father 
drive into the street. When his horse had been put away he did not, as 
was his custom, come at once up the stairway to the office, but lingered 
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in the darkness before the barn door. Once he started to cross the 
street and then returned into the darkness. 

Among the men who for two hours had been sitting and talking 
quietly a quarrel broke out. Jack Fisher the town night watchman had 
been telling the others the story of a battle in which he had fought 
during the Civil War and Duke Yetter had begun bantering him. 
The night watchman grew angry. Grasping his nightstick he limped 
up and down. The loud voice of Duke Yetter cut across the shrill 
angry voice of the victim of his wit. “You ought to a flanked the 
fellow, I tell you, Jack. Yes sir ’ee, you ought to a flanked that reb 
and then when you got him flanked.you ought to a knocked the 
stuffings out of the cuss. That’s what I would a done,’ Duke shouted, 
laughing boisterously. “You would a raised hell, you would,’ the night 
watchman answered, filled with ineffectual wrath. 

The old soldier went off along the street followed by the laughter 
of Duke and his companions, and Barney Smithfield, having put the 
doctor’s horse away, came out and closed the barn door. A lantern 
hanging above the door swung back and forth. Doctor Cochran again 
started across the street and when he had reached the foot of the 
stairway turned and shouted to the men. ‘Good night,’ he called 
cheerfully. A strand of hair was blown by the light summer breeze 
actoss Mary’s cheek and she jumped to her feet as though she had 
been touched by a hand reached out to her from the darkness. A hun- 
dred times she had seen her father return from drives in the evening, 
but never before had he said anything at all to the loiterers by the 
barn door. She became half convinced that not her father but some 
other man was now coming up the stairway. 

The heavy dragging footsteps rang loudly on the wooden stairs 
and Mary heard her father set down the little square medicine case 
he always carried. The strange cheerful hearty mood of the man con- 
tinued but his mind was in a confused riot. Mary imagined she could 
see his dark form in the doorway. “The woman has had a baby,’ said 
the hearty voice from the landing outside the door. ‘Who did that 
happen to? Was it Ellen or that other woman or my little Mary?’ 

A stream of words, a protest came from the man’s lips. “Who's 
been having a baby? I want to know. Who’s been having a baby? 
Life doesn’t work out. Why are babies always being born?’ he asked. 

A laugh broke from the doctot’s lips and his daughter leaned for- 
ward and gripped the arms of her chair. ‘A babe has been born,’ he 
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said again. ‘It’s strange eh, that my hands should have helped a baby 
be born while all the time Death stood at my elbow?’ 

Doctor Cochran stamped upon the floor of the landing. ‘My feet 
are cold and numb from waiting for life to come out of life,’ he said 
heavily. “The woman struggled and now I must struggle.’ 

Silence followed the stamping of feet and the tired heavy declara- 
tion from the sick man’s lips. From the street below came another 
loud shout of laughter from Duke Yetter. 

And then Doctor Cochran fell backward down the narrow stairs to 
the street. There was no cry from him, just the clatter of his shoes 
upon the stairs and the terrible subdued sound of the body falling. 

Mary did not move from her chair. With closed eyes she waited. 
Her heart pounded. A weakness complete and overmastering had 
possession of her and from feet to head ran little waves of feeling as 
though tiny creatures with soft hair-like feet were playing upon her 
body. 

Ie was Duke Yetter who carried the dead man up the stairs and 
laid him on a bed in one of the rooms back of the office. One of the 
men who had been sitting with him before the door of the barn fol- 
lowed lifting his hands and dropping them nervously. Between his 
fingers he held a forgotten cigarette the light from which danced up 


and down in the darkness. 


eC ErMINe THE WOODS 


She was an old woman and lived on a farm near the town in which 
I lived. All country and small-town people have seen such old women, 
but no one knows much about them. Such an old woman comes into 
town driving an old worn-out horse or she comes afoot carrying a 
basket. She may own a few hens and have eggs to sell. She brings 


them in a basket and takes them to a grocer. There she trades them in. 
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She gets some salt pork and some beans. Then she gets a pound or 
two of sugar and some flour. 

Afterwards she goes to the butcher’s and asks for some dog-meat. 
She may spend ten or fifteen cents, but when she does she asks for 
something. Formerly the butchers gave liver to anyone who wanted 
to carry it away. In our family we were always having it. Once one of 
my brothers got a whole cow’s liver at the slaughterhouse near the 
fair grounds in our town. We had it until we were sick of it. It never 
cost a cent. I have hated the thought of it ever since. 

The old farm woman got some liver and a soup bone. She never 
visited with anyone, and as soon as she got what she wanted she lit 
out for home. It made quite a load for such an old body. No one gave 
her a lift. People drive right down a road and never notice an old 
woman like that. 

There was such an old woman who used to come into town past 
our house one summer and fall when I was a young boy and was sick 
with what was called inflammatory rheumatism. She went home later 
carrying a heavy pack on her back. Two or three large gaunt-looking 
dogs followed at her heels. 

The old woman was nothing special. She was one of the nameless 
ones that hardly anyone knows, but she got into my thoughts. I have 
just suddenly now, after all these years, remembered her and what 
happened. It is a story. Her name was Grimes, and she lived with her 
husband and son in a small unpainted house on the bank of a small 
creek four miles from town. 

The husband and son were a tough lot. Although the son was but 
twenty-one, he had already served a term in jail. It was whispered 
about that the woman’s husband stole horses and ran them off to some 
other county. Now and then, when a horse turned up missing, the 
man had also disappeared. No one ever caught him. Once, when I was 
loafing at Tom Whitehead’s livery-barn, the man came there and sat 
on the bench in front. Two or three other men were there, but no 
one spoke to him. He sat for a few minutes and then got up and went 
away. When he was leaving he turned around and stared at the men. 
There was a look of defiance in his eyes. “Well, I have tried to be 
friendly. You don’t want to talk to me. It has been so wherever I 
have gone in this town. If, some day, one of your fine horses turns 
up missing, well, then what?” He did not say anything actually. 
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“Td like to bust one of you on the jaw,” was about what his eyes said. 
I remember how the look in his eyes made me shiver. 

The old man belonged to a family that had had money once. His 
name was Jake Grimes. It all comes back clearly now. His father, John 
Grimes, had owned a sawmill when the country was new, and had 
made money. Then he got to drinking and running after women. 
When he died there wasn’t much left. 

Jake blew in the rest. Pretty soon there wasn’t any more lumber to 
cut and his land was nearly all gone. 

He got his wife off a German farmer, for whom he went to work 
one June day in the wheat harvest. She was a young thing then and 
scared to death. You see, the farmer was up to something with the 
gitl—she was, I think, a bound girl and his wife had her suspicions. 
She took it out on the girl when the man wasn’t around. Then, when 
the wife had to go off to town for supplies, the farmer got after her. 
She told young Jake that nothing really ever happened, but he didn’t 
know whether to believe it or not. 

He got her pretty easy himself, the first time he was out with her. 
He wouldn’t have married her if the German farmer hadn’t tried to 
tell him where to get off. He got her to go riding with him in his 
buggy one night when he was threshing on the place, and then he 
came for her the next Sunday night. 

She managed to get out of the house without her employer’s seeing, 
but when she was getting into the buggy he showed up. It was almost 
dark, and he just popped up suddenly at the horse’s head. He grabbed 
the horse by the bridle and Jake got out his buggy-whip. 

They had it out all right The German was a tough one. Maybe he 
didn’t care whether his wife knew or not. Jake hit him over the face 
and shoulders with the buggy-whip, but the horse got to acting up 
and he had to get out. 

Then the two men went for it. The girl didn’t see it. The horse 
started to run away and went nearly a mile down the road before the 
girl got him stopped. Then she managed to tie him to a tree beside 
the road. (I wonder how I know all this. It must have stuck in my 
mind from small-town tales when I was a boy.) Jake found her there 
after he got through with the German. She was huddled up in the 
buggy seat, crying, scared to death. She told Jake a lot of stuff, how 
the German had tried to get her, how he chased her once into the 
barn, how another time, when they happened to be alone in the 
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house together, he tore her dress open clear down the front. The Ger- 
man, she said, might have got her that time if he hadn’t heard his old 
woman drive in at the gate. She had been off to town for supplies. 
Well, she would be putting the horse in the barn. The German man- 
aged to sneak off to the fields without his wife seeing. He told the 
girl he would kill her if she told. What could she do? She told a lie 
about ripping her dress in the barn when she was feeding the stock. 
I remember now that she was a bound girl and did not know where 
her father and mother were. Maybe she did not have any father. You 
know what I mean. 

Such bound children were often enough cruelly treated. They were 
children who had no parents, slaves really. There were very few 
orphan homes then. They were legally bound into some home. It 
was a matter of pure luck how it came out. 


II 


She married Jake and had a son and daughter, but the daughter 
died. 

Then she settled down to feed stock. That was her job. At the 
German’s place she had cooked the food for the German and his wife. 
The wife was a strong woman with big hips and worked most of the 
time in the fields with her husband. She fed them and fed the cows 
in the barn, fed the pigs, the horses and the chickens. Every moment 
of every day, as a young girl, was spent feeding something. 

Then she married Jake Grimes and he had to be fed. She was a 
slight thing, and when she had been married for three or four years, 
and after the two children were born, her slender shoulders became 
stooped. 

Jake always had a lot of big dogs around the house, that stood near 
the unused sawmill near the creek. He was always trading horses 
when he wasn’t stealing something and had a lot of poor bony ones 
about. Also he kept three or four pigs and a cow. They were all pas- 
tured in the few acres left of the Grimes place and Jake did little 
enough work. 

He went into debt for a threshing outfit and ran it for several years, 
but it did not pay. People did not trust him. They were afraid he 
would steal the grain at night. He had to go a long way off to get 
work and it cost too much to get there. In the winter he hunted and 
cut a little firewood, to be sold in some nearby town. When the son 
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wasn't anything to eat in the house when they came home the old 
man gave his old woman a cut over the head. She had a few chickens 
of her own and had to kill one of them in a hurry. When they were 
all killed she wouldn’t have any eggs to sell when she went to town, 
and then what would she do? 

She had to scheme all her life about getting things fed, getting the 
pigs fed so they would grow fat and could be butchered in the fall. 
When they were butchered her husband took most of the meat off to 
town and sold it. If he did not do it first the boy did. They fought 
sometimes and when they fought the old woman stood aside 
trembling. 

She had got the habit of silence anyway—that was fixed. Some- 
times, when she began to look old—she wasn’t forty yet—and when 
the husband and son were both off, trading horses or drinking or hunt- 
ing or stealing, she went around the house and the barnyard muttering 
to herself. 

How was she going to get everything fed?—that was her problem. 
The dogs had to be fed. There wasn’t enough hay in the barn for the 
horses and the cow. If she didn’t feed the chickens how could they lay 
eggs? Without eggs to sell how could she get things in town, things 
she had to have to keep the life of the farm going? Thank heaven, she 
did not have to feed her husband—in a certain way. That hadn’t 
lasted long after their marriage and after the babies came. Where he 
went on his long trips she did not know. Sometimes he was gone from 
home for weeks, and after the boy grew up they went off together. 

They left everything at home for her to manage and she had no 
money. She knew no one. No one ever talked to her in town. When 
it was winter she had to gather sticks of wood for her fire, had to try 
to keep the stock fed with very little grain. 

The stock in the barn cried to her hungrily, the dogs followed her 
about. In the winter the hens laid few enough eggs. They huddled in 
the corners of the barn and she kept watching them. If a hen lays an 
egg in the barn in the winter and you do not find it, it freezes and 
breaks. 

One day in winter the old woman went off to town with a few 
eggs and the dogs followed her. She did not get started until nearly 
three o'clock and the snow was heavy. She hadn’t been feeling very 
well for several days and so she went muttering along, scantily clad, 
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her eggs, tucked away down in the bottom. There weren’t many of 
them, but in winter the price of eggs is up. She would get a little 
meat in exchange for the eggs, some salt pork, a little sugar, and some 
coffee perhaps. It might be the butcher would give her a piece of liver. 

When she had got to town and was trading in her eggs the dogs 
lay by the door outside. She did pretty well, got the things she needed, 
more than she had hoped. Then she went to the butcher and he gave 
her some liver and some dog-meat. 

It was the first time anyone had spoken to her in a friendly way 
for a long time. The butcher was alone in his shop when she came in 
and was annoyed by the thought of such a sick-looking old woman 
out on such a day. It was bitter cold and the snow, that had let up 
during the afternoon, was falling again. The butcher said something 
about her husband and son, swore at them, and the old woman stared 
at him, a look of mild surprise in her eyes as he talked. He said that 
if either the husband or the son were going to get any of the liver or 
the heavy bones with scraps of meat hanging to them that he had put 
into the grain bag, he’d see him starve first. 

Starve, eh? Well, things had to be fed. Men had to be fed, and 
the horses that weren’t any good but maybe could be traded off, and 
the poor thin cow that hadn’t given any milk for three months. 

Horses, cows, pigs, dogs, men. 


III 


The old woman had to get back before darkness came if she could. 
The dogs followed at her heels, sniffing at the heavy grain bag she had 
fastened on her back. When she got to the edge of town she stopped 
by a fence and tied the bag on her back with a piece of rope she had 
carried in her dress-pocket for just that purpose. That was an easier 
way to carry it. Her arms ached. It was hard when she had to crawl 
over fences and once she fell over and landed in the snow. The dogs 
went frisking about. She had to struggle to get to her feet again, but 
she made it. The point of climbing over the fences was that there was 
a short cut over a hill and through a woods. She might have gone 
around by the road, but it was a mile farther that way. She was afraid 
she couldn’t make it. And then, besides, the stock had to be fed. 
There was a little hay left and a little corn. Perhaps her husband and 
son would bring some home when they came. They had driven off in 
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the only buggy the Grimes family had, a rickety thing, a rickety horse 
hitched to the buggy, two other rickety horses led by halters. They 
were going to trade horses, get a little money if they could. They 
might come home drunk. It would be well to have something in the 
house when they came back. 

The son had an affair on with a woman at the county seat, fifteen 
miles away. She was a rough enough woman, a tough one. Once, in 
the summer, the son had brought her to the house. Both she and the 
son had been drinking. Jake Grimes was away and the son and his 
woman ordered the old woman about like a servant. She didn’t mind 
much; she was used to it. Whatever happened she never said any- 
thing. That was her way of getting along. She had managed that way 
when she was a young girl at the German’s and ever since she had 
matried Jake. That time her son brought his woman to the house they 
stayed all night, sleeping together just as though they were married. 
It hadn’t shocked the old woman, not much. She had got past being 
shocked early in life. 

With the pack on her back she went painfully along across an open 
field, wading in the deep snow, and got into the woods. 

There was a path, but it was hard to follow. Just beyond the top of 
the hill, where the woods was thickest, there was a small clearing. 
Had someone once thought of building a house there? The clearing 
was as large as a building lot in town, large enough for a house and 
a garden. The path ran along the side of the clearing, and when she 
got there the old woman sat down to rest at the foot of a tree. 

It was a foolish thing to do. When she got herself placed, the pack 
against the tree’s trunk, it was nice, but what about getting up again? 
She worried about that for a moment and then quietly closed her eyes. 

She must have slept for a time. When you are about so cold you 
can’t get any colder. The afternoon grew a little warmer and the snow 
came thicker than ever. Then after a time the weather cleared. The 
moon even came out. 

There were four Grimes dogs that had followed Mrs. Grimes into 
town, all tall gaunt fellows. Such men as Jake Grimes and his son 
always keep just such dogs. They kick and abuse them, but they stay. 
The Grimes dogs, in order to keep from starving, had to do a lot of 
foraging for themselves, and they had been at it while the old woman 


slept with her back to the tree at the side of the clearing. They had 
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been chasing rabbits in the woods and in adjoining fields and in their 
ranging had picked up three other farm dogs. 

After a time all the dogs came back to the clearing. They were 
excited about something. Such nights, cold and clear and with a 
moon, do things to dogs. It may be that some old instinct, come down 
from the time when they were wolves and ranged the woods in packs 
on winter nights, comes back into them. 

The dogs in the clearing, before the old woman, had caught two 
or three rabbits and their immediate hunger had been satisfied. They 
began to play, running in circles in the clearing. Round and round 
they ran, each dog’s nose at the tail of the next dog. In the clearing, 
under the snow-laden trees and under the wintry moon they made a 
strange picture, running thus silently, in a circle their running had 
beaten in the soft snow. The dogs made no sound. They ran around 
and around in the circle. 

It may have been that the old woman saw them doing that before 
she died. She may have awakened once or twice and looked at the 
strange sight with dim old eyes. 

She wouldn’t be very cold now, just drowsy. Life hangs on a long 
time. Perhaps the old woman was out of her head. She may have 
dreamed of her girlhood, at the German’s, and before that, when she 
was a child and before her mother lit out and left her. 

Her dreams couldn’t have been very pleasant. Not many pleasant 
things had happened to her. Now and then one of the Grimes dogs 
left the running circle and came to stand before her. The dog thrust 
his face close to her face. His red tongue was hanging out. 

The running of the dogs may have been a kind of death ceremony. 
It may have been that the primitive instinct of the wolf, having been 
aroused in the dogs by the night and the running, made them some- 
how afraid. 

“Now we are no longer wolves. We are dogs, the servants of men. 
Keep alive, man! When man dies we become wolves again.” 

When one of the dogs came to where the old woman sat with her 
back against the tree and thrust his nose close to her face he seemed 
satisfied and went back to run with the pack. All the Grimes dogs did 
it at some time during the evening, before she died. I knew all about 
it afterward, when I grew to be a man, because once in a woods in 
Illinois, on another winter night, I saw a pack of dogs act just like 
that. The dogs were waiting for me to die as they had waited for the 
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old woman that night when I was a child, but when it happened to 
me I was a young man and had no intention whatever of dying. 

The old woman died softly and quietly. When she was dead and 
when one of the Grimes dogs had come to her and had found het 
dead all the dogs stopped running. 

They gathered about her. 

Well, she was dead now. She had fed the Grimes dogs when she 
was alive, what about now? 

There was the pack on her back, the grain bag containing the piece 
of salt pork, the liver the butcher had given her, the dog-meat, the 
soup bones. The butcher in town, having been suddenly overcome 
with a feeling of pity, had loaded her grain bag heavily. It had been 
a big haul for the old woman. 

It was a big haul for the dogs now. 


SV 


One of the Grimes dogs sprang suddenly out from among the 
others and began worrying the pack on the old woman’s back. Had 
the dogs really been wolves that one would have been the leader of 
the pack. What he did, all the others did. 

All of them sank their teeth into the grain bag the old woman had 
fastened with ropes to her back. 

They dragged the old woman’s body out into the open clearing. 
The worn-out dress was quickly torn from her shoulders. When she 
was found, a day or two later, the dress had been torn from her body 
clear to the hips, but the dogs had not touched her body. They had 
got the meat out of the grain bag, that was all. Her body was frozen 
stiff when it was found, and the shoulders were so narrow and the 
body so slight that in death it looked like the body of some charming 
young girl. 

Such things happened in towns of the Middle West, on farms near 
town, when | was a boy. A hunter out after rabbits found the old 
woman’s body and did not touch it. Something, the beaten round 
path in the little snow-covered clearing, the silence of the place, the 
place where the dogs had worried the body trying to pull the grain 
bag away or tear it open—something startled the man and he hurried 


off to town. 
I was in Main Street with one of my brothers who was town news- 
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boy and who was taking the afternoon papers to the stores. It was 
almost night. 

The hunter came into a grocery and told his story. Then he went 
to a hardware shop and into a drugstore. Men began to gather on the 
sidewalks. Then they started out along the road to the place in the 
woods. 

My brother should have gone on about his business of distributing 
papers but he didn’t. Everyone was going to the woods. The under- 
taker went and the town marshal. Several men got on a dray and rode 
out to where the path left the road and went into the woods, but the 
horses weren’t very sharply shod and slid about on the slippery roads. 
They made no better time than those of us who walked. 

The town marshal was a large man whose leg had been injured in 
the Civil War. He carried a heavy cane and limped rapidly along the 
road. My brother and I followed at his heels, and as we went other 
men and boys joined the crowd. 

It had grown dark by the time we got to where the old woman had 
left the road but the moon had come out. The marshal was thinking 
there might have been a murder. He kept asking the hunter ques- 
tions. The hunter went along with his gun across his shoulders, a dog 
following at his heels. It isn’t often a rabbit hunter has a chance to 
be so conspicuous. He was taking full advantage of it, leading the 
procession with the town marshal. “I didn’t see any wounds. She was 
a beautiful young girl. Her face was buried in the snow. No, I didn’t 
know her.” As a matter of fact, the hunter had not looked closely at 
the body. He had been frightened. She might have been murdered 
and someone might spring out from behind a tree and murder him. 
In a woods, in the late afternoon, when the trees are all bare and 
there is white snow on the ground, when all is silent, something 
creepy steals over the mind and body. If something strange or un- 
canny has happened in the neighborhood all you think about is get- 
ting away from there as fast as you can. 

The crowd of men and boys had got to where the old woman had 
crossed the field and went, following the marshal and the hunter, up 
the slight incline and into the woods. 

My brother and I were silent. He had his bundle of papers in a bag 
slung across his shoulder. When he got back to town he would have 
to go on distributing his papers before he went home to supper. If 
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I went along, as he had no doubt already determined I should, we 
would both be late. Either mother or our older sister would have to 
warm our supper. 

Well, we would have something to tell. A boy did not get such a 
chance very often. It was lucky we just happened to go into the 
grocery when the hunter came in. The hunter was a country fellow. 
Neither of us had ever seen him before. 

Now the crowd of men and boys had got to the clearing. Darkness 
comes quickly on such winter nights, but the full moon made every- 
thing clear. My brother and I stood near the tree, beneath which the 
old woman had died. 

She did not look old, lying there in that light, frozen and still. One 
of the men turned her over in the snow and | saw everything. My 
body trembled with some strange mystical feeling and so did my 
brother’s. It might have been the cold. 

Neither of us had ever seen a woman’s body before. It may have 
been the snow, clinging to the frozen flesh, that made it look so white 
and lovely, so like marble. No woman had come with the party from 
town; but one of the men, he was the town blacksmith, took off his 
overcoat and spread it over her. Then he gathered her into his arms 
and started off to town, all the others following silently. At that time 
no one knew who she was. 

Vv 


I had seen everything, had seen the oval in the snow, like a minia- 
ture race track, where the dogs had run, had seen how the men were 
mystified, had seen the white bare young-looking shoulders, had heard 
the whispered comments of the men. 

The men were simply mystified. They took the body to the under- 
taker’s, and when the blacksmith, the hunter, the marshal and several 
others had got inside they closed the door. If father had been there 
perhaps he could have got in, but we boys couldn't. 

I went with my brother to distribute the rest of his papers and 
when we got home it was my brother who told the story. 

I kept silent and went to bed early. It may have been I was not 
satisfied with the way he told it. 

Later, in the town, I must have heard other fragments of the old 
woman's story. She was recognized the next day and there was an 


investigation. 
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The husband and son were found somewhere and brought to town 
and there was an attempt to connect them with the woman’s death, 
but it did not work. They had perfect enough alibis. 

However, the town was against them. They had to get out. Where 
they went I never heard. 

I remember only the picture there in the forest, the men standing 
about, the naked girlish-looking figure, face down in the snow, the 
tracks made by the running dogs and the clear cold winter sky above. 
White fragments of clouds were drifting across the sky. They went 
racing across the little open space among the trees. 

The scene in the forest had become for me, without my knowing 
it, the foundation for the real story I am now trying to tell. The 
fragments, you see, had to be picked up slowly, long afterwards. 

Things happened. When | was a young man I worked on the farm 
of a German. ‘The hired-girl was afraid of her employer. The farmer’s 
wife hated her. 

I saw things at that place. Once later, I had a half-uncanny, mys- 
tical adventure with dogs in an Illinois forest on a clear, moonlit win- 
ter night. When I was a schoolboy, and on a summer day, I went 
with a boy friend out along a creek some miles from town and came 
to the house where the old woman had lived. No one had lived in 
the house since her death. The doors were broken from the hinges; 
the window lights were all broken. As the boy and I stood in the 
road outside, two dogs, just roving farm dogs no doubt, came running 
around the corner of the house. The dogs were tall, gaunt fellows and 
came down to the fence and glared through at us, standing in the road. 

The whole thing, the story of the old woman’s death, was to me as 
I grew older like music heard from far off. The notes had to be picked 
up slowly one at a time. Something had to be understood. 

The woman who died was one destined to feed animal life. Any- 
way, that is all she ever did. She was feeding animal life before she 
was born, as a child, as a young woman working on the farm of the 
German, after she married, when she grew old and when she died. 
She fed animal life in cows, in chickens, in pigs, in horses, in dogs, 
in men. Her daughter had died in childhood and with her one son 
she had no articulate relations. On the night when she died she was 
hurrying homeward, bearing on her body food for animal life. 

She died in the clearing in the woods and even after her death con- 
tinued feeding animal life. 
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You see it is likely that, when my brother told the story, that night 


when we got home and my mother and sister sat listening, I did not 
think he got the point. He was too young and so was I. A thing so 
complete has its own beauty. 

I shall not try to emphasize the point. I am only explaining why I 
was dissatisfied then and have been ever since. I speak of that only 
that you may understand why I have been impelled to try to tell the 
simple story over again. 
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Anton Chekhov 


1560-1904 


A TRIFLE FROM REAL LIFE - THE STUDENT + THE 
NEW VILLA 


Anton Chekhoy’s father, born in setfdom, was a petty shop- 
keeper in the southern Russian seaport of Taganrog. Passion- 
ately devoted to church music, the father often roused his large 
family at three in the morning to go to sing matins in the church 
choir which he directed. Because Anton had a good head for 
figures, his father made him work evenings in the shop when 
he should have been studying, and beat him frequently. Ney- 
ertheless Anton somehow developed into a high-spirited boy, 
given to mimicry and practical jokes. 

When Anton was seventeen, his bankrupt father had to flee 
to Moscow to escape creditors. The rest of the family joined him 
there, except for Anton. Fortunately for his development, he 
was allowed to stay behind for three years and finish his courses 
at the Taganrog Gymnasium. Always enthusiastic about such 
drama as he had been able to attend or take part in as an am- 
ateur, Chekhoy began writing plays. 

In Moscow, Chekhoy found that his two older brothers were 
helping to support the desperately impoverished family by sell- 
ing skits and illustrations to the comic weeklies. Anton con- 
tributed too. Soon, though he was working hard for a medical 
degree, he became the chief money-earner in the family. In 1883, 
which was his most difficult year at medical school, he sold over 
a hundred jokes and short stories. 

Much of this was conventional humor of a low order, written 
hastily for small sums. But as Chekhov continued writing, his 
social satire became more original, and he showed more sym- 
pathy for his characters. Above all, he learned to write with 
forcefulness and economy what was then called the “little story.” 

Chekhoy’s work rapidly attracted the attention of serious 
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literary men, including influential editors. When he made his 
first visit to St. Petersburg at the age of 25, he was amazed at 
the extent of his reputation. By 1888, the year in which he was 
awarded the Pushkin Prize, three collections of his stories had 
appeared in book form. 

His fellow writers found it hard to define Chekhov’s tenden- 
cies. This was a period of severe censorship under a reactionary 
government, when there was great eagerness to know where a 
writer stood politically. Chekhov wrote a few stories which 
seemed to advocate the principles of humility and renunciation 
being preached by the great Russian writer, Leo Tolstoy. He 
omitted these, however, from his collected works. He also wrote 
a few clinical studies of pathological cases which seemed to ally 
him with the French naturalist school of Emile Zola. But mostly 
his stories were quite unique blends of humorous, sharply ob- 
servant truthfulness about human nature, and sympathetic, even 
lyrical, re-creation of his characters’ moods. 

In 1889, Chekhov, tubercular himself, became deeply de- 
pressed by the death from tuberculosis of an older brother. He 
decided suddenly to set off alone to investigate one of the re- 
motest of the Siberian prison camps, on Sakhalin Island, and to 
write a book about it. He gave a whole year to this courageous 
adventure and was deeply affected by what he saw. He pub- 
lished the book, though without hope that it would lead to real 
reform. After his return he devoted himself to a variety of 
philanthropies in the towns he lived in, doctoring the peasants 
free, building schools and clinics, supporting libraries. 

In 1900 Chekhov was included in the first group of writers 
ever to be elected to the Russian Academy of Sciences. Two 
years later the leftist novelist Maxim Gorky was also elected, but 
has election was canceled by direct order of the Czar. Chekhov 
immediately resigned in protest. He had also spoken out against 
the injustice accorded Dreyfus in France. He retained a hard- 
headed skepticism, however, in most practical and political mat- 
ters. He admired Tolstoy as a man and writer, but could not go 
along with Tolstoy’s attempt to re-create in Russia the mode of 
life of primitive Christianity. Chekhov had no illusions about 
the peasants, and thought nothing would be gained by the at- 
tempts of intellectuals to live like them. 

In the latter part of his career, suffering from severe tubercu- 
lar attacks, Chekhov wrote far less fiction, though some of his 
best stories date from this period. But he collaborated actively 
with the Moscow Art Theatre, founded in 1898. In its first year 
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it made a distinguished success of Chekhov’s play, The Sea Gull, 
which had failed with another company. The great director 
Stanislavsky found Chekhov’s plays perfectly suited to his ideal 
of making all the elements of a theatrical production into one 
artistic whole. This in turn encouraged Chekhov to write such 
masterpieces as The Three Sisters and The Cherry Orchard. In 
their humor, lyricism, sudden shifts of mood, mingling of the 
trivial and profound, the plays are like the short stories. Three 
years before his death, Chekhov married one of the principal 
actresses in the Art Theatre. 

“A Trifle from Real Life,” the story of the callous, impercep- 
tive betrayal of a child by an adult, establishes a pattern which 
was to become familiar in the work of Joyce, Mansfield, and 
more recent writers. Though Chekhov makes this theme ex- 
plicit, he is not surpassed by any of his successors in his imagina- 
tive grasp of a child’s mode of thought or in his ironical judg- 
ment of adult insensitivity. “The Student,” brief though it is, 
resembles the plays in its identification of a temporary mood 
and an immediate physical scene with a sense of past and future, 
and of values which transcend individual lives and give them 
their meaning. “The New Villa” is primarily a commentary on 
human irrationality and malevolence, but it is also a soberly 
realistic report to the Tolstoyans and other political theorists by 
one who was sympathetic to the peasants and had worked hard 
to improve their lot. 


Pe TRIFLE FROM READ LIFE 


Nikolai Ilitch Belayeff was a young gentleman of St. Petersburg, 
aged thirty-two, rosy, well fed, and a patron of the race-tracks. Once, 
toward evening, he went to pay a call on Olga Ivanovna with whom, 
to use his own expression, he was dragging through a long and tedious 
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love-affair. And the truth was that the first thrilling, inspiring pages 
of this romance had long since been read, and that the story was now 
dragging wearily on, presenting nothing that was either interesting 
or novel. 

Not finding Olga at home, my hero threw himself upon a couch 
and prepared to await her return. 

“Good evening, Nikolai Ilitch!” he heard a child’s voice say. 
“Mamma will soon be home. She has gone to the dressmaker’s with 
Sonia.” 

On the divan in the same room lay Aliosha, Olga’s son, a small boy 
of eight, immaculately and picturesquely dressed in a little velvet suit 
and long black stockings. He had been lying on a satin pillow, mim- 
icking the antics of an acrobat he had seen at the circus. First he 
stretched up one pretty leg, then another; then, when they were 
tired, he brought his arms into play, and at last jumped up galvan- 
ically, throwing himself on all fours in an effort to stand on his head. 
He went through all these motions with the most serious face in the 
world, puffing like a martyr, as if he himself regretted that God had 
given him such a restless little body. 

“Ah, good evening, my boy!” said Belayeff. “Is that you? I did not 
know you were here. Is mamma well?” 

Aliosha seized the toe of his left shoe in his right hand, assumed 
the most unnatural position in the world, rolled over, jumped up, 
and peeped out at Belayeff from under the heavy fringes of the lamp- 
shade. 

“Not very,” he said shrugging his shoulders. “Mamma is never 
really well. She is a woman, you see, and women always have some- 
thing the matter with them.” 

From lack of anything better to do, Belayeff began scrutinizing 
Aliosha’s face. During all his acquaintance with Olga he had never 
bestowed any consideration upon the boy or noticed his existence at 
all. He had seen the child about, but what he was doing there Belay- 
eff, somehow, had never cared to think. 

Now, in the dusk of evening, Aliosha’s pale face and fixed, dark 
eyes unexpectedly reminded Belayeff of Olga as she had appeared in 
the first pages of their romance. He wanted to pet the boy. 

“Come here, little monkey,” he said, “and let me look at you!” 


The boy jumped down from the sofa and ran to Belayeff. 
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“Well,” the latter began, laying his hand on the boy’s thin shoul- 
der. “And how are your Is everything all right with you?” 

“No, not very. It used to be much better.” 

“In what way?” 

“That’s easy to answer. Sonia and I used to learn only music and 
reading before, but now we have French verses, too. You have cut 
your beard!” 

“Yes: 

“So I noticed. It is shorter than it was. Please let me touch it— 
does that hurt?” 

“No, not a bit.” 

“Why does it hurt if you pull one hair at a time, and not a bit if 
you pull lots? Ha! Ha! I'll tell you something. You ought to wear 
whiskers. You could shave here on the sides, here, and here you could 
let the hair grow—" 

The boy nestled close to Belayeff and began to play with his watch- 
chain. 

“Mamma is going to give me a watch when I go to school, and I 
am going to ask her to give me a chain just like yours— Oh, what 
a lovely locket! Papa has a locket just like that; only yours has little 
stripes on it, and papa’s has letters. He has a portrait of mamma in 
his locket. Papa wears another watch-chain now made of ribbon.” 

“How do you know? Do you ever see your papa?” 

(eS eS es 

Aliosha blushed deeply at being caught telling a fib and began to 
scratch the locket furiously with his nail. Belayeff looked searchingly 
into his face and repeated: 

“Do you ever see your papa?” 

“N-no!” 

“Come, tell me honestly! I can see by your face that you are not 
telling the truth. It’s no use quibbling now that the cat is out of the 
bag. Tell me, do you see him? Now then, as between friends!” 

Aliosha reflected. 

“You won't tell mamma?” he asked. 

“What an idea!” 

“Honour bright?” 

“Honour bright!” 

“Promise!” 


“Oh, you insufferable child! What do you take me for?” 
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Aliosha glanced around, opened his eyes wide, and said: 

“For heaven’s sake don’t tell mamma! Don’t tell a soul, because 
it’s a secret. I don’t know what would happen to Sonia and Pelagia 
and me if mamma should find out. Now, listen. Sonia and I see papa 
every Thursday and every Friday. When Pelagia takes us out walk- 
ing before dinner we go to Anfel’s confectionery and there we find 
papa already waiting for us. He is always sitting in the little private 
room with the marble table and the ash-tray that’s made like a goose 
without a back.” 

“What do you do in there?” 

“We don’t do anything. First we say how do you do, and then 
papa orders coffee and pasties for us. Sonia likes pasties with meat, 
you know, but I can’t abide them with meat. I like mine with cab- 
bage or eggs. We eat so much that we have a hard time eating our 
dinner afterward so that mamma won't guess anything.” 

“What do you talk about?” 

“With papa? Oh, about everything. He kisses us and hugs us and 
tells us the funniest jokes. Do you know what? He says that when 
we grow bigger he is going to take us to live with him. Sonia doesn’t 
want to go, but I wouldn’t mind. Of course it would be lonely with- 
out mamma, but I could write letters to her. Isn’t it funny, we might 
go and see her then on Sundays, mightn’t we? Papa says, too, he is 
going to buy me a pony. He is such a nice man! I don’t know why 
mamma doesn’t ask him to live with her and why she won't let us 
see him. He loves mamma very much. He always asks how she is 
and what she has been doing. When she was ill he took hold of his 
head just like this—and ran about the room. He always asks us 
whether we are obedient and respectful to her. Tell me, is it true 
that we are unfortunate?” 

“H’m—why do you ask?” 

“Because papa says we are. He says we are unfortunate children, 
and that he is unfortunate, and that mamma is unfortunate. He tells 
us to pray to God for her and for ourselves.” 

Aliosha fixed his eyes on the figure of a stuffed bird, and became 
lost in thought. 

“Well, I declare—” muttered Belayeff. “So, that’s what you do, 
you hold meetings at a confectioner’s? And your mamma doesn’t 
know it?” 
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“N-no. How could she? Pelagia wouldn’t tell her for the world. 
Day before yesterday papa gave us pears. They were as sweet as 
sugar. I ate two!” 

“H’m. But—listen to me, does papa ever say anything about me?” 

“About you? What shall I say?” Aliosha looked searchingly into 
Belayeff’s face and shrugged his shoulders. “Nothing special,” he 
answered. 

“Well, what does he say, for instance?” 

“You won't be angry if I tell you?” 

“What an idea! Does he abuse me?” 

“No, he doesn’t abuse you, but, you know, he is angry with you. 
He says that it is your fault that mamma is unhappy, and that you 
have ruined mamma. He is such a funny man! I tell him that you 
are kind and that you never scold mamma, but he only shakes his 
head.” 

“So he says I have ruined her?” 

“Yes—don’t be angry, Nikolai Ilitch!” 

Belayeff rose and began pacing up and down the room. 

“How strange this is—and how ridiculous!” he muttered shrug- 
ging his shoulders and smiling sarcastically. “Tt is all bis fault and yet 
he says J have ruined her! What an innocent baby this is! And so 
he told you I had ruined your mother?” 

“Yes, but—you promised not to be angry!” 

“Tm not angry and—and it is none of your business anyway. Yes, 
this is—this is really ridiculous! Here I have been caught like a 
mouse in a trap, and now it seems it is all my fault!” 

The door-bell rang. The boy tore himself from Belayeff’s arms and 
ran out of the room. A moment later a lady entered with a little girl. 
It was Aliosha’s mother, Olga Ivanovna. Aliosha skipped into the 
room behind her, singing loudly and clapping his hands. Belayeff 
nodded and continued to walk up and down. 

“Of course!” he muttered. “Whom should he blame but me? He 
has right on his side! He is the injured husband.” 

“What is that you are saying?” asked Olga Ivanovna. 

“What am I saying? Just listen to what your young hopeful here 
has been preaching. It appears that I am a wicked scoundrel and that 
I have ruined you and your children. You are all unhappy, and I 
alone am frightfully happy. Frightfully, frightfully happy!” 
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“T don’t understand you, Nikolai. What is the matter?” 

“Just listen to what this young gentleman here has to say!” cried 
Belayeff pointing to Aliosha. 

Aliosha flushed and then grew suddenly pale and his face became 
distorted with fear. 

“Nikolai Ilitch!” he whispered loudly. “Hush!” 

Olga Ivanovna looked at Aliosha in surprise, and then at Belayeff, 
and then back again at Aliosha. 

“Ask him!” Belayeff continued. “That idiot of yours, Pelagia, takes 
them to a confectioner’s and arranges meetings there between them 
and their papa. But that isn’t the point. The point is that papa is the 
victim, and that I am an abandoned scoundrel who has wrecked the 
lives of both of you!” 

“Nikolai Ilicch!” groaned Aliosha. “You gave me your word of 
honour!” ; 

“Leave me alone!” Belayeff motioned to him impatiently. id hiss 
more important than words of honour. This hypocrisy, these lies are 
intolerable!” 

“I don’t understand!” cried Olga Ivanovna, the tears glistening in 
her eyes. “Listen, Aliosha,” she asked, turning to her son. “Do you 
really see your father?” 

But Aliosha did not hear her, his eyes were fixed with horror on 
Belayeff. 

“It cannot be possible!” his mother exclaimed. “I must go and ask 
Pelagia.” 

Olga Ivanovna left the room. 

“But Nikolai Ilitch, you gave me your word of honour!” cried 
Aliosha trembling all over. 

Belayeff made an impatient gesture and went on pacing the floor. 
He was absorbed in thoughts of the wrong that had been done him, 
and, as before, was unconscious of the boy’s presence: a serious, 
grown-up person like him could not be bothered with little boys. 
But Aliosha crept into a corner and told Sonia with horror how he 
had been deceived. He trembled and hiccoughed and cried. This was 
the first time in his life that he had come roughly face to face with 
deceit; he had never imagined till now that there were things in this 
world besides pasties and watches and sweet pears, things for which 
no name could be found in the vocabulary of childhood. 
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THE STUDENT 


At first the weather was fine and still. The thrushes were calling, 
and in the swamps close by something alive droned pitifully with a 
sound like blowing into an empty bottle. A snipe flew by, and the 
shot aimed at it rang out with a gay, resounding note in the spring 
air. But when it began to get dark in the forest a cold, penetrating 
wind blew inappropriately from the east, and everything sank into 
silence. Needles of ice stretched across the pools, and it felt cheer- 
less, remote, and lonely in the forest. There was a whiff of winter. 

Ivan Velikopolsky, the son of a sacristan, and a student of the 
clerical academy, returning home from shooting, walked all the time 
by the path in the water-side meadow. His fingers were numb and 
his face was burning with the wind. It seemed to him that the cold 
that had suddenly come on had destroyed the order and harmony of 
things, that nature itself felt ill at ease, and that was why the evening 
darkness was falling more rapidly than usual. All around it was de- 
serted and peculiarly gloomy. The only light was one gleaming in 
the widows’ gardens near the river; the village, over three miles away, 
and everything in the distance all round was plunged in the cold 
evening mist. Ihe student remembered that, as he went out from the 
house, his mother was sitting barefoot on the floor in the entry, clean- 
ing the samovar, while his father lay on the stove coughing; as it 
was Good Friday nothing had been cooked, and the student was ter- 
ribly hungry. And now, shrinking from the cold, he thought that 
just such a wind had blown in the days of Rurik and in the time of 
Ivan the Terrible and Peter, and in their time there had been just the 
same desperate poverty and hunger, the same thatched roofs with 
holes in them, ignotance, misery, the same desolation around, the 
same darkness, the same feeling of oppression—all these had existed, 
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did exist, and would exist, and the lapse of a thousand years would 
make life no better. And he did not want to go home. 

The gardens were called the widows’ because they were kept by 
two widows, mother and daughter. A camp fire was burning brightly 
with a crackling sound, throwing out light far around on the ploughed 
earth. The widow Vasilisa, a tall, fat old woman in a man’s coat, 
was standing by and looking thoughtfully into the fire; her daughter 
Lukerya, a little pock-marked woman with a stupid-looking face, was 
sitting on the ground, washing a caldron and spoons. Apparently 
they had just had supper. There was a sound of men’s voices; it was 
the labourers watering their horses at the river. 

“Here you have winter back again,” said the student, going up 
to the camp fire. “Good evening.” 

Vasilisa started, but at once recognized him and smiled cordially. 

“I did not know you; God bless you,” she said. “You'll be rich.” 

They talked. Vasilisa, a woman of experience, who had been in 
service with the gentry, first as a wet-nurse, afterwards as a children’s 
nurse, expressed herself with refinement, and a soft, sedate smile never 
left her face; her daughter Lukerya, a village peasant woman, who 
had been crushed by her husband, simply screwed up her eyes at the 
student and said nothing, and she had a strange expression like that 
of a deaf mute. 

“At just such a fire the Apostle Peter warmed himself,” said the 
student, stretching out his hands to the fire, “so it must have been 
cold then, too. Ah, what a terrible night it must have been, granny! 
An utterly dismal long night!” 

He looked round at the darkness, shook his head abruptly and 
asked: 

“No doubt you have been at the reading of the Twelve Gospels?” 

“Yes, I have,” answered Vasilisa. 

“If you remember at the Last Supper Peter said to Jesus, ‘I am 
ready to go with Thee into darkness and unto death.’ And our Lord 
answered him thus: ‘I say unto thee, Peter, before the cock croweth 
thou wilt have denied Me thrice.’ After the supper Jesus went through 
the agony of death in the garden and prayed, and poor Peter was 
weary in spirit and faint, his eyelids were heavy and he could not 
struggle against sleep. He fell asleep. Then you heard how Judas 
the same night kissed Jesus and betrayed Him to His tormentors. 
They took Him bound to the high priest and beat Him, while Peter, 


exhausted, worn out with misery and alarm, hardly awake, you 
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know, feeling that something awful was just going to happen on 
earth, followed behind. . . . He loved Jesus passionately, intensely, 
and now he saw from far off how He was beaten. . . .” 

Lukerya left the spoons and fixed an immovable stare upon the 
student. 

“They came to the high priest's,” he went on; “they began to 
question Jesus, and meantime the labourers made a fire in the yard 
as it was cold, and warmed themselves. Peter, too, stood with them 
near the fire and warmed himself as I am doing. A woman, seeing 
him, said: ‘He was with Jesus, too—that is as much as to say that 
he, too, should be taken to be questioned. And all the labourers that 
were standing near the fire must have looked sourly and suspiciously 
at him, because he was confused and said: ‘I don’t know Him.’ A 
little while after again someone recognized him as one of Jesus’ dis- 
ciples and said: “Thou, too, art one of them,’ but again he denied it. 
And for the third time someone turned to him: ‘Why, did I not see 
thee with Him in the garden to-day?’ For the third time he denied 
it. And immediately after that time the cock crowed, and Peter, 
looking from afar off at Jesus, remembered the words He had said 
to him in the evening. . . . He remembered, he came to himself, 
went out of the yard and wept bitterly—bitterly. In the Gospel it is 
written: ‘He went out and wept bitterly.’ I imagine it: the still, still, 
dark, dark garden, and in the stillness, faintly audible, smothered 
sobbing. . . .” 

The student sighed and sang into thought. Still smiling, Vasilisa 
suddenly gave a gulp, big tears Howed freely down her cheeks, and 
she screened her face from the fire with her sleeve as though ashamed 
of her tears, and Lukerya, staring immovably at the student, flushed 
crimson, and her expression became strained and heavy like that of 
someone enduring intense pain. 

The labourers came back from the river, and one of them riding 
a horse was quite near, and the light from the fire quivered upon him. 
The student said good-night to the widows and went on. And again 
the darkness was about him and his fingers began to be numb. A 
cruel wind was blowing, winter really had come back and it did not 
feel as though Easter would be the day after to-morrow. 

Now the student was thinking about Vasilisa: since she had shed 
tears all that had happened to Peter the night before the Crucifixion 
must have some relation to her... . 


He looked round. The solitary light was still gleaming in the 
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darkness and no figures could be seen near it now. The student 
thought again that if Vasilisa had shed tears, and her daughter had 
been troubled, it was evident that what he had just been telling them 
about, which had happened nineteen centuries ago, had a relation 
to the present—to both women, to the desolate village, to himself, 
to all people. The old woman had wept, not because he could tell the 
story touchingly, but because Peter was near to her, because her 
whole being was interested in what was passing in Peter's soul. 

And joy suddenly stirred in his soul, and he even stopped for a 
minute to take breath. “The past,” he thought, “is linked with the 
present by an unbroken chain of events flowing one out of another.” 
And it seemed to him that he had just seen both ends of that chain; 
that when he touched one end the other quivered. 

When he crossed the river by the ferry boat and afterwards, mount- 
ing the hill, looked at his village and towards the west where the cold 
purple sunset lay a narrow streak of light, he thought that truth and 
beauty which had guided human life there in the garden and in the 
yard of the high priest had continued without interruption to this 
day, and had evidently always been the chief thing in human life 
and in all earthly life, indeed; and the feeling of youth, health, 
vigour—he was only twenty-two—and the inexpressible sweet ex- 
pectation of happiness, of unknown mysterious happiness, took pos- 
session of him little by little, and life seemed to him enchanting, 
marvellous, and full of lofty meaning. 


allan DOP EMSA SANA Ue ber e\ 


Two miles from the village of Obrutchanovo a huge bridge was 
being built. From the village, which stood up high on the steep 
river-bank, its trellis-like skeleton could be seen, and in foggy weather 
and on still winter days, when its delicate iron girders and all the 
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scaffolding around was covered with hoar frost, it presented a pic- 
turesque and even fantastic spectacle. Kutcherov, the engineer who 
was building the bridge, a stout, broad-shouldered, bearded man in 
a soft crumpled cap drove through the village in his racing droshky 
or his open carriage. Now and then on holidays navvies working on 
the bridge would come to the village; they begged for alms, laughed 
at the women, and sometimes carried off something. But that was 
rare; as a rule the days passed quietly and peacefully as though no 
bridge-building were going on, and only in the evening, when camp 
fires gleamed near the bridge, the wind faintly wafted the songs of 
the navvies. And by day there was sometimes the mournful clang of 
metal, don-don-don. 

It happened that the engineer's wife came to see him. She was 
pleased with the river-banks and the gorgeous view over the green 
valley with trees, churches, flocks, and she began begging her hus- 
band to buy a small piece of ground and to build them a cottage on it. 
Her husband agreed. They bought sixty acres of land, and on the high 
bank in a field, where in earlier days the cows of Obrutchanovo used 
to wander, they built a pretty house of two storeys with a terrace and 
a verandah, with a tower and a flagstaff on which a flag fluttered on 
Sundays—they built it in about three months, and then all the winter 
they were planting big trees, and when spring came and everything 
began to be green there were already avenues to the new house, a 
gardener and two labourers in white aprons were digging near it, 
there was a little fountain, and a globe of looking-glass flashed so 
brilliantly that it was painful to look at. The house had already been 
named the New Villa. 

On a bright, warm morning at the end of May two horses were 
brought to Obrutchanovo to the village blacksmith, Rodion Petrov. 
They came from the New Villa. The horses were sleek, graceful 
beasts, as white as snow, and strikingly alike. 

“Perfect swans!” said Rodion, gazing at them with reverent ad- 
miration. 

His wife Stepanida, his children and grandchildren came out into 
the street to look at them. By degrees a crowd collected. The Lytch- 
kovs, father and son, both men with swollen faces and entirely beard- 
less, came up bareheaded. Kozoy, a tall, thin old man with a long, 
narrow beard, came up leaning on a stick with a crook handle: he 
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he knew something. 

“It’s only that they are white; what is there in them?” he said. 
“Put mine on oats, and they will be just as sleek. They ought to be 
in a plough and with a whip, too... .” 

The coachman simply looked at him with disdain, but did not 
utter a word. And afterwards, while they were blowing up the fire 
at the forge, the coachman talked while he smoked cigarettes. The 
peasants learned from him various details: his employers were wealthy 
people; his mistress, Elena Ivanovna, had till her marriage lived in 
Moscow in a poor way as a governess; she was kind-hearted, compas- 
sionate, and fond of helping the poor. On the new estate, he told 
them, they were not going to plough or to sow, but simply to live 
for their pleasure, live only to breathe the fresh air. When he had 
finished and led the horses back a crowd of boys followed him, the 
dogs barked, and Kozov, looking after him, winked sarcastically. 

“Landowners, too-oo!” he said. “They have built a house and set 
up horses, but I bet they are nobodies—landowners, too-oo.” 

Kozov for some reason took a dislike from the first to the new 
house, to the white horses, and to the handsome, well-fed coachman. 
Kozov was a solitary man, a widower; he had a dreary life (he was 
prevented from working by a disease which he sometimes called a 
rupture and sometimes worms) ; he was maintained by his son, who 
worked at a confectioner’s in Harkov and sent him money; and from 
early morning till evening he sauntered at leisure about the river or 
about the village; if he saw, for instance, a peasant carting a log, or 
fishing, he would say: “That log’s dry wood—it is rotten,” or, “They 
won't bite in weather like this.” In times of drought he would declare 
that there would not be a drop of rain till the frost came; and when 
the rains came he would say that everything would rot in the fields, 
that everything was ruined. And as he said these things he would 
wink as though he knew something. 

At the New Villa they burned Bengal lights and sent up fireworks 
in the evenings, and a sailing-boat with red lanterns floated by 
Obrutchanovo. One morning the engineer's wife, Elena Ivanovna, 
and her little daughter drove to the village in a carriage with yellow 
wheels and a pair of dark bay ponies; both mother and daughter were 
wearing broadbrimmed straw hats, bent down over their ears. 

This was exactly at the time when they were carting manure, and 
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the blacksmith Rodion, a tall, gaunt old man, bareheaded and bare- 
footed, was standing near his dirty and repulsive-looking cart and, 
flustered, looked at the ponies, and it was evident by his face that he 
had never seen such little horses before. 

“The Kutcherov lady has come!” was whispered around. “Look, 
the Kutcherov lady has come!” 

Elena Ivanovna looked at the huts as though she were selecting 
one, and then stopped at the very poorest, at the windows of which 
there were so many children’s heads—flaxen, red, and dark. Stepanida, 
Rodion’s wife, a stout woman, came running out of the hut; her ker- 
chief slipped off her grey head; she looked at the carriage facing the 
sun, and her face smiled and wrinkled up as though she were blind. 

“This is for your children,” said Elena Ivanovna, and she gave 
her three roubles. 

Stepanida suddenly burst into tears and bowed down to the ground. 
Rodion, too, flopped to the ground, displaying his brownish bald 
head, and as he did so he almost caught his wife in the ribs with 
the fork. Elena [vanovna was overcome with confusion and drove 


back. 
II 

The Lytchkovs, father and son, caught in their meadows two cart- 
horses, a pony, and a broad-faced Aalhaus bull-calf, and with the 
help of red-headed Volodka, son of the blacksmith Rodion, drove 
them to the village. They called the village elder, collected witnesses, 
and went to look at the damage. 

“All right, let °em!” said Kozov, winking, “le-et em! Let them 
get out of it if they can, the engineers! Do you think there is no 
such thing as law? All right! Send for the police inspector, draw up 
a statement! ...” 

“Draw up a statement,’ repeated Volodka. 

“T don’t want to let this pass!” shouted the younger Lytchkov. He 
shouted louder and louder, and his beardless face seemed to be more 
and more swollen. “They've set up a nice fashion! Leave them free, 
and they will ruin all the meadows! You've no sort of right to ill-treat 
people! We are not serfs now!” 

“We are not serfs now,” repeated Volodka. 

“We got on all right without a bridge,” said the elder Lytchkov 
gloomily, “we did not ask for it. What do we want a bridge for? 
We don’t want it!” 
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“Brothers, good Christians, we cannot leave it like this!” 

“All right, let ’em!” said Kozov, winking. “Let them get out of 
it if they can! Landowners, indeed!” 

They went back to the village, and as they walked the younger 
Lytchkov beat himself on the breast with his fist and shouted all the 
way, and Volodka shouted, too, repeating his words. And meanwhile 
quite a ctowd had gathered in the village round the thoroughbred 
bull-calf and the horses. The bull-calf was embarrassed and looked 
up from under his brows, but suddenly lowered his muzzle to the 
ground and took to his heels, kicking up his hind legs; Kozov was 
frightened and waved his stick at him, and they all burst out laughing. 
Then they locked up the beasts and waited. 

In the evening the engineer sent five roubles for the damage, and 
the two horses, the pony and the bull-calf, without being fed or given 
water, returned home, their heads hanging with a guilty air as though 
they were convicted criminals. 

On getting the five roubles the Lytchkovs, father and son, the 
village elder and Volodka, punted over the river in a boat and went 
to a hamlet on the other side where there was a tavern, and there 
had a long carousal. Their singing and the shouting of the younger 
Lytchkov could be heard from the village. Their women were un- 
easy and did not sleep all night. Rodion did not sleep either. 

“It’s a bad business,” he said, sighing and turning from side to 
side. “The gentleman will be angry, and then there will be trouble. 
my They have insulted the gentleman. . . . Oh, they've insulted 
him. It’s a bad business. . . .” 

Le happened that the peasants, Rodion amongst them, went into 
their forest to divide the clearings for mowing, and as they were 
returning home they were met by the engineer. He was wearing a red 
cotton shirt and high boots; a setter dog with its long tongue hanging 
out, followed behind him. 

“Good-day, brothers,” he said. 

The peasants stopped and took off their hats. 

“IT have long wanted to have a talk with you, friends,” he went 
on. “This is what it is. Ever since the early spring your cattle have 
been in my copse and garden every day. Everything is trampled 
down; the pigs have rooted up the meadow, are ruining everything 
in the kitchen garden, and all the undergrowth in the copse is de- 
stroyed. There is no getting on with your herdsmen; one asks them 
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civilly, and they are rude. Damage is-done on my estate every day 
and I do nothing—I don’t fine you or make a complaint; meanwhile 
you impounded my horses and my bull-calf and exacted five roubles. 
Was that right? Is that neighbourly?” he went on, and his face was 
so soft and persuasive, and his expression was not forbidding. “Is 
that the way decent people behave? A week ago one of your people 
cut down two oak saplings in my copse.. You have dug up the road 
to Eresnevo, and now I have to go two miles round. Why do you 
injure me at every step? What harm have I done you? For God’s 
sake, tell me! My wife and I do our utmost.to live with you in peace. 
and harmony; we help the peasants as we can. My -wife is a kind, 
warm-hearted woman; she never refuses you help. That is her dream 
—to be of use to you and your children. You reward us with evil for 
our good. You are unjust, my friends. Think of that. I ask you 
earnestly to think it over. We treat you humanely; repay us in the 
same coin.” 

He turned and went away. The peasants stood a little longer, put 
on their caps and walked away. Rodion, who always understood every- 
thing that was said to him in some peculiar way of his own, heaved 
a sigh and said: 

“We must pay. ‘Repay in coin, my friends’. . . he said.” 

They walked to the village in silence. On reaching home Rodion 
said his prayer, took off his boots, and sat down on the bench beside 
his wife. Stepanida and he always sat side by side when they were at 
home, and always walked side by side in the street; they ate and 
they drank and they slept always together, and the older they grew 
the more they loved one another. It was hot and crowded in their 
hut, and there were children everywhere—on the floors, in the win- 
dows, on the stove. . . . In spite of her advanced years Stepanida 
was still bearing children, and now, looking at the crowd of children, 
it was hard to distinguish which were Rodion’s and which were 
Volodka’s. Volodka’s wife, Lukerya, a plain young woman with 
prominent eyes and a nose like the beak of a bird, was kneading 
dough in a tub; Volodka was sitting on the stove with his legs hang- 
ing. 

"On the road near Nikita’s buckwheat . . . the engineer with his 
deg yes Rodion began, after a rest, scratching his ribs and his 
elbow. “ “You must pay, says he ... « ‘coin,’ says he. . . . Coin or 
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no coin, we shall have to collect ten kopecks from every hut. We've 
offended the gentleman very much. I am sorry for him. . . a 

“We've lived without a bridge,” said Volodka, not looking at 
anyone, “and we don’t want one.” 

“What next; the bridge is a government business.” 

“We don’t want it.” 

“Your opinion is not asked. What is it to you?” 

“Your opinion is not asked,” Wolodka mimicked him. “We 
don’t want to drive anywhere; what do we want with a bridge? If 
we have to, we can cross by the boat.” 

Someone from the yard outside knocked at the window so violently 
that it seemed to shake the whole hut. 

“Is Volodka at home?” he heard the voice of the younger Lytch- 
kov. “Volodka, come out, come along.” 

Volodka jumped down off the stove and began looking for his cap. 

“Don’t go, Volodka,” said Rodion diffidently. “Don’t go with 
them, son. You are foolish, like a little child; they will teach you no 
good; don’t go!” 

“Don’t go, son,” said Stepanida, and she blinked as though about 
to shed tears. “I bet they are calling you to the tavern.” 

“To the tavern, ” Volodka mimicked. 

“You'll come back drunk again, you currish Herod,” said Lukerya, 
looking at him angrily. “Go along, go along, and may you burn up 
with vodka, you tailless Satan!” 

“You hold your tongue,” shouted Volodka. 

“They've married me to a fool, they've ruined me, a luckless or- 
phan, you red-headed drunkard . . .” wailed Lukerya, wiping her 
face with a hand covered with dough. “I wish I had never set eyes 
on you.” 

Volodka gave her a blow on the ear and went off. 


III 


Elena Ivanovna and her little daughter visited the village on foot. 
They were out for a walk. It was a Sunday, and the peasant women 
and girls were walking up and down the street in their brightly-col- 
oured dresses. Rodion and Stepanida, sitting side by side at their door, 
bowed and smiled to Elena Ivanovna and her little daughter as to 
acquaintances. From the windows more than a dozen children stared 
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at them; their faces expressed amazement and curiosity, and they 
could be heard whispering: 

“The Kutcherov lady has come! The Kutcherov lady!” 

“Good-morning,” said Elena Ivanovna, and_ she stopped; she 
paused, and then asked: “Well, how are you getting on?” 

“We get along all right, thank God,” answered Rodion, speaking 
rapidly. ““To be sure we get along.” 

“The life we lead!” smiled Stepanida. “You can see our poverty 
yourself, dear lady! The family is fourteen souls in all, and only two 
bread-winners. We are supposed to be blacksmiths, but when they 
bring us a horse to shoe we have no coal, nothing to buy it with. 
We are worried to death, lady,” she went on, and laughed. “Oh, oh, 
we are worried to death.” 

Elena Ivanovna sat down at the entrance and, putting her arm 
round her little girl, pondered something, and judging from the little 
girl’s expression melancholy thoughts were straying through her 
mind, too; as she brooded she played with the sumptuous lace on the 
parasol she had taken out of her mother’s hands. 

“Poverty,” said Rodion, “is a great deal of anxiety—you see no 
end to it. Here, God sends no rain . . . our life is not easy, there is 
no denying it.” 

“You have a hard time in this life,” said Elena Ivanovna, “but in 
the other world you will be happy.” 

Rodion did not understand her, and simply coughed into his clenched 
hand by way of reply. Stepanida said: 

“Dear lady, the rich men will be all right in the next world, too. 
The rich put up candles, pay for services; the rich give to beggars, 
but what can the poor man do? He has no time to make the sign 
of the cross. He is the beggar of beggars himself; how can he think 
of his soul? And many sins come from poverty; from trouble we snarl 
at one another like dogs, we haven’t a good word to say to one an- 
other, and all sorts of things happen, dear lady—God forbid! It seems 
we have no luck in this world nor the next. All the luck has fallen 
to the rich.” 

She spoke gaily; she was evidently used to talking of her hard 
life. And Rodion smiled, too; he was pleased that his old woman 
was so clever, so ready of speech. 

“Tt is only on the surface that the rich seem to be happy,” said 
Elena Ivanovna. “Every man has his sorrow. Here my husband and 
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I do not live poorly, we have means, but are we happy? I am young, 
but I have had four children; my children are always being ill. I am 
ill, too, and constantly being doctored.” 

“And what is your illness?” asked Rodion. 

“A woman’s complaint. I get no sleep; a continual headache gives 
me no peace. Here I am sitting and talking, but my head is bad, I 
am weak all over, and I should preter the hardest labour to such a 
condition. My soul, too, is troubled; I am in continual fear for my 
children, my husband. Every family has its own trouble of some sort; 
we have ours. I am not of noble birth. My grandfather was a simple 
peasant, my father was a tradesman in Moscow; he was a plain, un- 
educated man, too, while my husband’s parents were wealthy and 
distinguished. They did not want him to marry me, but he disobeyed 
them, quarrelled with them, and they have not forgiven us to this 
day: That worries my husband; it troubles him and keeps him in con- 
stant agitation; he loves his mother, loves her dearly. So | am uneasy, 
too, my soul is in pain.” 

Peasants, men and women, were by now standing round Rodion’s 
hut and listening. Kozov came up, too, and stood twitching his long, 
narrow beard. The Lytchkovs, father and son, drew near. 

“And say what you like, one cannot be happy and satisfied if one 
does not feel in one’s proper place.” Elena Ivanovna went on. “Each 
of you has his strip of land, each of you works and knows what he is 
working for; my husband builds bridges—in short, everyone has his 
place, while I, I simply walk about. I have not my bit to work. I don’t 
work; and feel as though I were an outsider. I am saying all this that 
you: may not judge from outward appearances; if a man is expen- 
sively dressed and has means it does not prove that he is satisfied with 
his life.” 

She got up to go away and took her daughter by the hand. 

“T like your place here very much,” she said, and smiled, and 
from that faint, diffident smile one could tell how unwell she really 
was, how young and how pretty; she had a pale, thinnish face with 
dark eyebrows and fair hair. And the little girl was just such another 
as her mother: thin, fair, and slender. There was a fragrance of scent 
about them. 

“T like the river and the forest and the village,” Elena Ivanovna 
went on; “I could live here all my life, and I feel as though here I 
should get strong and find my place. I want to help you—I want to 
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dreadfully—to be of use, to be a real friend to you. I know your 
need, and what I don’t know I feel, my heart guesses. I am sick, 
feeble, and for me perhaps it is not possible to change my life as | 
would. But I have children. I will try to bring them up that they 
may be of use to you, may love you. I shall impress upon them con- 
tinually that their life does not belong to them, but to you. Only I 
beg you earnestly, I beseech you, trust us, live in friendship with us. 
My husband is a kind, good man. Don’t worry him, don’t irritate 
him. He is sensitive to every trifle, and yesterday, for instance, your 
cattle were in our vegetable garden, and one of your people broke 
down the fence to the bee-hives, and such an attitude to us drives 
my husband to despair. I beg you,” she went on in an imploring voice, 
and she clasped her hands on her bosom—“I beg you to treat us as 
good neighbours; let us live in peace! There is a saying, you know, 
that even a bad peace is better than a good quarrel, and, ‘Don’t buy 
property, but buy neighbours.’ I repeat my husband is a kind man 
and good, if all goes well we promise to do everything in our power 
for you; we will mend the roads, we will build a school for your 
children. I promise you.” 

“Of course we thank you humbly, lady,” said Lytchkov the father, 
looking at the ground; “you are educated people; it is for you to 
know best. Only, you see, Voronov, a rich peasant at Eresnevo, prom- 
ised to build a school; he, too, said, ‘I will do this for you, ‘I will 
do that for you,’ and he only put up the framework and refused to 
go on. And then they made the peasants put the roof on and finish it; 
it cost them a thousand roubles. Voronov did not care; he only 
stroked his beard, but the peasants felt it a bit hard.” 

“That was a crow, but now there’s a rook, too,” said Kozov, and 
he winked. 

There was the sound of laughter. 

“We don’t want a school,” said Volodka sullenly. “Our children 
go to Petrovskoe, and they can go on going there; we don’t want it.” 

Elena Ivanovna seemed suddenly intimidated; her face looked 
paler and thinner, she shrank into herself as though she had been 
touched with something coarse, and walked away without uttering 
another word. And she walked more and more quickly, without 
looking round. 

Lady, said Rodion, walking after her, “lady, wait a bit; hear what 


I would say to you.” 
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He followed her without his cap, and spoke softly as though beg- 
ing. 
? Tady, wait and hear what I will say to you.” 

They had walked out of the village, and Elena Ivanovna stopped 
beside a cart in the shade of an old mountain ash. 

‘Don’t be offended, lady,” said Rodion. “What does it mean? 
Have patience. Have patience for a couple of years. You will live 
here, you will have patience, and it will all come round. Our folks are 
good and peaceable; there’s no harm in them; it’s God’s truth I’m 
telling you. Don’t mind Kozov and the Lytchkovs, and don’t mind 
Volodka. He’s a fool; he listens to the first that speaks. The others 
are quiet folks; they are silent. Some would be glad, you know, to 
say a word from the heart and to stand up for themselves, but cannot. 
They have a heart and a conscience, but no tongue. Don’t be offended 
ea Have! patience. 4°... What does it matter?” 

Elena Ivanovna looked at the broad, tranquil river, pondering, and 
tears fowed down her cheeks. And Rodion was troubled by those 
tears; he almost cried himself. 

“Never mind . . .” he muttered. “Have patience for a couple of 
years. You can have the school, you can have the roads, only not all 
at once. If you went, let us say, to sow corn on that mound you 
would first have to weed it out, to pick out all the stones, and then 


to plough, and work and work . . . and with the people, you see, 
it is the same . . . you must work and work until you overcome 
them.” 


The crowd had moved away from Rodion’s hut, and was coming 
along the street towards the mountain ash. They began singing songs 
and playing the concertina, and they kept coming closer and 
closer. . < ; 

“Mamma, let us go away from here,” said the little girl, huddling 
up to her mother, pale and shaking all over; “let us go away, 
mamma!” 

“Where?” 

“To Moscow. . . . Let us go, mamma.” 

The child began crying. 

Rodion was utterly overcome; his face broke into profuse perspira- 
tion; he took out of his pocket a little crooked cucumber, like a half- 
- moon, covered with crumbs of rye bread, and began thrusting it into 


the little girl’s hands. 
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“Come, come,” he muttered, scowling severely; “take the little 
cucumber eat it up, =...Y ou mustn't cry, Mamma will whip 
VOU. Rich: She'll tell your father of you when you get home. Come, 
come. ... 

They walked on, and he still followed behind them, wanting to 
say something friendly and persuasive to them. And seeing that they 
were both absorbed in their own thoughts and their own griefs, and 
not noticing him, he stopped and, shading his eyes from the sun, 
looked after them for a long time till they disappeared into their 
copse. 

IV 

The engineer seemed to grow irritable and petty, and in every 
trivial incident saw an act of robbery or outrage. His gate was kept 
bolted even by day, and at night two watchmen walked up and down 
the garden beating a board; and they gave up employing anyone from 
Obrutchanovo as a labourer. As ill-luck would have it someone (either 
a peasant or one of the workmen) took the new wheels off the cart 
and replaced them by old ones, then soon afterwards two bridles and 
a pair of pincers were carried off, and murmurs arose even in the 
village. People began to say that a search should be made at the 
Lytchkovs’ and at Volodka’s, and then the bridles and the pincers 
were found under the hedge in the engineer's garden; someone had 
thrown them down there. 

It happened that the peasants were coming in a crowd out of the 
forest, and again they met the engineer on the road. He stopped, and 
without wishing them good-day he began, looking angrily first at 
one, then at another: 

“T have begged you not to gather mushrooms in the park and near 
the yard, but to leave them for my wife and children, but your girls 
come before daybreak and there is not a mushroom left. , . 
Whether one asks you or not it makes no difference. Entreaties, and 
friendliness, and persuasion I see are all useless.” 

He fixed his indignant eyes on Rodion and went on: 

“My wife and I behaved to you as human beings, as to our equals, 
and you? But what’s the use of talking! It will end by our looking 
down upon you. There is nothing left!” 

And making an effort to restrain his anger, not to say too much, 
he turned and went on. 
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On getting home Rodion said his prayer, took off his boots, and 


sat down beside his wife. 

“Yes...” he began with a sigh. “We were walking along just 
now, and Mr. Kutcherov met us... . Yes. . . . He saw the girls 
at daybreak. .. . ‘Why don’t they bring mushrooms,’ he said . . . 
‘to my wife and children?’ he said. . . . And then he looked at me 
and he said: ‘I and my wife will look after you,’ he said. I wanted to 
fall down at his feet, but I hadn’t the courage... . God give him 
Healthc ttiiea( god eDlesssbuthy! ate pau 

Stepanida crossed herself and sighed. 

“They are kind, simple-hearted people,” Rodion went on. “ “We 


shall look after you... . He promised me that before everyone. 
In our old age . . . it wouldn’t be a bad thing... . I should always 
pray for them. . . . Holy Mother, bless them. . . .” 


The Feast of the Exaltation of the Cross, the fourteenth of Sep- 
tember, was the festival of the village church. The Lytchkovs, father 
and son, went across the river early in the morning and returned to 
dinner drunk; they spent a long time going about the village, alter- 
nately singing and swearing; then they had a fight and went to the 
New Villa to complain. First Lytchkov the father went into the yard 
with a long ashen stick in his hands. He stopped irresolutely and 
took off his hat. Just at that moment the engineer and his family were 
sitting on the verandah, drinking tea. 

“What do you wantr”’ shouted the engineer. 

“Your honour . . .” Lytchkov began, and burst into tears. “Show 
the Divine mercy, protect me . . . my son makes my life a misery 
. . . your honour. . . 42 

Lytchkov the son walked up, too; he, too, was bareheaded and 
had a stick in his hand; he stopped and fixed his drunken senseless 
eyes on the verandah. 

“It is not my business to settle your affairs,” said the engineer. 
“Go to the rural captain or the police officer.” 

“T have been everywhere. . . . I have lodged a petition . . .” said 
Lytchkov the father, and he sobbed. “Where can I go now? He 
can kill me now, it seems. He can do anything. Is that the way to 
treat a father? A father?” 

He raised his stick and hit his son on the head; the son raised his 
stick and struck his father just on his bald patch such a blow that the 
stick bounced back. The father did not even flinch, but hit his son 
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again and again on the head. And so they stood and kept hitting one 


another on the head, and it looked not so much like a fight as some 
sort of a game. And peasants, men and women, stood in a crowd at 
the gate and looked into the garden, and the faces of all were grave. 
They were the peasants who had come to greet them for the holiday, 
but seeing the Lytchkovs, they were ashamed and did not go in. 
The next morning Elena Ivanovna went with the children to 
Moscow. And there was a rumour that the engineer was selling his 


house. ... 
Vv 


The peasants had long ago grown used to the sight of the bridge, 
and it was difficult to imagine the river at that place without a bridge. 
The heap of rubble left from the building of it had long been over- 
grown with grass, the navvies were forgotten, and instead of the 
strains of the “Dubinushka” that they used to sing, the peasants 
heard almost every hour the sounds of a passing train. 

The New Villa has long ago been sold; now it belongs to a gov- 
ernment clerk who comes here from the town for the holidays with 
his family, drinks tea on the terrace, and then goes back to the 
town again. He wears a cockade on his cap; he talks and clears his 
throat as though he were a very important official, though he is only 
of the rank of a collegiate secretary, and when the peasants bow 
he makes no response. 

In Obrutchanovo everyone has grown older; Kozov is dead. In 
Rodion’s hut there are even more children. Volodka has grown a long 
red beard. They are still as poor as ever. 

In the early spring the Obrutchanovo peasants were sawing wood 
near the station. And after work they were going home; they walked 
without haste one after the other. Broad saws curved over their 
shoulders; the sun was reflected in them. The nightingales were 
singing in the bushes on the bank, larks were trilling in the heavens. 
It was quiet at the New Villa; there was not a soul there, and only 
golden pigeons—golden because the sunlight was streaming upon 
them—were flying over the house. All of them—Rodion, the two 
Lytchkovs, and Volodka—thought of the white horses, the little 
ponies, the fireworks, the boat with the lanterns; they remembered 
how the engineet’s wife, so beautiful and so grandly dressed, had 
come into the village and talked to them in such a friendly way. And 
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it seemed as though all that had never been; it was like a dream 
or a fairy-tale. 

They trudged along, tired out, and mused as they went. . - . In 
their village, they mused, the people were good, quiet, sensible, 
fearing God, and Elena Ivanovna, too, was quiet, kind, and gentle; 
it made one sad to look at her, but why had they not got on together? 
Why had they parted like enemies? How was it that some mist had 
shrouded from their eyes what mattered most, and had let them see 
nothing but damage done by cattle, bridles, pincers, and all those 
trivial things which now, as they remembered them, seemed so non- 
sensical? How was it that with the new owner they lived in peace, 
and yet had been on bad terms with the engineer? 

And not knowing what answer to make to these questions they 
were all silent except Volodka, who muttered something. 


“What is it?” Rodion asked. 


“We lived without a bridge . . .” said Volodka gloomily. “We 
lived without a bridge, and did not ask for one . . . and we don't 
Watltticnt. 


No one nerd him and they walked on in silence with drooping 


heads. 
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AMY FOSTER + THE SECRET SHARER 


Joseph Conrad’s parents were aristocratic, highly cultivated 
Poles, who had suffered for their resistance to Czarism and to 
the Russian domination of Poland. When Joseph was less than 
ten he read aloud to his sick father in exile the proofs of Victor 
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea, which his father had translated into 
Polish. The novels of James Fenimore Cooper and Frederick 
Marryat excited his imagination, and at eleven he had already 
determined to visit the Congo region which provided him, years 
later, with the material of his short novel, Heart of Darkness. 
Before he was twenty-one, Conrad had been twice to the West 
Indies, had smuggled guns to Carlist conspirators in Spain, had 
made love to the beautiful woman who financed the conspiracy, 
and had been wounded in a duel. 

Conrad’s romanticism was balanced by a deep moral and po- 
litical conservatism, which grew stronger as he grew older. 
After his parents’ early deaths from the hardships of exile, Con- 
rad was brought up by an uncle who was unsympathetic to 
their revolutionary ardor. Most of his relatives, however, felt 
that the young Conrad had deserted Poland and the nationalist 
struggle when he remained at sea for many years and then 
settled in England. Conrad’s inner conflicts over this question 
and his sense of guilt appear, often in disguised form, in many 
of his stories. 

Conrad roamed the world as a ship’s officer for twenty years 
before he became a writer of fiction. He had, in a rather de- 
sultory way, begun his novel Almayer’s Folly when he sailed 
as second mate on a Congo river steamer. The Congo experience 
was decisive so far as the rest of his life, both literary and per- 
sonal, was concerned. First he nearly drowned, and then he 
became very ill with tropical fever, an illness which was followed 
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by an incapacitating period of mental depression. Though he 
returned to the sea for a brief period, he was never completely 
well again, either in body or spirit. In 1896 he settled down in 
the countryside in England with his wife, an Englishwoman, and 
devoted himself entirely to writing. 

Of Conrad’s major novels, only one, The Nigger of the Narcis- 
sus (1897), takes place entirely at sea. This is the story of extraor- 
dinary tensions created on a voyage by the presence aboard ship 
of a remarkable dying Negro. But nearly all Conrad’s fiction 
describes places he visited, people he had known, and experi- 
ences which had happened to him, or which he had heard about 
from others. Almayer’s Folly (1895) and An Outcast of the 
Islands (1896) describe intrigues and betrayals at a trading 
post up a Borneo river. Nostromo (1904) is the history of a 
South American revolution and of buried treasure. The Secret 
Agent (1907) and Under Western Eyes (1911) deal with in- 
ternational revolutionaries and the government spies working 
against them. Victory (1915) is a tale of love, villainy and 
spiritual isolation on a tropical island. Lord Jim (1900), the 
most popular of Conrad’s novels, portrays a man with a romantic 
idea of his own possibilities who, having once failed himself 
grievously, regains his self-respect only at the moment of his 
death. 

Conrad wrote English with difficulty, quarrying the words, 
he said, like precious stones from a dark mine, with “unremitting, 
never-discouraged care for the shape and ring of sentences.” In 
achieving the somber majesty and musical brilliance of his style, 
he was as great a perfectionist as Henry James, whom he pro- 
foundly admired. In a way, James had set himself a less difficult 
task, for Conrad tried to re-create exotic scenes and adven- 
tures in their full color and at the same time do justice to the 
abiding complexities of the human soul. His material was ro- 
mantic, but his moral sense was thoroughly realistic. He spoke, 
like Hemingway, of the “absolute loyalty toward his feelings 
and sensations” which an author must maintain, “even in the 
most exalted moments of creation.” He liked to write of life at 
sea and on islands and up remote rivers, because isolation and 
danger made universal human problems stand out with a par- 
ticular force and clarity. 

Because Conrad’s best stories are all very long, only two are 
included here. Both “Amy Foster” and “The Secret Sharer” 
describe situations of extreme alienation. Strangers are totally 
dependent on such good will as they may happen to encounter. 
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In one case, the stranger is tragically betrayed by a woman who 
had seemed capable of giving him love if not understanding. 
In the other case, the risky and perhaps unwarranted help given 
the stranger seems mysteriously to protect his protector. 

In “Amy Foster,” as in some of his best novels, Conrad. uses 
the indirect method of narration. Two narrators and their gen- 
eralizing comments come between us and the events themselves, 
yet the events have unforgettable vividness. This method enables 
Conrad to express what the principal characters themselves could 
never have expressed, the emotions aroused when two kinds of 
primitivism come into conflict. It takes special power of imag- 
ination to see how the world presents itself to the innocent and 
ignorant. Little as Conrad resembled his character Yanko in 
other respects, we remember that he, a central European, always 
felt himself a stranger in England. 

“The Secret Sharer” describes in the first person the kind of 
dramatic adventure Conrad could have experienced as ship’s 
officer, yet the incidents have some of the quality of allegory. 
What is primary is what is going on within the self. An inner 
duality is suggested by the employment of the “double,” the 
other self, a phenomenon which fascinated a number of nine- 
teenth-century writers, Hoffmann and Dostoevsky in Europe, 
Hawthorne and Poe in America. 
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Kennedy is a country doctor, and lives in Colebrook, on the shores 
of Eastbay. The high ground rising abruptly behind the red roofs of 
the little town crowds the quaint High Street against the wall which 
defends it from the sea. Beyond the sea-wall there curves for miles 
in a vast and regular sweep the barren beach of shingle, with the vil- 
lage of Brenzett standing out darkly across the water, a spire in a 
clump of trees; and still further out the perpendicular column of a 
lighthouse, looking in the distance no better than a lead-pencil, marks 
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the vanishing point of the land. The country at the back of Brenzett 
is low and flat; but the bay is fairly well sheltered from the seas, and 
occasionally a big ship, windbound or through stress of weather, 
makes use of the anchoring ground a mile and a half due north from 
you as you stand at the back door of the “Ship Inn” in Brenzett. A 
dilapidated windmill near by, lifting its shattered arms from a mound 
no loftier than a rubbish-heap, and a Martello tower squatting at 
the water’s edge half a mile to the south of the Coastguard cottages, 
are familiar to the skippers of small craft. These are the official sea- 
marks for the patch of trustworthy bottom represented.on the Ad- 
miralty charts by an irregular oval of dots enclosing several figures 
six, with a tiny anchor engraved among them, and the legend “mud 
and shells” over all. 

The brow of the upland overtops the square tower of the Cole- 
brook Church» The slope is green and looped by a white road. As- 
cending along this road, you open a valley broad and shallow, a wide 
green trough of pastures and hedges merging inland into a vista of 
purple tints and flowing lines closing the view. 

In this valley down to Brenzett and Colebrook and up to Darn- 
ford, the market town fourteen miles away, lies the practice of my 
friend Kennedy. He had begun life as surgeon in the Navy, and 
afterwards had been the companion of a famous traveller, in the days 
when there were continents with unexplored interiors. His papers 
on the fauna and flora made him known to scientific societies. And 
now he had come to a country practice—from choice. The penetrat- 
ing power of his mind, acting like a corrosive fluid, had destroyed his 
ambition, I fancy. His intelligence is of a scientific order, of an in- 
vestigating habit, and of that unappeasable curiosity which believes 
that there is a particle of a general truth in every mystery. 

A good many years ago now, on my return from abroad, he in- 
vited me to stay with him. I came readily enough, and as he could 
not neglect his patients to keep me company, he took me on his 
rounds—thirty miles or so of an afternoon, sometimes. | waited for 
him on the roads; the horse reached after the leafy twigs, and, sitting 
high in the dogcart, I could hear Kennedy’s laugh through the half- 
open door of some cottage. He had a big, hearty laugh that would 
have fitted a man twice his size, a brisk manner, a bronzed face, and 
a pair of gray, profoundly attentive eyes. He had the talent of mak- 
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ing people talk to him freely, and an inexhaustible patience in listen- 
ing to their tales. 

One day, as we trotted out of a large village into a shady bit of 
road, I saw on our left hand a low, black cottage, with diamond 
panes in the windows, a creeper on the end wall, a roof of shingle, 
and some roses climbing on the rickety trellis-work of the tiny porch. 
Kennedy pulled up to a walk. A woman, in full sunlight, was throw- 
ing a dripping blanket over a line stretched between two old apple- 
trees. And as the bobtailed, long-necked chestnut, trying to get his 
head, jerked the left hand, covered by a thick dogskin glove, the doc- 
tor raised his voice over the hedge: “How’s your child, Amy?” 

I had the time to see her dull face, red, not with a mantling blush, 
but as if her flat cheeks had been vigorously slapped, and to take in 
the squat figure, the scanty, dusty brown hair drawn into a tight knot 
at the back of the head. She looked quite young. With a distinct 
catch in her breath, her voice sounded low and timid. 

“He’s well, thank you.” 

We trotted again. “A young patient of yours,” I said; and the doc- 
tor, flicking the chestnut absently, muttered, “Her husband used 
to be.” 

“She seems a dull creature,” I remarked, listlessly. 

* Precisely,” said Kennedy. “She is very passive. It’s enough to 
look at the red hands hanging at the end of those short arms, at those 
slow, prominent brown eyes, to know the inertness of her mind— 
an inertness that one would think made it everlastingly safe from all 
the surprises of imagination. And yet which of us is safe? At any 
rate, such as you see her, she had enough imagination to fall in love. 
She’s the daughter of one Isaac Foster, who from a small farmer has 
sunk into a shepherd; the beginning of his misfortunes dating from 
his runaway marriage with the cook of his widowed father—a well- 
to-do apoplectic erazier, who passionately struck his name off his 
will, and had been heard to utter threats against his life. But this old 
affair, scandalous enough to serve as a motive for a Greek tragedy, 
arose from the similarity of their characters. There are other trage- 
dies, less scandalous and of a subtler poignancy, arising from irrecon- 
cilable differences and from that fear of the Incomprehensible that 
hangs over all our heads—over all our heads. . . .” 

The tired chestnut dropped into a walk; and the rim of the sun, 
all red in a speckless sky, touched familiarly the smooth top of a 
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ploughed rise near the road as I had seen it times innumerable touch 
the distant horizon of the sea. The uniform brownness of the har- 
rowed field glowed with a rose tinge, as though the powdered clods 
had sweated out in minute pearls of blood the toil of uncounted plough- 
men. From the edge of a copse a waggon with two horses was rolling 
gently along the ridge. Raised above our heads upon the sky-line, it 
loomed up against the red sun, triumphantly big, enormous, like a 
chariot of giants drawn by two slow-stepping steeds of legendary pro- 
portions. And the clumsy figure of the man plodding at the head of 
the leading horse projected itself on the background. of the Infinite 
with a heroic uncouthness. The end of his carter’s whip quivered 
high up in the blue. Kennedy discoursed. 

“She’s the eldest of a large family. At the age of fifteen they put 
her out to service at the New Barns Farm. I attended Mrs. Smith, 
the tenant’s wife, and saw that girl there for the first time. Mrs. 
Smith, a genteel person with a sharp nose, made her put on a black 
dress every afternoon. I don’t know what induced me to notice her 
at all. There are faces that call your attention by a curious want of 
definiteness in their whole aspect, as, walking in a mist, you peer 
attentively at a vague shape which, after all, may be nothing more 
curious or strange than a signpost. The only peculiarity I perceived 
in her was a slight hesitation in her utterance, a sort of preliminary 
stammer which passes away with the first word. When sharply spoken 
to, she was apt to lose her head at once; but her heart was of the kind- 
est. She had never been heard to express a dislike for a single human 
being, and she was tender to every living creature. She was devoted 
to Mrs. Smith, to Mr. Smith, to their dogs, cats, canaries; and as 
to Mrs. Smith’s gray parrot, its peculiarities exercised upon her a 
positive fascination. Nevertheless, when that outlandish bird, at- 
tacked by the cat, shrieked for help in human accents, she ran out 
into the yard stopping her ears, and did not prevent the crime. For 
Mrs. Smith this was another evidence of her stupidity; on the other 
hand, her want of charm, in view of Smith’s well-known frivolous- 
ness, was a great recommendation. Her short-sighted eyes would swim 
with pity for a poor mouse in a trap, and she had been seen once by 
some boys on her knees in the wet grass helping a toad in difficulties. 
If it’s true, as some German fellow has said, that without phospho- 
rus there is no thought, it is still more true that there is no kindness 
of heart without a certain amount of imagination. She had some. 
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She had even more than is necessary to understand suffering and to 
be moved by pity. She fell in love under circumstances that leave no 
room for doubt in the matter; for you need imagination to form a 
notion of beauty at all, and still more to discover your ideal in an 
unfamiliar shape. 

“How this aptitude came to her, what it did feed upon, is an in- 
scrutable mystery. She was born in the village, and had never been 
further away from it than Colebrook or perhaps Darnford. She lived 
for four years with the Smiths. New Barns is an isolated farmhouse 
a mile away from the road, and she was content to look day after day 
at the same fields, hollows, rises; at the trees and the hedgerows; at 
the faces of the four men about the farm, always the same—day after 
day, month after month, year after year. She never showed a desire 
for conversation, and, as it seemed to me, she did not know how to 
smile. Sometimes of a fine Sunday afternoon she would put on her 
best dress, a pair of stout boots, a large gray hat trimmed with a 
black feather (I’ve seen her in that finery), seize an absurdly slender 
parasol, climb over two stiles, tramp over three fields and along two 
hundred yards of road—never further. There stood Foster’s cottage. 
She would help her mother to give their tea to the younger children, 
wash up the crockery, kiss the little ones, and go back to the farm. 
That was all. All the rest, all the change, all the relaxation. She never 
seemed to wish for anything more. And then she fell in love. She 
fell in love silently, obstinately—perhaps helplessly. It came slowly, 
but when it came it worked like a powerful spell; it was love as the 
Ancients understood it: an irresistible and fateful impulse—a posses- 
sion! Yes, it was in her to become haunted and possessed by a face, 
by a presence, fatally, as though she had been a pagan worshipper 
of form under a joyous sky—and to be awakened at last from that 
mysterious forgetfulness of self, from that enchantment, from that 
transport, by a fear resembling the unaccountable terror of a 
Brite.) 2 i). 

With the sun hanging low on its western limit, the expanse of the 
gtass-lands framed in the counterscarps of the rising ground took on 
a gorgeous and sombre aspect. A sense of penetrating sadness, like 
that inspired by a grave strain of music, disengaged itself from the 
silence of the fields. The men we met walked past, slow, unsmiling, 
with downcast eyes. as if the melancholy of an overburdened earth 
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had weighted their feet, bowed their shoulders, borne down their 
glances. 

“Yes,” said the doctor to my remark, “one would think the earth 
is under a curse, since of all her children these that cling to her the 
closest are uncouth in body and as leaden of gait as if their very hearts 
were loaded with chains. But here on this same road you might have 
seen amongst these heavy men a being lithe, supple and long-limbed, 
straight like a pine, with something striving upwards in his appear- 
ance as though the heart within him had been buoyant. Perhaps it 
was only the force of the contrast, but when he was passing one of 
these villagers here, the soles of his feet did not seem to me to touch 
the dust of the road. He vaulted over the stiles, paced these slopes 
with a long elastic stride that made him noticeable at a great distance, 
and had lustrous black eyes. He was so different from the mankind 
around that, with his freedom of movement, his soft—a little startled 
—glance, his olive complexion and graceful bearing, his humanity 
suggested to me the nature of a woodland creature. He came from 
there.” 

The doctor pointed with his whip, and from the summit of the 
descent seen over the rolling tops of the trees in a park by the side 
of the road, appeared the level sea far below us, like the floor of an 
immense edifice inlaid with bands of dark ripple, with still trails of 
glitter, ending in a belt of glassy water at the foot of the sky. The 
light blur of smoke, from an invisible steamer, faded on the great 
clearness of the horizon like the mist of a breath on a mirror; and, 
inshore, the white sails of a coaster, with the appearance of disen- 
tangling themselves slowly from under the branches, floated clear of 
the foliage of the trees. 

“Shipwrecked in the bay?” I said. 

“Yes; he was a castaway. A poor emigrant from Central Europe 
bound to America and washed ashore here in a storm. And for him, 
who knew nothing of the earth, England was an undiscovered coun- 
try. It was some time before he learned its name; and for all I know 
he might have expected to find wild beasts or wild men here, when, 
crawling in the dark over the sea-wall, he rolled down the other side 
into a dyke, where it was another miracle he didn’t get drowned. 
But he struggled instinctively like an animal under a net, and this 
blind struggle threw him out into a field. He must have been, in- 
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such buffetings, the violence of his exertions, and so much fear. Later 
on, in his broken English that resembled curiously the speech of a 
young child, he told me himself that he put his trust in God, believ- 
ing he was no longer in this world. And truly—he would add—how 
was he to know? He fought his way against the rain and the gale 
on all fours, and crawled at last among some sheep huddled close 
under the lee of a hedge. They ran off in all directions, bleating in 
the darkness, and he welcomed the first familiar sound he heard on 
these shores. It must have been two in the morning then. And this 
is all we know of the manner of his landing, though he did not arrive 
unattended by any means. Only his grisly company did not begin to 
come ashore till much later in the day.” 

The doctor gathered the reins, clicked his tongue; we trotted down 
the hill. Then turning, almost directly, a sharp corner into High 
Street, we rattled over the stones and were home. 

Late in the evening Kennedy, breaking a spell of moodiness that 
had come over him, returned to the story. Smoking his pipe, he paced 
the long room from end to end. A reading-lamp concentrated all its 
light upon the papers on his desk; and, sitting by the open window, 
I saw, after the windless, scorching day, the frigid splendour of a 
hazy sea lying motionless under the moon. Not a whisper, not a 
splash, not a stir of the shingle, not a footstep, not a sigh came up 
from the earth below—never a sign of life but the scent of climbing 
jasmine: and Kennedy’s voice, speaking behind me, passed through 
the wide casement, to vanish outside in a chill and sumptuous still- 
ness. 

“. .. The relations of shipwrecks in the olden time tell us of 
much suffering. Often the castaways were only saved from drowning 
to die miserably from starvation on a barren coast; others suffered 
violent death or else slavery, passing through years of precarious 
existence with people to whom their strangeness was an object of 
suspicion, dislike or fear. We read about these things, and they are 
very pitiful. It is indeed hard upon a man to find himself a lost 
stranger, helpless, incomprehensible, and of a mysterious origin, in 
some obscure corner of the earth. Yet amongst all the adventurers 
shipwrecked in all the wild parts of the world, there is not one, it 
seems to me, that ever had to suffer a fate so simply tragic as the man 
I am speaking of, the most innocent of adventurers cast out by the 
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sea in the bight of this bay, almost within sight from this very win- 
dow. 

“He did not know the name of his ship. Indeed, in the course of 
time we discovered he did not even know that ships had names— 
‘like Christian people’; and when, one day, from the top of Tal- 
fourd Hill, he beheld the sea lying open to his view, his eyes roamed 
afar, lost in an air of wild surprise, as though he had never seen such 
a sight before. And probably he had not. As far as I could make out, 
he had been hustled together with many others on board an emigrant 
ship at the mouth of the Elbe, too bewildered to-take note of his 
surroundings, too weary to see anything, too anxious to care. They 
were driven below into the ’tween-deck and battened down from the 
very start. It was a low timber dwelling—he would say—with wooden 
beams overhead, like the houses in his country, but you went into it 
down a ladder. It was very large, very cold, damp and sombre, with 
places in the manner of wooden boxes where people had to -sleep 
one above another, and it kept on rocking all ways at once all the 
time. He crept into one of these boxes and lay down there in the 
clothes in which he had left his home many days before, keeping his 
bundle and his stick by his side. People groaned, children cried, water 
dripped, the lights went out, the walls of the place creaked, and 
everything was being shaken so that in one’s little box one dared not 
lift one’s head. He had lost touch with his only companion (a young 
man from the same valley, he said), and all the time a great noise 
of wind went on outside and heavy blows fell—boom! boom! An 
awful sickness overcame him, even to the point of making him 
neglect his prayers. Besides, one could not tell whether it was morning 
or evening. It seemed always to be night in that place. 

“Before that he had been travelling a long, long time on the iron 
track. He looked out of the window, which had a wonderfully clear 
glass in it, and the trees, the houses, the fields, and the long roads 
seemed to fly round and round about him till his head swam. He 
gave me to understand that he had on his passage beheld uncounted 
multitudes of people—whole nations—all dressed in such clothes as 
the rich wear. Once he was made to get out of the carriage, and slept 
through a night on a bench in a house of bricks with his bundle un- 
der his head; and once for many hours he had to sit on a floor of flat 
stones, dozing, with his knees up and with his bundle between his 
feet. There was a roof over him, which seemed made of glass, and 
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was so high that the tallest mountain-pine he had ever seen would 
have had room to grow under it. Steam-machines rolled in at one end 
and out at the other. People swarmed more than you can see on a 
feast-day round the miraculous Holy Image in the yard of the Car- 
melite Convent down in the plains where, before he left his home, 
he drove his mother in a wooden cart—a pious old woman who 
wanted to offer prayers and make a vow for his safety. He could not 
give me an idea of how large and lofty and full of noise and smoke 
and gloom, and clang of iron, the place was, but someone had told 
him it was called Berlin. Then they rang a bell, and another steam- 
machine came in, and again he was taken on and on through a land 
that wearied his eyes by its flatness without a single bit of a hill to 
be seen anywhere. One more night he spent shut up in a building 
like a good stable with a litter of straw on the floor, guarding his 
bundle amongst a lot of men, of whom not one could understand a 
single word he said. In the morning they were all led down to the 
stony shores of an extremely broad muddy river, flowing not between 
hills but between houses that seemed immense. There was a steam- 
machine that went on the water, and they all stood upon it packed 
tight, only now there were with them many women and children 
who made much noise. A cold rain fell, the wind blew in his face; 
he was wet through, and his teeth chattered. He and the young man 
from the same valley took each other by the hand. 

“They thought they were being taken to America straight away, 
but suddenly the steam-machine bumped against the side of a thing 
like a great house on the water. The walls were smooth and black, 
and there uprose, growing from the roof as it were, bare trees in the 
shape of crosses, extremely high. That’s how it appeared to him then, 
for he had never seen a ship before. This was the ship that was going 
to swim all the way to America. Voices shouted, everything swayed; 
there was a ladder dipping up and down. He went up on his hands 
and knees in mortal fear of falling into the water below, which made 
a great splashing. He got separated from his companion, and when 
he descended into the bottom of that ship his heart seemed to melt 
suddenly within him. 

“Tt was then also, as he told me, that he lost contact for good and 
all with one of those three men who the summer before had been 
going about through all the little towns in the foothills of his coun- 
try. They would arrive on market-days driving in a peasant’s cart, 
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and would set up an office in an inn or some other Jew’s house. There 
were three of them, of whom one with a long beard looked venerable; 
and they had red cloth collars round their necks and gold lace on 
their sleeves like Government officials. They sat proudly behind a 
long table; and in the next room, so that the common people shouldn’t 
hear, they kept a cunning telegraph machine, through which they 
could talk to the Emperor of America. The fathers hung about the 
door, but the young men of the mountains would crowd up to the 
table asking many questions, for there was work to be got all the 
year round at three dollars a day in America, and no military service 
to do. 

“But the American Kaiser would not take everybody. Oh, no! He 
himself had a great difficulty in getting accepted, and the venerable 
man in uniform had to go out of the room several times to work the 
telegraph on his behalf. The American Kaiser engaged him at last 
at three dollars, he being young and strong. However, many able 
young men backed out, afraid of the great distance; besides, those 
only who had some money could be taken. There were some who 
sold their huts and their land because it cost a lot of money to get to 
America; but then, once there, you had three dollars a day, and if 
you were clever you could find places where true gold could be picked 
up on the ground. His father's house was getting over full. Two of 
his brothers were married and had children. He promised to send 
money home from America by post twice a year. His father sold an 
old cow, a pair of piebald mountain ponies of his own raising, and 
a cleared plot of fair pasture land on the sunny slope of a pine-clad 
pass to a Jew inn-keeper, in order to pay the people of the ship that 
took men to America to get rich in a short time. 

“He must have been a real adventurer at heart, for how many of 
the greatest enterprises in the conquest of the earth had for their 
beginning just such a bargaining away of the paternal cow for the 
mirage of true gold far away! | have been telling you more or less 
in my own words what I learned fragmentarily in the course of two 
or three years, during which | seldom missed an opportunity of a 
friendly chat with him. He told me this story of his adventure with 
many flashes of white teeth and lively glances of black eyes, at first 
in a sort of anxious baby-talk, then, as he acquired the language, with 
great fluency, but always with that singing, soft, and at the same 
time vibrating intonation that instilled a strangely penetrating power 
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into the sound of the most familiar English words, as if they had been 
the words of an unearthly language. And he always would come to 
an end, with many emphatic shakes of his head, upon that awful 
sensation of his heart melting within him directly he set foot on 
board that ship. Afterwards there seemed to come for him a period 
of blank ignorance, at any rate as to facts. No doubt he must have 
been abominably seasick and abominably unhappy—this soft and 
Passionate adventurer, taken thus out of his knowledge, and feeling 
bitterly as he lay in his emigrant bunk his utter loneliness; for his 
was a highly sensitive nature. The next thing we know of him for 
certain is that he had been hiding in Hammond’s pig-pound by the 
side of the road to Norton, six miles, as the crow flies, from the sea. 
Of these experiences he was unwilling to speak: they seemed to have 
seared into his soul a sombre sort of wonder and indignation. Through 
the rumours of the country-side, which lasted for a good many days 
after his arrival, we know that the fishermen of West Colebrook had 
been disturbed and startled by heavy knocks against the walls of 
weatherboard cottages, and by a voice crying piercingly strange words 
in the night. Several of them turned out even, but, no doubt, he had 
fled in sudden alarm at their rough angry tones hailing each other in 
the darkness. A sort of frenzy must have helped him up the steep 
Norton hill. It was he, no doubt, who early the following morning 
had been seen lying (in a swoon, I should say) on the roadside grass 
by the Brenzett carrier, who actually got down to have a nearer look, 
but drew back, intimidated by the perfect immobility, and by some- 
thing queer in the aspect of that tramp, sleeping so still under the 
showers. As the day advanced, some children came dashing into 
school at Norton in such a fright that the schoolmistress went out 
and spoke indignantly to a ‘horrid-looking man’ on the road. He 
edged away, hanging his head, for a few steps, and then suddenly 
ran off with extraordinary fleetness. The driver of Mr. Bradley’s milk- 
cart made no secret of it that he had lashed with his whip at a hairy 
sort of gipsy fellow who, jumping up at a turn of the road by the 
Vents, made a snatch at the pony’s bridle. And he caught him a good 
one, too, right over the face, he said, that made him drop down in the 
mud a jolly sight quicker than he had jumped up; but it was a good 
half a mile before he could stop the pony. Maybe that in his des- 
perate endeavours to get help, and in his need to get in touch with 
someone, the poor devil had tried to stop the cart. Also three boys 
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confessed afterwards to throwing stones at a funny tramp, knocking 
about all wet and muddy, and, it seemed, very drunk, in the narrow 
deep lane by the limekilns. All this was the talk of three villages for 
days; but we have Mrs. Finn’s (the wife of Smith’s waggoner) un- 
impeachable testimony that she saw him get over the low wall of 
Hammond’s pig-pound and lurch straight at her, babbling aloud in 
a voice that was enough to make one die of fright. Having the baby 
with her in a perambulator, Mrs. Finn called out to him to go away, 
and as he persisted in coming nearer, she hit him courageously with 
her umbrella over the head, and, without once looking back, ran 
like the wind with the perambulator as far as the first house in the 
village. She stopped then, out of breath, and spoke to old Lewis, 
hammering there at a heap of stones; and the old chap, taking off his 
immense black wire goggles, got up on his shaky legs to look where 
she pointed. Together they followed with their eyes the figure of 
the man running over a field; they saw him fall down, pick himself 
up, and run on again, staggering and waving his long arms above 
his head, in the direction of the New Barns Farm. From that mo- 
ment on he is plainly in the toils of his obscure and touching destiny. 
There is no doubt after this of what happened to him. All is certain 
now: Mrs. Smith’s intense terror; Amy Foster’s stolid conviction 
held against the other’s nervous attack, that the man ‘meant no harm’: 
Smith’s exasperation (on his return from Darnford Market) at find- 
ing the dog barking himself into a fit, the back-door locked, his wife 
in hysterics; and all for an unfortunate dirty tramp, supposed to be 
even then lurking in his stackyard. Was he? He would teach him 
to frighten women. 

“Smith is notoriously hot-tempered, but the sight of some non- 
descript and miry creature sitting cross-legged against a lot of loose 
straw, and swinging itself to and fro like a bear in a cage, made him 
pause. Then this tramp stood up silently before him, one mass of 
mud and filth from head to foot. Smith, alone amongst his stacks 
with this apparition, in the stormy twilight ringing with the infuri- 
ated barking of the dog, felt the dread of an inexplicable strangeness. 
But when that being, parting with his black hands the long matted 
locks that hung before his face, as you part the two halfs of a cur- 
tain, looked out at him with glistening, wild, black-and-white eyes, 
the weirdness of this silent encounter fairly staggered him. He has 
admitted since (for the story has been a legitimate subject of con- 
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versation about here for years) that he made more than one step 
backwards. Then a sudden burst of rapid, senseless speech persuaded 
him at once that he had to do with an escaped lunatic. In fact, that 
impression never wore off completely. Smith has not in his heart 
given up his secret conviction of the man’s essential insanity to this 
very day. 

“As the creature approached him, jabbering in a most discompos- 
ing manner, Smith (unaware that he was being addressed as ‘gra- 
cious lord,’ and adjured in God’s name to afford food and shelter) 
kept on speaking firmly but gently to it, and retreating all the time 
into the other yard. At last, watching his chance, by a sudden charge 
he bundled him headlong into the wood-lodge, and instantly shot 
the bolt. Thereupon he wiped his brow, though the day was cold. 
He had done his duty to the community by shutting up a wander- 
ing and probably dangerous maniac. Smith isn’t a hard man at all, 
but he had room in his brain only for that one idea of lunacy. He 
was not imaginative enough to ask himself whether the man might 
not be perishing with cold and hunger. Meantime, at first, the 
maniac made a great deal of noise in the lodge. Mrs. Smith was 
screaming upstairs, where she had locked herself in her bedroom; 
but Amy Foster sobbed piteously at the kitchen-door, wringing her 
hands and muttering, ‘Don’t! don’t!’ I daresay Smith had a rough 
time of it that evening with one noise and another, and this insane, 
disturbing voice crying obstinately through the door only added to 
his irritation. He couldn’t possibly have connected this troublesome 
lunatic with the sinking of a ship in Eastbay, of which there had 
been a rumour in the Darnford market place. And I daresay the man 
inside had been very near to insanity on that night. Before his ex- 
citement collapsed and he became unconscious he was throwing him- 
self violently about in the dark, rolling on some dirty sacks, and bit- 
ing his fists with rage, cold, hunger, amazement, and despair. 

“He was a mountaineer of the eastern range of the Carpathians, 
and the vessel sunk the night before in Eastbay was the Hamburg 
emigrant-ship Herzogin Sophia-Dorothea, of appalling memory. 

“A few months later we could read in the papers the accounts of 
the bogus ‘Emigration Agencies’ among the Sclavonian peasantry 
in the more remote provinces of Austria. The object of these scoun- 
drels was to get hold of the poor ignorant people’s homesteads, and 
they were in league with the local usurers. They exported their vic- 
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out of this very window, reaching close-hauled under short canvas 
into the bay on a dark, threatening afternoon. She came to an anchor, 
correctly by the chart, off the Brenzett Coastguard station. I remem- 
ber before the night fell looking out again at the outlines of her spars 
and rigging that stood out dark and pointed on a background of 
ragged, slaty clouds like another and a slighter spire to the left of the 
Brenzett church-tower. In the evening the wind rose. At midnight 
I could hear in my bed the terrific gusts and the sounds of a driving 
deluge. 

“About that time the Coastguardmen thought they saw the lights 
of a steamer over the anchoring-ground. In a moment they vanished; 
but it is clear that another vessel of some sort had tried for shelter in 
the bay on that awful, blind night, had rammed the German ship 
amidships (a breach—as one of the divers told me afterwards— 
‘that you could sail a Thames barge through’), and then had gone 
out either scathless or damaged, who shall say; but had gone out, 
unknown, unseen, and fatal, to perish mysteriously at sea. Of her 
nothing ever came to light, and yet the hue and cry that was raised 
all over the world would have found her out if she had been in ex- 
istence anywhere on the face of the waters. 

“A completeness without a clue, and a stealthy silence as of a 
neatly executed crime, characterize this murderous disaster, which, as 
you may remember, had its gruesome celebrity. The wind would have 
prevented the loudest outcries from reaching the shore; there had 
been evidently no time for signals of distress. It was death without 
any sort of fuss. The Hamburg ship, filling all at once, capsized as 
she sank, and at daylight there was not even the end of a spar to be 
seen above water. She was missed, of course, and at first the Coast- 
guardmen surmised that she had either dragged her anchor or parted 
her cable some time during the night, and had been blown out to sea. 
Then, after the tide turned, the wreck must have shifted a little and 
released some of the bodies, because a child—a little fair-haired child 
in a red frock—came ashore abreast of the Martello tower. By the 
afternoon you could see along three miles of beach dark figures with 
bare legs dashing in and out of the tumbling foam, and rough-look- 
ing men, women with hard faces, children, mostly fair-haired, were 
being carried, stiff and dripping, on stretchers, on wattles, on lad- 
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ders, in a long procession past the door of the “Ship Inn,” to be laid 
out in a row under the north wall of the Brenzett Church. 

“Officially, the body of the little girl in the red frock is the first 
thing that came ashore from that ship. But I have patients amongst 
the seafaring population of West Colebrook, and, unofficially, I am 
informed that very early that morning two brothers, who went down 
to look after their cobble hauled up on the beach, found a good way 
from Brenzett, an ordinary ship’s hencoop, lying high and dry on 
the shore, with eleven drowned ducks inside. Their families ate the 
birds, and the hencoop was split into firewood with a hatchet. It is 
possible that a man (supposing he happened to be on deck at the 
time of the accident) might have floated ashore on that hencoop. He 
might. I admit it is improbable, but there was the man—and for 
days, nay, for weeks—it didn’t enter our heads that we had amongst 
us the only living soul that had escaped from that disaster. The man 
himself, even when he learned to speak intelligibly, could tell us 
very little. He remembered he had felt better (after the ship had an- 
chored, I suppose), and that the darkness, the wind, and the rain 
took his breath away. This looks as if he had been on deck some 
time during that night. But we mustn’t forget he had been taken out 
of his knowledge, that he had been sea-sick and battened down below 
for four days, that he had no general notion of a ship or of the sea, 
and therefore could have no definite idea of what was happening to 
him. The rain, the wind, the darkness he knew; he understood the 
bleating of the sheep, and he remembered the pain of his wretched- 
ness and misery, his heartbroken astonishment that it was neither 
seen nor understood, his dismay at finding all the men angry and 
all the women fierce. He had approached them as a beggar, it is true, 
he said; but in his country, even if they gave nothing, they spoke 
gently to beggars. The children in his country were not taught to 
throw stones at those who asked for compassion. Smith’s strategy 
overcame him completely. The wood-lodge presented the horrible 
aspect of a dungeon. What would be done to him next?. . . No 
wonder that Amy Foster appeared to his eyes with the aureole of an 
angel of light. The girl had not been able to sleep for thinking of the 
poor man, and in the morning, before the Smiths were up, she slipped 
out across the back yard. Holding the door of the wood-lodge ajar, 
she looked in and extended to him half a loaf of white bread—‘such 
bread as the rich eat in my country,’ he used to say. 
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“At this he got up slowly from amongst all sorts of rubbish, stiff, 
hungry, trembling, miserable, and doubtful. ‘Can you eat this?’ she 
asked in her soft and timid voice. He must have taken her for a 
‘gracious lady.’ He devoured ferociously, and tears were falling on 
the crust. Suddenly he dropped the bread, seized her wrist, and im- 
printed a kiss on her hand. She was not frightened. Through his for- 
lorn condition she had observed that he was good-looking. She shut 
the door and walked back slowly to the kitchen. Much later on, she 
told Mrs. Smith, who shuddered at the bare idea of being touched by 
that creature. 

“Through this act of impulsive pity he was brought back again 
within the pale of human relations with his new surroundings. He 
never forgot it—never. 

“That very same morning old Mr. Swaffer (Smith’s nearest neigh- 
bor) came over to give his advice, and ended by carrying him off. 
He stood, unsteady on his legs, meek, and caked over in half-dried 
mud, while the two men talked around him in an incomprehensible 
tongue. Mrs. Smith had refused to come downstairs till the madman 
was off the premises; Amy Foster, far from within the dark kitchen, 
watched through the open back-door; and he obeyed the signs that 
were made to him to the best of his ability. But Smith was full of 
mistrust. ‘Mind, sir! It may be all his cunning,’ he cried repeatedly 
in a tone of warning. When Mr. Swaffer started the mare, the de- 
plorable being sitting humbly by his side, through weakness, nearly 
fell out over the back of the high two-wheeled cart. Swaffter took him 
straight home. And it is then that I come upon the scene. 

“T was called in by the simple process of the old man beckoning 
to me with his forefinger over the gate of his house as I happened to 
be driving past. I got down, of course. 

“Tve got something here,’ he mumbled, leading the way to an 
outhouse at a little distance from his other farm buildings. 

“Tt was there that I saw him first, in a long, low room taken upon 
the space of that sort of coach-house. It was bare and whitewashed, 
with a small square aperture glazed with one cracked, dusty pane at 
its further end. He was lying on his back upon a straw pallet; they 
had given him a couple of horse-blankets, and he seemed to have spent 
the remainder of his strength in the exertion of cleaning himself. He 
was almost speechless; his quick breathing under the blankets pulled 
up to his chin, his glittering, restless black eyes reminded me of a 
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wild bird caught in a snare. While I was examining him, old Swaffer 
stood silently by the door, passing the tips of his fingers along his 
shaven upper lip. I gave some directions, promised to send a bottle of 
medicine, and naturally made some inquiries. 

* ‘Smith caught him in the stackyard at New Barns,’ said the old 
chap in his deliberate, unmoved manner, and as if the other had been 
indeed a sort of wild animal. “That’s how I came by him. Quite a 
curiosity, isn’t he? Now tell me, doctor—you’ve been all over the 
world—don’t you think that’s a bit of a Hindoo we’ve got hold of 
here?’ 

“I was greatly surprised. His long black hair scattered over the 
straw bolster contrasted with the olive pallor of his face. It occurred 
to me he might be a Basque. It didn’t necessarily follow that he should 
understand Spanish; but I tried him with the few words I know, and 
also with some French. The whispered sounds I caught by bending 
my ear to his lips puzzled me utterly. That afternoon the young 
ladies from the rectory (one of them read Goethe with a dictionary, 
and the other had struggled with Dante for years), coming to see 
Miss Swaffer, tried their German and Italian on him from the door- 
way. They retreated, just the least bit scared by the flood of passion- 
ate speech which, turning on his pallet, he let out at them. They 
admitted that the sound was pleasant, soft, musical—but, in con- 
junction with his looks perhaps, it was startling—so excitable, so 
utterly unlike anything one had ever heard. The village boys climbed 
up the bank to have a peep through the little square aperture. Every- 
body was wondering what Mr. Swaffer would do with him. 

“He simply kept him. 

“Swaffer would be called eccentric were he not so much respected. 
They will tell you that Mr. Swaffer sits up as late as ten o'clock at 
night to read books, and they will tell you also that he can write a 
cheque for two hundred pounds without thinking twice about it. 
He himself would tell you that the Swaffers had owned land between 
this and Darnford for these three hundred years. He must be eighty- 
five to-day, but he does not look a bit older than when I first came 
here. He is a great breeder of sheep, and deals extensively in cattle. 
He attends market days for miles around in every sort of weather, 
and drives sitting bowed low over the reins, his lank gray hair curling 
over the collar of his warm coat, and with a green plaid rug round 
his legs. The calmness of advanced age gives a solemnity to his man- 
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ner. He is clean-shaved; his lips are thin and sensitive; something 
rigid and monachal in the set of his features lends a certain elevation 
to the character of his face. He has been known to drive miles in the 
rain to see a new kind of rose in somebody’s garden, or a monstrous 
cabbage grown by a cottager. He loves to hear tell of or to be shown 
something that he calls ‘outlandish.’ Perhaps it was just that out- 
landishness of the man which influenced old Swaffer. Perhaps it was 
only an inexplicable caprice. All I know is that at the end of three 
weeks I caught sight of Smith’s lunatic digging in Swaffer’s kitchen 
garden. They had found out he could use a spade. He dug barefooted. 
“His black hair flowed over his shoulders. I suppose it was Swafter 
who had given him the striped old cotton shirt; but he wore still the 
national brown cloth trousers (in which he had been washed ashore) 
fitting to the leg almost like tights; was belted with a broad leathern 
belt studded with little brass discs; and had never yet ventured into 
the village. The land he looked upon seemed to him kept neatly, 
like the grounds round a landownet’s house; the size of the cart- 
horses struck him with astonishment; the roads resembled garden 
walks, and the aspect of the people, especially on Sundays, spoke of 
opulence. He wondered what made them so hardhearted and their 
children so bold. He got his food at the back door, carried it in both 
hands, carefully, to his outhouse, and, sitting alone on his pallet, 
would make the sign of the cross before he began. Beside the same 
pallet, kneeling in the early darkness of the short days, he recited 
aloud the Lord’s Prayer before he slept. Whenever he saw old Swaffer 
he would bow with veneration from his waist, and stand erect while 
the old man, with his fingers over his upper lip, surveyed him silently. 
He bowed also to Miss Swafter, who kept house frugally for her 
father—a broadshouldered, big-boned woman of forty-five, with the 
pocket of her dress full of keys, and a gray, steady eye. She was 
Church—as people said (while her father was one of the trustees of 
the Baptist Chapel) —and wore a little steel cross at her waist. She 
dressed severely in black, in memory of one of the innumerable Brad- 
leys of the neighbourhood, to whom she had been engaged some 
twenty-five years ago—a young farmer who broke his neck out hunt- 
ing on the eve of the wedding-day. She had the unmoved counte- 
nance of the deaf, spoke very seldom, and her lips, thin like her 
father’s, astonished one sometimes by a mysteriously ironic curl. 
“These were the people to whom he owed allegiance, and an over- 
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whelming loneliness seemed to fall from the leaden sky of that win- 
ter without sunshine. All the faces were sad. He could talk to no one, 
and had no hope of ever understanding anybody. It was as if these 
had been the faces of people from the other world—dead people—he 
used to tell me years afterwards. Upon my word, I wonder he did 
not go mad. He didn’t know where he was. Somewhere very far from 
his mountains—somewhere over the water. Was this America, he 
wondered? 

“Tf it hadn’t been for the steel cross at Miss Swaffer’s belt he would 
not, he confessed, have known whether he was in a Christian country 
at all. He used to cast stealthy glances at it, and feel comforted. 
There was nothing here the same as in his country! The earth and 
the water were different; there were no images of the Redeemer by the 
roadside. The very grass was different, and the trees. All the trees 
but the three old Norway pines on the bit of lawn before Swaffer’s 
house, and these reminded him of his country. He had been detected 
once, after dusk, with his forehead against the trunk of them, sob- 
bing, and talking to himself. They had been like brothers to him at 
that time, he affirmed. Everything else was strange. Conceive you 
the kind of an existence overshadowed, oppressed, by the everyday 
material appearances, as if by the visions of a nightmare. At night, 
when he could not sleep, he kept on thinking of the girl who gave 
him the first piece of bread he had eaten in this foreign land. She 
had been neither fierce nor angry, nor frightened. Her face he re- 
membered as the only comprehensible face amongst all these faces 
that were as closed, as mysterious, and as mute as the faces of the 
dead who are possessed of a knowledge beyond the comprehension of 
the living. I wonder whether the memory of her compassion pre- 
vented him from cutting his throat. But there! I suppose I am an old 
sentimentalist, and forget the instinctive love of life which it takes all 
the strength of an uncommon despair to overcome. 

“He did the work which was given him with an intelligence which 
surprised old Swaffer. By-and-by it was discovered that he could help 
at the ploughing, could milk the cows, feed the bullocks in the cat- 
tleyard, and was of some use with the sheep. He began to pick up 
words, too, very fast; and suddenly, one fine morning in spring, he 
rescued from an untimely death a grandchild of old Swaffer. 

“Swafter’s younger daughter is married to Willcox, a solicitor and 


the Town Clerk of Colebrook. Regularly twice a year they come to 
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not three years old at the time, ran out of the house alone in her little 
white pinafore, and, toddling across the grass of a terraced garden, 
pitched herself over a low wall head first into the horsepond in the 
yard below. 

“Our man was out with the waggoner and the plough in the field 
nearest to the house, and as he was leading the team round to begin 
a fresh furrow, he saw, through the gap of a gate, what for anybody 
else would have been a mete flutter of something white. But he had 
straight-glancing, quick, far-reaching eyes, that only seemed to flinch 
and lose their amazing power before the immensity of the sea. He 
was barefooted, and looking as outlandish as the heart of Swaffer 
could desire. Leaving the horses on the turn, to the inexpressible dis- 
gust of the waggoner he bounded off, going over the ploughed ground 
in long leaps, and suddenly appeared before the mother, thrust the 
child into her arms, and strode away. 

“The pond was not very deep; but still, if he had not had such good 
eyes, the child would have perished—miserably suffocated in the foot 
or so of sticky mud at the bottom. Old Swaffer walked out slowly 
into the field, waited till the plough came over to his side, had a good 
look at him, and without saying a word went back to the house. But 
from that time they laid out his meals on the kitchen table; and at 
first, Miss Swaffer, all in black and with an inscrutable face, would 
come and stand in the doorway of the living-room to see him make 
a big sign of the cross before he fell to. I believe that from that day, 
too, Swafter began to pay him regular wages. 

“T can’t follow step by step his development. He cut his hair short, 
was seen in the village and along the road going to and fro to his 
work like any other man. Children ceased to shout after him. He 
became aware of social differeuces, but remained for a long time 
surprised at the bare poverty of the churches among so much wealth. 
He couldn’t understand either why they were kept shut up on week- 
days. There was nothing to steal in them. Was it to keep people from 
praying too often? The rectory took much notice of him about that 
time, and I believe the young ladies attempted to prepare the ground 
for his conversion. They could not, however, break him of his habit 
of crossing himself, but he went so far as to take off the string with 
a couple of brass medals the size of a sixpence, a tiny metal cross, 
and a square sort of scapulary which he wore round his neck. He 
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hung them on the wall by the side of his bed, and he was still to be 


heard every evening reciting the Lord’s Prayer, in incomprehensible 
words and in a slow, fervent tone, as he had heard his old father do 
at the head of all the kneeling family, big and little, on every evening 
of his life. And though he wore corduroys at work, and a shop-made 
pepper-and-salt suit on Sundays, strangers would turn round to look 
after him on the road. His foreignness had a peculiar and indelible 
stamp. At last people became used to see him. But they never be- 
came used to him. His rapid, skimming walk; his swarthy com- 
plexion; his hat cocked on the left ear; his habit, on warm evenings, 
of wearing his coat over one shoulder, like a hussar’s dolman; his 
manner of leaping over the stiles, not as a feat of agility, but in the 
ordinary course of progression—all these peculiarities were, as one 
may say, so many causes of scorn and offence to the inhabitants of 
the village. They wouldn’t in their dinner hour lie flat on their backs 
on the grass to stare at the sky. Neither did they go about the fields 
screaming dismal tunes. Many times I have heard his high-pitched 
voice from behind the ridge of some sloping sheep-walk, a voice light 
and soaring, like a lark’s, but with a melancholy human note, over 
our fields that hear only the song of birds. And I would be startled 
myself. Ah! He was different; innocent of heart, and full of good 
will, which nobody wanted, this castaway, that, like a man trans- 
planted into another planet, was separated by an immense space 
from his past and by an immense ignorance from his future. His 
quick, fervent utterance positively shocked everybody. ‘An excitable 
devil,’ they called him. One evening, in the tap-room of the Coach 
and Horses, (having drunk some whisky), he upset them all by 
singing a love-song of his country. They hooted him down, and he 
was pained; but Preble, the lame wheelwright, and Vincent, the 
fat blacksmith, and the other notables, too, wanted to drink their 
evening beer in peace. On another occasion he tried to show them 
how to dance. The dust rose in clouds from the sanded floor; he 
leaped straight up amongst the deal tables, struck his heels together, 
squatted on one heel in front of old Preble, shooting out the other 
leg, uttered wild and exulting cries, jumped up to whirl on one foot, 
snapping his fingers above his head—and a strange carter who was 
having a drink in there began to swear, and cleared out with his half- 
pint in his hand into the bar. But when suddenly he sprang upon a 
table and continued to dance among the glasses, the landlord inter- 
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fered. He didn’t want any ‘acrobat tricks in the tap-room.’ They laid 
their hands on him. Having had a glass or two, Mr. Swaffer’s for- 
eigner tried to expostulate: was ejected forcibly: got a black eye. 

“T believe he felt the hostility of his human surroundings. But he 
was tough—tough in spirit, too, as well as in body. Only the mem- 
ory of the sea frightened him, with that vague terror that is left by 
a bad dream. His home was far away; and he did not want now to 
go to America. I had often explained to him that there is no place 
on earth where true gold can be found lying ready and to be got for 
the trouble of the picking up. How, then, he asked, could he ever 
return home with empty hands when there had been sold a cow, two 
ponies, and a bit of land to pay for his going? His eyes would fill 
with tears, and, averting them from the immense shimmer of the 
sea, he would throw himself face down on the grass. But sometimes, 
cocking his hat with a little conquering air, he would defy my wis- 
dom. He had found his bit of true gold. That was Amy Foster’s heart; 
which was ‘a golden heart, and soft to people’s misery,’ he would say 
in the accents of overwhelming conviction. 

“He was called Yanko. He had explained that this meant Little 
John; but as he would also repeat very often that he was a mountain- 
eer (some word sounding in the dialect of his country like Goorall) 
he got it for his surname. And this is the only trace of him that the 
succeeding ages may find in the marriage register of the parish. There 
it stands—Yanko Goorall—in the rector’s handwriting. The crooked 
cross made by the castaway, a cross whose tracing no doubt seemed 
to him the most solemn part of the whole ceremony, is all that re- 
mains now to perpetuate the memory of his name. 

“His courtship had lasted some time—ever since he got his pre- 
carious footing in the community. It began by his buying for Amy 
Foster a green satin ribbon in Darnford. This was what you did in 
his country. You bought a ribbon at a Jew’s stall on a fair-day. I 
don’t suppose the girl knew what to do with it, but he seemed to 
think that his honourable intentions could not be mistaken. 

“It was only when he declared his purpose to get married that | 
fully understood how, for a hundred futile and inappreciable rea- 
sons, how—shall I say odious?—he was to all the countryside. Every 
old woman in the village was up in arms. Smith, coming upon him 
near the farm, promised to break his head for him if he found him 
about again. But he twisted his little black moustache with such a 
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bellicose air and rolled such big, black fierce eyes at Smith that this 
promise came to nothing. Smith, however, told the girl that she must 
be mad to take up with a man who was surely wrong in his head. 
All the same, when she heard him in the gloaming whistle from 
beyond the orchard a couple of bars of a weird and mournful tune, 
she would drop whatever she had in her hand—she would leave 
Mrs. Smith in the middle of a sentence—and she would run out to 
his call. Mrs. Smith called her a shameless hussy. She answered 
nothing. She said nothing at all to anybody, and went on her way 
as if she had been deaf. She and I alone in all the land, I fancy, could 
see his very real beauty. He was very good-looking, and most grace- 
ful in his bearing, with that something wild as of a woodland crea- 
ture in his aspect. Her mother moaned over her dismally whenever 
the girl came to see her on her day out. The father was surly, but 
pretended not to know; and Mrs. Finn once told her plainly that 
‘this man, my dear, will do you some harm some day yet.’ And so 
it went on. They could be seen on the roads, she tramping stolidly in 
her finery—gray dress, black feather, stout boots, prominent white 
cotton gloves that caught your eye a hundred yards away; and he, 
his coat slung picturesquely over one shoulder, pacing by her side, 
gallant of bearing and casting tender glances upon the girl with the 
golden heart. I wonder whether he saw how plain she was. Perhaps 
among types so different from what he had ever seen, he had not the 
power to judge; or perhaps he was seduced by the divine quality of 
her pity. 

“Yanko was in great trouble meantime. In his country you get an 
old man for an ambassador in marriage affairs. He did not know 
how to proceed. However, one day in the midst of sheep in a field 
(he was now Swaffer’s under-shepherd with Foster) he took off his 
hat to the father and declared himself humbly. ‘I daresay she’s fool 
enough to marry you,’ was all Foster said. ‘And then,’ he used to 
relate, ‘he puts his hat on his head, looks black at me as if he wanted 
to cut my throat, whistles the dog, and off he goes, leaving me to do 
the work.’ The Fosters, of course, didn’t like to lose the wages the 
girl earned: Amy used to give all her money to her mother. But there 
was in Foster a very genuine aversion to that match. He contended 
that the fellow was very good with sheep, but was not fit for any 
girl to marry. For one thing, he used to go along the hedges mutter- 
ing to himself like a dam’ fool; and then, these foreigners behave very 
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queerly to women sometimes. And perhaps he would want to <arry 
her off somewhere—or run off himself. It was not safe. He preached 
it to his daughter that the fellow might ill-use her in some way. She 
made no answer. It was, they said in the village, as if the man had 
done something to her. People discussed the matter. It was quite an 
excitement, and the two went on ‘walking out’ together in the face 
of opposition. Then something unexpected happened. 

“T don’t know whether old Swaffer ever understood how much he 
was regarded in the light of a father by his foreign retainer. Anyway 
the relation was curiously feudal. So when Yanko asked formally for 
an interview—‘and the Miss, too’ (he called the severe, deaf Miss 
Swaffer simply Miss)—it was to obtain their permission to marry. 
Swaffer heard him unmoved, dismissed him by a nod, and then 
shouted the intelligence into Miss Swaffer’s best ear. She showed no 
surprise, and only remarked grimly, in a veiled blank voice, ‘He 
certainly won't get any other gitl to marry him.’ . 

“Tt is Miss Swaffer who has all the credit of the munificence: but 
in a very few days it came out that Mr. Swaffer had presented Yanko 
with a cottage (the cottage you've seen this morning) and something 
like an acre of ground—had made it over to him in absolute property. 
Willcox expedited the deed, and I remember him telling me he had 
a great pleasure in making it ready. It recited: ‘In consideration of 
saving the life of my beloved grandchild, Bertha Willcox.’ 

“Of course, after that no power on earth could prevent them from 
getting married. 

“Her infatuation endured. People saw her going out to meet him 
in the evening. She stared with unblinking, fascinated eyes up the 
road where he was expected to appear, walking freely, with a swing 
from the hip, and humming one of the love-tunes of his country. 
When the boy was born, he got elevated at the ‘Coach and Horses,’ 
essayed again a song and a dance, and was again ejected. People 
expressed their commiseration for a woman married to that Jack-in- 
the-box. He didn’t care. There was a man now (he told me boast- 
fully) to whom he could sing and talk in the language of his country, 
and show how to dance by-and-by. 

“But I don’t know. To me he appeared to have grown less springy 
of step, heavier in body, less keen of eye. Imagination, no doubt; but 
it seems to me now as if the net of fate had been drawn closer round 
him already. 

“One day I met him on the footpath over the Talfourd Hill. He 
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told me that ‘women were funny.’ I had heard already of domestic 
differences. People were saying that Amy Foster was beginning to 
find out what sort of man she had married. He looked upon the sea 
with indifferent, unseeing eyes. His wife had snatched the child out 
of his arms one day as he sat on the doorstep crooning to it a song 
such as the mothers sing to babies in his mountains. She seemed to 
think he was doing it some harm. Women are funny. And she had 
objected to him praying aloud in the evening. Why? He expected 
the boy to repeat the prayer aloud after him by-and-by, as he used 
to do after his old father when he was a child—in his own country. 
And I discovered he longed for their boy to grow up so that he could 
have a man to talk with in that language that to our ears sounded so 
disturbing, so passionate, and so bizarre. Why his wife should dis- 
like the idea he couldn’t tell. But that would pass, he said. And tilting 
his head knowingly, he tapped his breastbone to indicate that she 
had a good heart: not hard, not fierce, open to compassion, char- 
itable to the poor! 

“I walked away thoughtfully; I wondered whether his difference, 
his strangeness, were not penetrating with repulsion that dull nature 
they had begun by irresistibly attracting. I wondered. . . .” 

The Doctor came to the window and looked out at the frigid 
splendour of the sea, immense in the haze, as if enclosing all the earth 
with all the hearts lost among the passions of love and fear. 

“Physiologically, now,” he said, turning away abruptly, “it was 
possible. It was possible.” 

He remained silent. Then went on— 

“At all events, the next time I saw him he was ill—lung trouble. He 
was tough, but I daresay he was not acclimatized as well as I had 
supposed. It was a bad winter; and, of course, these mountaineers do 
get fits of home sickness; and a state of depression would make him 
vulnerable. He was lying half dressed on a couch downstairs. 

“A table covered with a dark oilcloth took up all the middle of 
the little room. There was a wicker cradle on the floor, a kettle spout- 
ing steam on the hob, and some child’s linen lay drying on the fender. 
The room was warm, but the door opens right into the garden, as 
you noticed perhaps. 

“He was very feverish, and kept on muttering to himself. She sat 
on a chair and looked at him fixedly across the table with her brown, 
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start and a confused stammer she said, ‘Oh! ah! I couldn’t sit with 
him upstairs, sir.’ 

“T gave her certain directions; and going outside, I said again that 
he ought to be in bed upstairs. She wrung her hands. ‘I couldn’t. I 
couldn’t. He keeps on saying something—I don’t know what.’ With 
the memory of all the talk against the man that had been dinned into 
her ears, I looked at her narrowly. I looked into her short-sighted eyes, 
at her dumb eyes that once in her life had seen an enticing shape, but 
seemed, staring at me, to see nothing at all now. But I saw she was 
uneasy. 

“ “What's the matter with him?’ she asked in a sort of vacant trepi- 
dation. “He doesn’t look very ill. I never did see anybody look like 
this before. . . 2 

“‘Do you think,’ I asked indignantly, ‘he is shamming?’ 

* ‘T can’t help it, sir,’ she said, stolidly. And suddenly she clapped 
her hands and looked right and left. “And there’s the baby. I am so 
frightened. He wanted me just now to give him the baby. I can’t 
understand what he says to it.’ 

“Can't you ask a neighbour to come in to-night?’ I asked. 

“Please, sir, nobody seems to care to come,’ she muttered, dully 
resigned all at once. 

“I impressed upon her the necessity of the greatest care, and then 
had to go. There was a good deal of sickness that winter. ‘Oh, I hope 
he won't talk!’ she exclaimed softly just as I was going away. 

“T don’t know how it is I did not see—but I didn’t. And yet, turn- 
ing in my trap, I saw her lingering before the door, very still, and 
as if meditating a flight up the miry road. 

“Towards the night his fever increased. 

“He tossed, moaned, and now and then muttered a complaint. 
And she sat with the table between her and the couch, watching every 
movement and every sound, with the terror, the unreasonable terror, 
of that man she could not understand creeping over her. She had 
drawn the wicker cradle close to her feet. There was nothing in her 
now but the maternal instinct and that unaccountable fear. 

“Suddenly coming to himself, parched, he demanded a drink of 
water. She did not move. She had not understood, though he may 
have thought he was speaking in English. He waited, looking at her, 
burning with fever, amazed at her silence and immobility, and then 
he shouted impatiently, “Water! Give me water!’ 


“She jumped to her feet, snatched up the child, and stood still. He 
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spoke to her, and his passionate remonstrances only increased her 
fear of that strange man. I believe he spoke to her for a long time, 
entreating, wondering, pleading, ordering, I suppose. She says she 
bore it as long as she could. And then a gust of rage came over him. 

“He sat up and called out terribly one word—some word. Then he 
got up as though he hadn’t been ill at all, she says. And as in fevered 
dismay, indignation, and wonder he tried to get to her round the 
table, she simply opened the door and ran out with the child in her 
arms. She heard him call twice after her down the road in a terrible 
voice—and fled. . . . Ah! but you should have seen the stirring 
behind the dull, blurred glance of those eyes the spectre of the fear 
which had hunted her on that night three miles and a half to the 
door of Foster's cottage! I did the next day. 

“And it was I who found him lying face down and his body in a 
puddle, just outside the little wicker gate. 

“T had been called out that night to an urgent case in the village, 
and on my way home at daybreak passed by the cottage. The door 
stood open. My man helped me to carry him in. We laid him on 
the couch. The lamp smoked, the fire was out, the chill of the stormy 
night oozed from the cheerless yellow paper on the wall. ‘Amy!’ I 
called aloud, and my voice seemed to lose itself in the emptiness of 
this tiny house as if I had cried in a desert. He opened his eyes. 
‘Gone!’ he said, distinctly. ‘I had only asked for water—only for a 
little water... .’ 

“He was muddy. I covered him up and stood waiting in silence, 
catching a painfully gasped word now and then. They were no longer 
in his own language. The fever had left him, taking with it the heat 
of life. And with his panting breast and lustrous eyes he reminded 
me again of a wild creature under the net; of a bird caught in a snare. 
She had left him. She had left him—sick—helpless—thirsty. The 
spear of the hunter had entered his very soul. “Whye’ he cried, in 
the penetrating and indignant voice of a man calling to a responsible 
Maker. A gust of wind and a swish of rain answered. 

“And as I turned away to shut the door he pronounced the word 
‘Merciful!’ and expired. 

“Eventually I certified heart-failure as the immediate cause of death. 
His heart must have indeed failed him, or else he might have stood 
this night of storm and exposure, too. I closed his eyes and drove away. 
Not very far from the cottage I met Foster walking sturdily between 


the dripping hedges with his collie at his heels. 
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Do you know where your daughter is?’ I asked. 

“Don’t I!’ he cried. ‘I am going to talk to him a bit. Frightening 
a poor woman like this.’ 

“ “He won't frighten her any more,’ I said. “He is dead.’ 

“He struck with his stick at the mud. 

“And there’s the child.’ 

“Then, after thinking deeply for a while— 

“7 don’t know that it isn’t for the best.’ 

“That’s what he said. And she says nothing at all now. Not a word 
of him. Never. Is his image as utterly gone from her mind as his 
lithe and striding figure, his carolling voice are gone from our fields? 
He is no longer before her eyes to excite her imagination into a pas- 
sion of love or fear; and his memory seems to have vanished from 
her dull brain as a shadow passes away upon a white screen. She lives 
in the cottage and works for Miss Swaffer. She is Amy Foster for 
everybody, and the child is “Amy Foster’s boy.’ She calls him Johnny 
—which means Little John. 

“Tt is impossible to say whether this name recalls anything to her. 
Does she ever think of the past? I have seen her hanging over the 
boy’s cot in a very passion of maternal tenderness. The little fellow 
was lying on his back, a little frightened at me, but very still, with 
his big black eyes, with his fluttered air of a bird in a snare. And look- 
ing at him I seemed to see again the other one—the father, cast out 
mysteriously by the sea to perish in the supreme disaster of loneli- 
ness and despair.” 


eres: CREE SELARBR: 


On my right hand there were lines of fishing stakes resembling 
a mysterious system of half-submerged bamboo fences, incompre- 
hensible in its division of the domain of tropical fishes, and crazy of 
aspect as if abandoned forever by some nomad tribe of fishermen now 
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gone to the other end of the ocean; for there was no sign of human 
habitation as far as the eye could reach. To the left a group of barren 
islets, suggesting ruins of stone walls, towers, and blockhouses, had 
its foundations set in a blue sea that itself looked solid, so still and 
stable did it lie below my feet; even the track of light from the wester- 
ing sun shone smoothly, without that animated glitter which tells of 
an imperceptible ripple. And when I turned my head to take a part- 
ing glance at the tug which had just left us anchored outside the bar, 
I saw the straight line of the flat shore joined to the stable sea, edge to 
edge, with a perfect and unmarked closeness, in one leveled floor half 
brown, half blue under the enormous dome of the sky. Corresponding 
in their significance to the islets of the sea, two small clumps of 
trees, one on each side of the only fault in the impeccable joint, 
marked the mouth of the river Meinam we had just left on the first 
preparatory stage of our homeward journey; and, far back on the in- 
land level, a larger and loftier mass, the grove surrounding the great 
Paknam pagoda, was the only thing on which the eye could rest from 
the vain task of exploring the monotonous sweep of the horizon. 
Here and there gleams as of a few scattered pieces of silver marked 
the windings of the great river; and on the nearest of them, just within 
the bar, the tug steaming right into the land became lost to my sight, 
hull and funnel and masts, as though the impassive earth had swal- 
lowed her up without an effort, without a tremor. My eye followed 
the light cloud of her smoke, now here, now there, above the plain, 
according to the devious curves of the stream, but always fainter and 
farther away, till I lost it at last behind the mitet-shaped hill of the 
great pagoda. And then I was left alone with my ship, anchored at 
the head of the Gulf of Siam. 

She floated at the starting point of a long journey, very still in an 
immense stillness, the shadows of her spars flung far to the eastward 
by the setting sun. At that moment I was alone on her decks. There 
was not a sound in her—and around us nothing moved, nothing lived, 
not a canoe on the water, not a bird in the air, not a cloud in the sky. 
In this breathless pause at the threshold of a long passage we seemed 
to be measuring out fitness for a long and arduous enterprise, the 
appointed task of both our existences to be carried out, far from all 
human eyes, with only sky and sea for spectators and for judges. 

There must have been some glare in the air to interfere with one’s 
sight, because it was only just before the sun left us that my roaming 
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eyes made out beyond the highest ridge of the principal islet of the 
group something which did away with the solemnity of perfect soli- 
tude. The tide of darkness owed on swiftly; and with tropical sud- 
denness a swarm of stars came out above the shadowy earth, while I 
lingered yet, my hand resting lightly on my ship's rail as if on the 
shoulder of a trusted friend. But, with all that multitude of celestial 
bodies staring down at one, the comfort of quiet communion with her 
was gone for good. And there were also disturbing sounds by this 
time—voices, footsteps forward; the steward fitted along the main 
deck, a busily ministering spirit; a hand bell tinkled urgently under 
the poop deck. . . . 

I found my two officers waiting for me near the supper table, in 
the lighted cuddy. We sat down at once, and as I helped the chief 
mate, I said: 

“Are you aware that there is a ship anchored inside the islands? I 
saw her mastheads above the ridge as the sun went down.” 

He raised sharply his simple face, overcharged by a terrible growth 
of whisker, and emitted his usual ejaculations: “Bless my soul, sit! 
You don’t say so!” 

My second mate was a round-cheeked, silent young man, grave 
beyond his years, I thought; but as our eyes happened to meet [ 
detected a slight quiver on his lips. I looked down at once. It was not 
my part to encourage sneering on board my ship. It must be said, too, 
that I knew very little of my officers. In consequence of certain events 
of no particular significance, except to myself, I had been appointed to 
the command only a fortnight before. Neither did I know much of 
the hands forward. All these people had been together for eighteen 
months or so, and my position was that of the only stranger on board. 
I mention this because it has some bearing on what is to follow. But 
what I felt most was my being a stranger to the ship; and if all the 
truth must be told, I was somewhat of a stranger to myself. The 
youngest man on board (barring the second mate), and untried as 
yet by a position of the fullest responsibility, I was willing to take 
the adequacy of the others for granted. They had simply to be equal 
to their tasks; but I wondered how far I should turn out faithful to 
that ideal conception of one’s own personality every man sets up for 
himself secretly. 


Meantime the chief mate, with an almost visible effect of collabora- 
tion on the part of his round eyes and frightful whiskers, was trying 
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to evolve a theory of the anchored ship. His dominant trait was to 
take all things into earnest consideration. He was of a painstaking turn 
of mind. As he used to say, he “liked to account to himself” for 
practically everything that came in his way, down to a miserable 
scorpion he had found in his cabin a week before. The why and the 
wherefore of that scorpion—how it got on board and came to select 
his room rather than the pantry (which was a dark place and more 
what a scorpion would be partial to), and how on earth it managed to 
drown itself in the inkwell of his writing desk—had exercised him 
infinitely. The ship within the islands was much more easily ac- 
counted for; and just as we were about to rise from the table he made 
his pronouncement. She was, he doubted not, a ship from home lately 
arrived. Probably she drew too much water to cfoss the bar except at 
the top of spring tides. Therefore she went into that natural harbor 
to wait for a few days in preference to remaining in an open roadstead. 

“That’s so,” confirmed the second mate, suddenly, in his slightly 
hoarse voice. “She draws over twenty feet. She’s the Liverpool ship 
Sephora with a cargo of coal. Hundred and twenty-three days from 
Cardiff.” 

We looked at him in surprise. 

“The tugboat skipper told me when he came on board for your let- 
ters, sir,” explained the young man. “He expects to take her up the 
river the day after tomorrow.” 

After thus overwhelming us with the extent of his information he 
slipped out of the cabin. The mate observed regretfully that he “could 
not account for that young fellow’s whims.” What prevented him 
telling us all about it at once, he wanted to know. 

I detained him as he was making a move. For the last two days the 
crew had had plenty of hard work, and the night before they had very 
little sleep. I felt painfully that I—a stranger—was doing something 
unusual when I directed him to let all hands turn in without setting 
an anchor watch. | proposed to keep on deck myself till one o'clock 
or thereabouts. I would get the second mate to relieve me at that hour. 

“He will turn out the cook and the steward at four,” I concluded, 
“and then give you a call. Of course at the slightest sign of any sort of 
wind we'll have the hands up and make a start at once.” 

He concealed his astonishment. “Very well, sir.” Outside the cuddy 
he put his head in the second mate’s door to inform him of my un- 
heard-of caprice to take a five hours’ anchor watch on myself. I heard 
the other raise his voice incredulously: “What? The captain himself?” 
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Then a few more murmurs, a door closed, then another. A few mo- 
ments later I went on deck. 

My strangeness, which had made me sleepless, had prompted that 
unconventional arrangement, as if I had expected in those solitary 
hours of the night to get on terms with the ship of which I knew 
nothing, manned by men of whom I knew very little more. Fast along- 
side a wharf, littered like any ship in port with a tangle of unrelated 
things, invaded by unrelated shore people, I had hardly seen her yet 
properly. Now, as she lay cleared for sea, the stretch of her main deck 
seemed to me very fine under the stars. Very fine, very roomy for her 
size, and very inviting. I descended the poop and paced the waist, my 
mind picturing to myself the coming passage through the Malay 
Archipelago, down the Indian Ocean, and up the Atlantic. All its 
phases were familiar enough to me, every characteristic, all the alterna- 
tives which were likely to face me on the high seas—everything! . . . 
except the novel responsibility of command. But | took heart from the 
reasonable thought that the ship was like other ships, the men like 
other men, and that the sea was not likely to keep any special surprises 
expressly for my discomfiture. 

Arrived at that comforting conclusion, I bethought myself of a cigar 
and went below to get it. All was still down there. Everybody at the 
after end of the ship was sleeping profoundly. I came out again on the 
quarter-deck, agreeably at ease in my sleeping suit on that warm 
breathless night, barefooted, a glowing cigar in my teeth, and, going 
forward, I was met by the profound silence of the fore end of the 
ship. Only as I passed the door of the forecastle I heard a deep, quiet, 
trustful sigh of some sleeper inside. And suddenly I rejoiced in the 
great security of the sea as compared with the unrest of the land, in 
my choice of that untempted life presenting no disquieting problems, 
invested with an elementary moral beauty by the absolute straight- 
forwardness of its appeal and by the singleness of its purpose. 

The riding light in the fore-rigging burned with a clear, untroubled, 
as if symbolic, fame, confident and bright in the mysterious shades of 
the night. Passing on my way aft along the other side of the ship, I 
observed that the rope side ladder, put over, no doubt, for the master 
of the tug when he came to fetch away our letters, had not been hauled 
in as it should have been. I became annoyed at this, for exactitude in 
small matters is the very soul of discipline. Then I reflected that I had 
myself peremptorily dismissed my officers from duty, and by my own 


The Secret Sharer 103 


act had prevented the anchor watch being formally set and things 
properly attended to. I asked myself whether it was wise ever to inter- 
fere with the established routine of duties even from the kindest of 
motives. My action might have made me appear eccentric. Goodness 
only knew how that absurdly whiskered mate would “account” for my 
conduct, and what the whole ship thought of that informality of their 
new captain. I was vexed with myself. 

Not from compunction certainly, but, as it were mechanically, I 
proceeded to get the ladder in myself. Now a side ladder of that sort 
is a light affair and comes in easily, yet my vigorous tug, which 
should have brought it flying on board, merely recoiled upon my body 
in a totally unexpected jerk. What the devil! . . . I was so astounded 
by the immovableness of that ladder that I remained stock-still, trying 
to account for it to myself like that imbecile mate of mine. In the 
end, of course, I put my head over the rail. 

The side of the ship made an opaque belt of shadow on the darkling 
glassy shimmer of the sea. But I saw at once something elongated and 
pale floating very close to the ladder. Before I could form a guess a 
faint flash of phosphorescent light, which seemed to issue suddenly 
from the naked body of a man, flickered in the sleeping water with the 
elusive, silent play of summer lightning in a night sky. With a gasp 
I saw revealed to my stare a pair of feet, the long legs, a broad livid 
back immersed right up to the neck in a greenish cadaverous glow. 
One hand, awash, clutched the bottom rung of the ladder. He was 
complete but for the head. A headless corpse! The cigar dropped out 
of my gaping mouth with a tiny plop and a short hiss quite audible in 
the absolute stillness of all things under heaven. At that I suppose he 
raised up his face, a dimly pale oval in the shadow of the ship’s side. 
But even then I could only barely make out down there the shape of 
his blackhaired head. However, it was enough for the horrid, frost- 
bound sensation which had gripped me about the chest to pass off. 
The moment of vain exclamations was past, too. I only climbed on 
the spare spar and leaned over the rail as far as I could, to bring my 
eyes nearer to that mystery floating alongside. . . 

As he hung by the ladder, like a resting swimmer, the sea lightning 
played about his limbs at every stir; and he appeared in it ghastly, 
silvery, fishlike. He remained as mute as a fish, too. He made no 
motion to get out of the water, either. It was inconceivable that he 
should not attempt to come on board, and strangely troubling to 
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suspect that perhaps he did not want to. And my first words were 
prompted by just that troubled incertitude. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked in my ordinary tone; speaking down 
to the face upturned exactly under mine. 

“Cramp,” it answered, no louder. Then slightly anxious, “I say, no 
need to call anyone.” 

“I was not going to,” I said. 

“Are you alone on deck?” 

Yes: ’ 

I had somehow the impression that he was on the point of letting 
go the ladder to swim away beyond my ken—mysterious as he came. 
But, for the moment, this being appearing as if he had risen from the 
bottom of the sea (it was certainly the nearest land to the ship) wanted 
only to know the time. I told him. And he, down there, tentatively: 

“I suppose your captain’s turned in?” 

“T am sure he isn’t,” I said. 

He seemed to struggle with himself, for I heard something like the 
low, bitter murmur of doubt. “What’s the good?” His next words 
came out with a hesitating effort. 

“Look here, my man. Could you call him out quietly?” 

I thought the time had come to declare myself. 

“I am the captain.” 

I heard a “By Jove!” whispered at the level of the water. The phos- 
phorescence flashed in the swirl of the water all about his limbs, his 
other hand seized the ladder. 

“My name’s Leggatt.” 

The voice was calm and resolute. A good voice. The self-possession 
of that man had somehow induced a corresponding state in myself. 
It was very quietly that I remarked: 

“You must be a good swimmer.” 

“Yes. I've been in the water practically since nine o'clock. The 
question for me now is whether I am to let go this ladder and go on 
swimming till I sink from exhaustion, or—to come on board here.” 

I felt this was no mere formula of desperate speech, but a real 
alternative in the view of a strong soul. I should have gathered from 
this that he was young; indeed, it is only the young who are ever 
confronted by such clear issues. But at the time it was pure intuition 
on my part. A mysterious communication was established already 
between us two—in the face of that silent, darkened tropical sea. I 


The Secret Sharer 105 


was young, too; young enough to make ‘no comment. The man in 
the water began suddenly to climb up the ladder, and I hastened 
away from the rail to fetch some clothes. 

Before entering the cabin I stood still, listening in the lobby at the 
foot of the stairs. A faint snore came through the closed door of the 
chief mate’s room. The second mate’s door was on the hook, but the 
darkness in there was absolutely soundless. He, too, was young and 
could sleep like a stone. Remained the steward, but he was not likely 
to wake up before he was called. I got a sleeping suit out of my room 
and, coming back on deck, saw the naked man from the sea sitting 
on the main hatch, glimmering white in the darkness, his elbows on 
his knees and his head in his hands. In a moment he had concealed 
his damp body in a sleeping suit of the same gray-stripe pattern as the 
one | was wearing and followed me like my double on the poop. To- 
gether we moved right aft, barefooted, silent. 

“What is it?” I asked in a deadened voice, taking the lighted lamp 
out of the binnacle, and raising it to his face. 

“An ugly business.” 

He had rather regular features; a good mouth; light eyes under 
somewhat heavy, dark eyebrows; a smooth, square forehead; no 
growth on his cheeks; a small, brown mustache, and a well-shaped, 
round chin. His expression was concentrated, meditative, under the 
inspecting light of the lamp I held up to his face; such as a man think- 
ing hard in solitude might wear. My sleeping suit was just right for 
his size. A well-knit young fellow of twenty-five at most. He caught 
his lower lip with the edge of white, even teeth. 

“Yes,” I said, replacing the lamp in the binnacle. The warm, heavy 
tropical night closed upon his head again. 

“There’s a ship over there,” he murmured. 

“Yes, I know. The Sephora. Did you know of us?” 

“Hadn’t the slightest idea. I am the mate of her—” He paused and 
corrected himself. “I should say I was.” 

“Aha! Something wrong?” 

“Yes. Very wrong indeed. I’ve killed a man.” 

“What do you mean? Just now?” 

“No, on the passage. Weeks ago. Thirty-nine south. When I say 
a man—” 

“Fit of temper,” I suggested, confidently. 

The shadowy, dark head, like mine, seemed to nod imperceptibly 
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above the ghostly gray of my sleeping suit. It was, in the night, as 
though I had been faced by my own reflection in the depths of a 
somber and immense mirror. 

“A pretty thing to have to own up to for a Conway boy,” murmured 
my double, distinctly. 

“You're a Conway boy?” 

“I am,” he said, as if startled. Then, slowly . . . “Perhaps you 
too— 

It was so; but being a couple of years older I had left before he 
joined. After a quick interchange of dates a silence fell; and I thought 
suddenly of my absurd mate with his terrific whiskers and the “Bless 
my soul—you don’t say so” type of intellect. My double gave me an 
inkling of his thoughts by saying: 

“My father’s a parson in Norfolk. Do you see me before a judge 
and jury on that charge? For myself I can’t see the necessity. There 
are fellows that an angel from heaven— And I am not that. He was 
one of those creatures that are just simmering all the time with a silly 
sort of wickedness. Miserable devils that have no business to live at 
all. He wouldn't do his duty and wouldn't let anybody else do theirs. 
But what’s the good of talking! You know well enough the sort of ill- 
conditioned snarling cur—” 

He appealed to me as if our experiences had been as identical as our 
clothes. And I knew well enough the pestiferous danger of such a 
character where there are no means of legal repression. And I knew 
well enough also that my double there was no homicidal ruffian. I did 
not think of asking him for details, and he told me the story roughly 
in brusque, disconnected sentences. I needed no more. I saw it all 
going on as though I were myself inside that other sleeping suit. 

“It happened while we were setting a reefed foresail, at dusk. Reefed 
foresail! You understand the sort of weather. The only sail we had left 
to keep the ship running; so you may guess what it had been like for 
days. Anxious sort of job, that. He gave me some of his cursed inso- 
lence at the sheet. I tell you I was overdone with this terrific weather 
that seemed to have no end to it. Terrific, I tell you—and a deep ship. 
I believe the fellow himself was half crazed with funk. It was no time 
for gentlemanly reproof, so I turned round and felled him like an ox. 
He up and at me. We closed just as an awful sea made for the ship. 
All hands saw it coming and took to the rigging, but I had him by the 


throat, and went on shaking him like a rat, the men above us yelling, 
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They say that for over ten minutes hardly anything was to be seen of 
the ship—just the three masts and a bit of the forecastle head and of 
the poop all awash driving along in a smother of foam. It was a miracle 
that they found us, jammed together behind the forebits. It’s clear that 
I meant business, because I was holding him by the throat still when 
they picked us up. He was black in the face. It was too much for them. 
It seems they rushed us aft together, gripped as we were, screaming 
‘Murder!’ like a lot of lunatics, and broke into the cuddy. And the 
ship running for her life, touch and go all the time, any minute her 
last in a sea fit to turn your hair gray only a-looking at it. [ understand 
that the skipper, too, started raving like the rest of them. The man 
had been deprived of sleep for more than a week, and to have this 
sprung on him at the height of a furious gale nearly drove him out 
of his mind. I wonder they didn’t fling me overboard after getting the 
carcass of their precious shipmate out of my fingers. They had rather 
a job to separate us, I’ve been told. A sufficiently fierce story to make 
an old judge and a respectable jury sit up a bit. The first thing I heard 
when I came to myself was the maddening howling of that endless 
gale, and on that the voice of the old man. He was hanging on to my 
bunk, staring into my face out of his sou’wester. 

““Mr. Leggatt, you have killed a man. You can act no longer as 
chief mate of this ship.’ ” 

His care to subdue his voice made it sound monotonous. He rested 
a hand on the end of the skylight to steady himself with, and all that 
time did not stir a limb, so far as I could see. “Nice little tale for a 
quiet tea party,” he concluded in the same tone. 

One of my hands, too, rested on the end of the skylight; neither 
did I stir a limb, so far as I knew. We stood less than a foot from each 
other. It occurred to me that if old “Bless my soul—you don’t say so” 
were to put his head up the companion and catch sight of us, he 
would think he was seeing double, or imagine himself come upon a 
scene of weird witchcraft; the strange captain having a quiet confabu- 
lation by the wheel with his own gray ghost. I became very much 
concerned to prevent anything of the sort. I heard the othet’s soothing 
undertone. 

“My father’s a parson in Norfolk,” it said. Evidently he had for- 
gotten he had told me this important fact before. Truly a nice little 


tale. 


108 Joseph Conrad 


“You had better slip down into my stateroom now,’ I said, moving 
off stealthily: My double followed my movements; our bare feet made 
no sound; I let him in, closed the door with care, and, after giving a 
call to the second mate, returned on deck for my relief. 

“Not much sign of any wind yet,” I remarked when he approached. 

“No, sir. Not much,” he assented, sleepily, in his hoarse voice, with 
just enough deference, no more, and barely suppressing a yawn. 

“Well, that’s all you have to look out for. You have got your orders.” 

SY esirsiry 

I paced a turn or two on the poop and saw him take up his position 
face forward with his elbow in the ratlines of the mizzen-rigging before 
I went below. The mate's faint snoring was still going on peacefully. 
The cuddy lamp was burning over the table on which stood a vase 
with flowers, a polite attention from the ship’s provision merchant— 
the last fowets we should see for the next three months at the very 
least. Two bunches of bananas hung from the beam symmetrically, 
one on each side of the rudder casing. Everything was as before in 
the ship—except that two of her captain’s sleeping suits were simul- 
taneously in use, one motionless in the cuddy, the other keeping very 
still in the captain’s stateroom. 

It must be explained here that my cabin had the form of the capital 
letter L, the door being within the angle and opening into the short 
part of the letter. A couch was to the left, the bed-place to the right; 
my writing desk and the chronometers’ table faced the door. But 
anyone opening it, unless he stepped right inside, had no view of what 
I call the long (or vertical) part of the letter. It contained some lockers 
surmounted by a book case; and a few clothes, a thick jacket or two, 
caps, oilskin coat, and such like, hung on hooks. There was at the 
bottom of that part a door opening into my bathroom, which could 
be entered also directly from the saloon. But that way was never used. 

The mysterious arrival had discovered the advantage of this par- 
ticular shape. Entering my room, lighted strongly by a big bulkhead 
lamp swung on gimbals above my writing desk, I did not see him 
anywhere till he stepped out quietly from behind the coats hung in 
the recessed part. 

“I heard somebody moving about, and went in there at once,” he 
whispered. 

I, too, spoke under my breath. 
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“Nobody is likely to come in here without knocking and getting 
permission.” 

He nodded. His face was thin and the sunburn faded, as though he 
had been ill. And no wonder. He had been, I heard presently, kept 
under arrest in his cabin for nearly seven weeks. But there was noth- 
ing sickly in his eyes or in his expression. He was not a bit like me, 
really; yet, as we stood leaning over my bed-place, whispering side by 
side, with our dark heads together and our backs to the door, anybody 
bold enough to open it stealthily would have been treated to the un- 
canny sight of a double captain busy talking in whispers with his other 
self. 

“But all this doesn’t tell me how you came to hang on to our side 
ladder,” I inquired, in the hardly audible murmurs we used, after he 
had told me something more of the proceedings on board the S. ephora 
once the bad weather was over. 

“When we sighted Java Head I had had time to think all those 
matters out several times over. I had six weeks of doing nothing else, 
and with only an hour or so every evening for a tramp on the quarter 
deck.” 

He whispered, his arms folded on the side of my bed-place, staring 
through the open port. And I could imagine perfectly the manner of 
this thinking out—a stubborn if not a steadfast operation; something 
of which I should have been perfectly incapable. 

“I reckoned it would be dark before we closed with the land,” he 
continued, so low that I had to strain my hearing, near as we were 
to each other, shoulder touching shoulder almost. “So I asked to speak 
to the old man. He always seemed very sick when he came to see 
me—as if he could not look me in the face. You know, that foresail 
saved the ship. She was too deep to have run long under bare poles. 
And it was I that managed to set it for him. Anyway, he came. When 
I had him in my cabin—he stood by the door looking at me as if I had 
the halter around my neck already—I asked him right away to leave 
my cabin door unlocked at night while the ship was going through 
Sunda Straits. There would be the Java coast within two or three miles, 
off Angier Point. I wanted nothing more. I’ve had a prize for swim- 
ming my second year in the Conway.” 

“T can believe it,” I breathed out. 

“God only knows why they locked me in every night. To see some 
of their faces you'd have thought they were afraid I'd go about at 


II0 Joseph Conrad 


night strangling people. Am I a murdering brute? Do I look it? By 
Jove! if I had been he wouldn’t have trusted himself like that into 
my room. You'll say I might have chucked him aside and bolted out, 
there and then—it was dark already. Well, no. And for the same 
reason I wouldn’t think of trying to smash the door. There would 
have been a rush to stop me at the noise, and | did not mean to get 
into a confounded scrimmage. Somebody else might have got killed 
—for I would not have broken out only to get chucked back, and | 
did not want any more of that work. He refused, looking more sick 
than ever. He was afraid of the men, and also of that old second mate 
of his who had been sailing with him. for years—a gray-headed old 
humbug; and his steward, too, had been with him devil knows how 
long—seventeen years or more—a dogmatic sort of loafer who hated 
me like poison, just because I was the chief mate. No chief mate ever © 
made more than one voyage in the Sephora, you know. Those two old 
chaps ran the ship. Devil only knows what the skipper wasn’t afraid 
of (all his nerve went to pieces altogether in that hellish spell of bad 
weather we had)—of what the law would do to him—of his wife, 
perhaps. Oh, yes! she’s on board. Though I don’t think she would 
have meddled. She would have been only too glad to have me out of 
the ship in any way. The ‘brand of Cain’ business, don’t you see. 
That’s all right. I was ready enough to go off wandering on the face 
of the earth—and that was price enough to pay for an Abel of that 
sort. Anyhow, he wouldn’t listen to me. “This thing must take its 
course. I represent the law here.’ He was shaking like a leaf. ‘So you 
won't?’ ‘No!’ “Then I hope you will be able to sleep on that,’ I said, 
and turned my back on him. ‘I wonder that you can,’ cries he, and 
locks the door. 

“Well, after that, I couldn’t. Not very well. That was three weeks 
ago. We have had a slow passage through the Java Sea; drifted about 
Carimata for ten days. When we anchored here they thought, I sup- 
pose, it was all right. The nearest land (and that’s five miles) is the 
ship’s destination; the consul would soon set about catching me; and 
there would have been no object in bolting to these islets there. | 
don’t suppose there’s a drop of water on them. I don’t know how it 
was, but tonight that steward, after bringing me my supper, went out 
to let me eat it, and left the door unlocked. And I ate it—all there 
was, too. After I had finished I strolled out on the quarter-deck. | 
don’t know that I meant to do anything. A breath of fresh air was all 
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I wanted, I believe. Then a sudden temptation came over me. I kicked 
off my slippers and was in the water before I had made up my mind 
fairly. Somebody heard the splash and they raised an awful hullabaloo. 
‘He’s gone! Lower the boats! He’s committed suicide! No, he’s swim- 
ming.’ Certainly I was swimming. It’s not so easy for a swimmer like 
me to commit suicide by drowning. I landed on the nearest islet before 
the boat left the ship’s side. I heard them pulling about in the dark, 
hailing, and so on, but after a bit they gave up. Everything quieted 
down and the anchorage became as still as death. I sat down on a 
stone and began to think. I felt certain they would start searching 
for me at daylight. There was no place to hide on those stony things— 
and if there had been, what would have been the good? But now I was 
clear of that ship, I was not going back. So after a while I took off all 
my clothes, tied them up in a bundle with a stone inside, and dropped 
them in the deep water on the outer side of that islet. That was suicide 
enough for me. Let them think what they liked, but I didn’t mean to 
drown myself. I meant to swim till I sank—but that’s not the same 
thing. I struck out for another of these little islands, and it was from 
that one that I first saw your riding light. Something to swim for. I 
went on easily, and on the way I came upon a flat rock a foot or two 
above water. In the daytime, I dare say, you might make it out with 
a glass from your poop. I scrambled up on it and rested myself for a 
bit. Then I made another start. That last spell must have been over 
a mile.” 

His whisper was getting fainter and fainter, and all the time he 
stared straight out through the porthole, in which there was not even 
a star to be seen. I had not interrupted him. There was something that 
made comment impossible in his narrative, or perhaps in himself; a 
sort of feeling, a quality, which I can’t find a name for. And when he 
ceased, all I found was a futile whisper: “So you swam for our lighte”’ 

“Yes—straight for it. It was something to swim for. I couldn’t see 
any stars low down because the coast was in the way, and I couldn’t 
see the land, either. The water was like glass. One might have been 
swimming in a confounded thousand-feet deep cistern with no place 
for scrambling out anywhere; but what I didn’t like was the notion of 
swimming round and round like a crazed bullock before I gave out; 
and as I didn’t mean to go back . . . No. Do you see me being 
hauled back, stark naked, off one of these little islands by the scruff 
of the neck and fighting like a wild beast? Somebody would have 
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got killed for certain, and I did not want any of that. So I went on. 
Then your ladder—” 

“Why didn’t you hail the ship?” I asked, a little louder. 

He touched my shoulder lightly. Lazy footsteps came right over our 
heads and stopped. The second mate had crossed from the other side 
of the poop and might have been hanging over the rail, for all we 
knew. 

“He couldn’t hear us talking—could he?” My double breathed into 
my very ear, anxiously. 

His anxiety was an answer, a sufficient answer, to the question I 
had put to him. An answer containing all the difficulty of that situa- 
tion. I closed the porthole quietly, to make sure. A louder word might 
have been overheard. 

“Who’s that?” he whispered then. 

“My second. mate. But I don’t know much more of the fellow than 
you do.” 

And I told him a little about myself. I had been appointed to take 
charge while I least expected anything of the sort, not quite a fortnight 
ago. I didn’t know either the ship or the people. Hadn’t had the time 
in port to look about me or size anybody up. And as to the crew, all 
they knew was that I was appointed to take the ship home. For the 
rest, I was almost as much of a stranger on board as himself, I said. 
And at the moment I felt it most acutely. I felt that it would take 
very little to make me a suspect person in the eyes of the ship’s 
company. 

He had turned about meantime; and we, the two strangers in the 
ship, faced each other in identical attitudes. 

“Your ladder—’ he murmured, after a silence. “Who'd have 
thought of finding a ladder hanging over at night in a ship anchored 
out here! I felt just then a very unpleasant faintness. After the life 
I've been leading for nine weeks, anybody would have got out of 
condition. I wasn’t capable of swimming round as far as your rudder 
chains. And, lo and behold! there was a ladder to get hold of. After 
I gripped it I said to myself, “What's the good?’ When I saw a man’s 
head looking over I thought I would swim away presently and leave 
him shouting—in whatever language it was. I didn’t mind being 
looked at. I—I liked it. And then you speaking to me so quietly—as 
if you had expected me—tmade me hold on a little longer. It had been 
a confounded lonely time—I don’t mean while swimming. I was glad 
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asking for the captain, that was a mere impulse. It could have been no 
use, with all the ship knowing about me and the other people pretty 
certain to be round here in the morning. I don’t know—I wanted to 
be seen, to talk with somebody, before I went on. I don’t know what 
I would have said. . . . ‘Fine night, isn’t it?’ or something of the 
sort. 

“Do you think they will be round here presently?” I asked with 
some incredulity. 

“Quite likely,” he said, faintly. 

He looked extremely haggard all of a sudden. His head rolled on 
his shoulders. 

“H’m. We shall see then. Meantime get into that bed,” I whispered. 
“Want help? There.” 

It was a rather high bed-place with a set of drawers underneath. This 
amazing swimmer really needed the lift I gave him by seizing his leg. 
He tumbled in, rolled over on his back, and flung one arm across his 
eyes. And then, with his face nearly hidden, he must have looked 
exactly as I used to look in that bed. I gazed upon my other self for a 
while before drawing across carefully the two green serge curtains 
which ran on a brass rod. I thought for a moment of pinning them 
together for greater safety, but I sat down on the couch, and once 
there I felt unwilling to rise and hunt for a pin. I would do it in a 
moment. I was extremely tired, in a peculiarly intimate way, by the 
strain of stealthiness, by the effort of whispering and the general 
secrecy of this excitement. It was three o'clock by now and I had been 
on my feet since nine, but I was not sleepy; I could not have gone to 
sleep. I sat there, fagged out, looking at the curtains, trying to clear 
my mind of the*confused sensation of being in two places at once, 
and greatly bothered by an exasperating knocking in my head. It 
was a relief to discover suddenly that it was not in my head at all, 
but on the outside of the door. Before I could collect myself the words 
“Come in” were out of my mouth, and the steward entered with a 
tray, bringing in my morning coffee. I had slept, after all, and I was 
so frightened that I shouted, “This way! I am here, steward,” as 
though he had been miles away. He put down the tray on the table 
next the couch and only then said, very quietly, “I can see you are 
here, sir.” I felt him give me a keen look, but I dared not meet his eyes 
just then. He must have wondered why I had drawn the curtains of 


114 Joseph Conrad 


my bed before going to sleep on the couch. He went out, hooking 
the door open as usual. 

I heard the crew washing decks above me. I knew [| would have 
been told at once if there had been any wind. Calm, I thought, and 
I was doubly vexed. Indeed, I felt dual more than ever. The steward 
reappeared suddenly in the doorway. I jumped up from the couch so 
quickly that he gave a start. 

“What do you want here?” 

“Close your port, sir—they are washing decks.” 

“It is closed,” I said, reddening. 

“Very well, sir.” But he did not move from the doorway and re- 
turned my stare in an extraordinary, equivocal manner for a time. 
Then his eyes wavered, all his expression changed, and in a voice 
unusually gentle, almost coaxingly: 

“May I come in to take the empty cup away, sir?” 

“Of course!” I turned my back on him while he popped in and out. 
Then I unhooked and closed the door and even pushed the bolt. This 
sort of thing could not go on very long. The cabin was as hot as an 
oven, too. I took a peep at my double, and discovered that he had not 
moved, his arm was still over his eyes; but his chest heaved; his hair 
was wet; his chin glistened with perspiration. I reached over him and 
opened the port. 

“I must show myself on deck,” I reflected. 

Of course, theoretically, I could do what I liked, with no one to say 
nay to me within the whole circle of the horizon; but to lock my cabin 
door and take the key away I did not dare. Directly I put my head out 
of the companion I saw the group of my two officers, the second mate 
barefooted, the chief mate in long india-rubber boots, near the break of 
the poop, and the steward halfway down the poop ladder talking to 
them eagerly. He happened to catch sight of me and dived, the second 
ran down on the main desk shouting some order or other, and the 
chief mate came to meet me, touching his cap. 

There was a sort of curiosity in his eye that I did not like. I don’t 
know whether the steward had told them that I was “queer” only, or 
downright drunk, but I know the man meant to have a good look at 
me. I watched him coming with a smile which, as he got into point- 
blank range, took effect and froze his very whiskers. I did not give 
him time to open his lips. 
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“Square the yards by lifts and braces before the hands go to break- 
fast.” 

It was the first particular order I had given on board that ship; and 
I stayed on deck to see it executed, too. I had felt the need of asserting 
myself without loss of time. That sneering young cub got taken down 
a peg or two on that occasion, and I also seized the opportunity of 
having a good look at the face of every foremast man as they filed past 
me to go to the after braces. At breakfast time, eating nothing myself, 
I presided with such frigid dignity that the two mates were only too 
glad to escape from the cabin as soon as decency permitted; and all the 
time the dual working of my mind distracted me almost to the point 
of insanity. I was constantly watching myself, my secret self, as de- 
pendent on my actions as my own personality, sleeping in that bed, 
behind that door which faced me as I sat at the head of the table. It 
was very much like being mad, only it was worse because one was 
aware of it. 

I had to shake him for a solid minute, but when at last he opened 
his eyes it was in the full possession of his senses, with an inquiring 
look. 

“All’s well so far,” I whispered. “Now you must vanish into the 
bathroom.” 

He did so, as noiseless as a ghost, and I then rang for the steward, 
and facing him boldly, directed him to tidy up my stateroom while | 
was having my bath—“and be quick about it.” As my tone admitted 
of no excuses, he said, “Yes, sir,” and ran off to fetch his dustpan and 
brushes. I took a bath and did most of my dressing, splashing, and 
whistling softly for the steward’s edification, while the secret sharer of 
my life stood drawn up bolt upright in that little space, his face look- 
ing very sunken in daylight, his eyelids lowered under the stern, dark 
line of his eyebrows drawn together by a slight frown. 

When I left him there to go back to my room the steward was 
finishing dusting. I sent for the mate and engaged him in some in- 
significant conversation. It was, as it were, trifling with the terrific 
character of his whiskers; but my object was to give him an oppor- 
tunity for a good look at my cabin. And then I could at last shut, with 
a clear conscience, the door of my stateroom and get my double back 
into the recessed part. There was nothing else for it. He had to sit still 
on a small folding stool, half smothered by the heavy coats hanging 
there. We listened to the steward going into the bathroom out of the 
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saloon, filling the water bottles there, scrubbing the bath, setting 
things to rights, whisk, bang, clatter—out again into the saloon—turn 
the key—click. Such was my scheme for keeping my second self in- 
visible. Nothing better could be contrived under the circumstances. 
And there we sat; I at my writing desk ready to appear busy with 
some papers, he behind me, out of sight of the door. It would not have 
been prudent to talk in daytime; and I could not have stood the excite- 
ment of that queer sense of whispering to myself. Now and then, 
glancing over my shoulder, I saw him far back there, sitting rigidly 
on the low stool, his bare feet close together, his arms folded, his head 
hanging on his breast—and perfectly still. Anybody would have taken 
him for me. 

I was fascinated by it myself. Every moment I had to glance over 
my shoulder. I was looking at him when a voice outside the door said: 

“Beg pardon, sift 

Well!” .. . I kept:my eyes on him, and so, when the voice out- 
side the door announced, ““There’s a ship’s boat coming our way, 
sit,” I saw him give a start—the first movement he had made for hours. 
But he did not raise his bowed head. 

“All right. Get the ladder over.” 

I hesitated. Should I whisper something to him? But what? His 
immobility seemed to have been never disturbed. What could I tell 
him he did not know already? . . . Finally I went on deck. 


II 


The skipper of the Sephora had a thin red whisker all round his 
face, and the sort of complexion that goes with hair of that color; also 
the particular, rather smeary shade of blue in the eyes. He was not 
exactly a showy figure; his shoulders were high, his stature but 
middling—one leg slightly more bandy than the other. He shook 
hands, looking vaguely around. A spiritless tenacity was his main 
characteristic, I judged. I behaved with a politeness which seemed to 
disconcert him. Perhaps he was shy. He mumbled to me as if he were 
ashamed of what he was saying; gave his name (it was something 
like Archbold—but at this distance of years I hardly am sure), his 
ship’s name, and a few other particulars of that sort, in the manner 
of a criminal making a reluctant and doleful confession. He had had 
terrible weather on the passage out—terrible—terrible—wife aboard, 
too. 
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By this time we were seated in the cabin and the steward brought 
in a tray with a bottle and glasses. “Thanks! No.” Never took liquor. 
Would have some water, though. He drank two tumblerfuls. Tetrible 
thirsty work. Ever since daylight had been exploring the islands round 
his ship. 

“What was that for—fun?” I asked, with an appearance of polite 
interest. 

“No!” He sighed. “Painful duty.” 

As he persisted in his mumbling and I wanted my double to hear 
every word, I hit upon the notion of informing him that I regretted 
to say I was hard of hearing. 

“Such a young man, too!” he nodded, keeping his smeary blue, 
unintelligent eyes fastened upon me. What was the cause of it—some 
disease? he inquired, without the least sympathy and as if he thought 
that, if so, I’d got no more than I deserved. 

“Yes; disease,” I admitted in a cheerful tone which seemed to shock 
him. But my point was gained, because he had to raise his voice to 
give me his tale. It is not worth while to record that version. It was 
just over two months since all this had happened, and he had thought 
so much about it that he seemed completely muddled as to its bear- 
ings, but still immensely impressed. 

“What would you think of such a thing happening on board your 
own ship? I’ve had the Sephora for these fifteen years. I am a well- 
known shipmaster.” 

He was densely distressed—and perhaps I should have sympathized 
with him if I had been able to detach my mental vision from the un- 
suspected sharer of my cabin as though he were my second self. There 
he was on the other side of the bulkhead, four or five feet from us, no 
more, as we sat in the saloon. I looked politely at Captain Archbold 
(if that was his name), but it was the other I saw, in a gray sleeping 
suit, seated on a low stool, his bare feet close together, his arms folded, 
and every word said between us falling into the ears of his dark head 
bowed on his chest. 

“I have been at sea now, man and boy, for seven-and-thirty years, 
and I’ve never heard of such a thing happening in an English ship. 
And that it should be my ship. Wife on board, too.” 

I was hardly listening to him. 

“Don’t you think,” I said, “that the heavy sea which, you told me, 
came aboard just then might have killed the man? I have seen the 
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neck.” 

“Good God!” he uttered, impressively, fixing his smeary blue eyes 
on me. “The sea! No man killed by the sea ever looked like that.” He 
seemed positively scandalized at my suggestion. And as I gazed at 
him, certainly not prepared for anything original on his part, he ad- 
vanced his head close to mine and thrust his tongue out at me so sud- 
denly that I couldn't help starting back. 

After scoring over my calmness in this graphic way he nodded 
wisely. If I had seen the sight, he assured me, I would never forget it 
as long as I lived. The weather was too bad to give the corpse a proper 
sea burial. So next day at dawn they took it up on the poop, covering 
its face with a bit of bunting; he read a short prayer, and then, just as 
it was, in its oilskins and long boots, they launched it amongst those 
mountainous seas that seemed ready every moment to swallow up the 
ship herself and the terrified lives on board of her. 

“That reefed foresail saved you,” I threw in. 

“Under God—it did,” he exclaimed fervently. “It was by a special 
mercy, I firmly believe, that it stood some of those hurricane squalls.” 

“It was the setting of that sail which—” I began. 

“God’s own hand in it,” he interrupted me. “Nothing less could 
have done it. I don’t mind telling you that I hardly dared give the 
order. It seemed impossible that we could touch anything without 
losing it, and then our last hope would have been gone.” 

The terror of that gale was on him yet. I let him go on for a bit, 
then said, casually—as if returning to a minor subject: 

“You were very anxious to give up your mate to the shore people, 
I believe?” 

He was. To the law. His obscure tenacity on that point had in it 
something incomprehensible and a little awful; something, as it were, 
mystical, quite apart from his anxiety that he should not be suspected 
of “countenancing any doings of that sort.” Seven-and-thirty virtuous 
years at sea, of which over twenty of immaculate command, and the 
last fifteen in the Sephora, seemed to have laid him under some piti- 
less obligation. 

“And you know,” he went on, groping shamefacedly amongst his 
feelings, “I did not engage that young fellow. His people had some 
interest with my owners. I was in a way forced to take him on. He 
looked very smart, very gentlemanly, and all that. But do you know 


The Secret Sharer 11g 


—I never liked him, somehow. I am a plain man. You see, he wasn’t 
exactly the sort for the chief mate of a ship like the Sephora.” 

I had become so connected in thoughts and impressions with the 
secret sharer of my cabin that I felt as if I, personally, were being 
given to understand that I, too, was not the sort that would have 
done for the chief mate of a ship like the Sephora. I had no doubt of 
it in my mind. 

“Not at all the style of man. You understand,” he insisted supet- 
fluously, looking hard at me. 

I smiled urbanely. He seemed at a loss for a while. 

“I suppose I must report a suicide.” 

“Beg pardon?” 

“Sui-cide! That’s what Ill have to write to my owners directly 
I get in.” 

“Unless you manage to recover him before tomorrow,” I assented, 
dispassionately. ... I mean, alive.” 

He mumbled something which I really did not catch, and I turned 
my ear to him in a puzzled manner. He fairly bawled: 

“The land—I say, the mainland is at least seven miles off my 
anchorage.” 

“About that.” 

My lack of excitement, of curiosity, of surprise, of any sort of pro- 
nounced interest, began to arouse his distrust. But except for the felici- 
tous pretense of deafness I had not tried to pretend anything. I had 
felt utterly incapable of playing the part of ignorance properly, and 
therefore was afraid to try. It is also certain that he had brought some 
ready-made suspicions with him, and that he viewed my politeness as 
a strange and unnatural phenomenon. And yet how else could I have 
received him? Not heartily! That was impossible for psychological 
reasons, which I need not state here. My only object was to keep off 
his inquiries. Surlily? Yes, but surliness might have provoked a point- 
blank question. From its novelty to him and from its nature, punc- 
tilious courtesy was the manner best calculated to restrain the man. 
But there was the danger of his breaking through my defense bluntly. 
I could not, I think, have met him by a direct lie, also for psycho- 
logical (not moral) reasons. If he had only known how afraid I was 
of his putting my feeling of identity with the other to the test! But, 
strangely enough—(I thought of it only afterward)—I believe that 


he was not a little disconcerted by the reverse side of that weird situa- 
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tion, by something in me that reminded him of the man he was seek- 
ing—suggested a mysterious similitude to the young fellow he had 
distrusted and disliked from the first. 

However that might have been, the silence was not very prolonged. 
He took another oblique step. 

“I reckon I had no more than a two-mile pull to your ship. Not a 
bit more.” 

“And quite enough, too, in this awful heat,” I said. 

Another pause full of mistrust followed. Necessity, they say, is 
mother of invention, but fear, too, is not barren of ingenious sugges- 
tions. And I was afraid he would ask me point-blank for news of 
my other self. 

“Nice little saloon, isn’t it?” I remarked, as if noticing for the first 
time the way his eyes roamed from one closed door to the other. “And 
very well fitted out, too. Here, for instance,” I continued, reaching 
over the back of my seat negligently and flinging the door open, “is 
my bathroom.” 

He made an eager movement, but hardly gave it a glance. | got 
up, shut the door of the bathroom, and invited him to have a look 
round, as if I were very proud of my accommodation. He had to rise 
and be shown round, but he went through the business without any 
raptures whatever. 

“And now we'll have a look at my stateroom,” I declared, in a voice 
as loud as I dared to make it, crossing the cabin to the starboard side 
with purposely heavy steps. 

He followed me in and gazed around. My intelligent double had 
vanished. I played my part. 

“Very convenient—isn’t it?” 

“Very nice. Very com...” He didn’t finish, and went out 
brusquely as if to escape from some unrighteous wiles of mine. But 
it was not to be. I had been too frightened not to feel vengeful; I felt 
I had him on the run, and I meant to keep him on the run. My polite 
insistence must have had something menacing in it, because he gave 
in suddenly. And I did not let him off a single item; mate’s room, 
pantry, storerooms, the very sail locker which was also under the 
poop—he had to look into them all. When at last I showed him out 
on the quarter-deck he drew a long, spiritless sigh, and mumbled dis- 
mally that he must really be going back to his ship now. I desired my 


mate, who had joined us, to see to the captain’s boat. 


The Secret Sharer 121 


The man of whiskers gave a blast on the whistle which he used to 
wear hanging round his neck, and yelled, “Sephora away!” My double 
down there in my cabin must have heard, and certainly could not feel 
more relieved than I. Four fellows came running out from somewhere 
forward and went over the side, while my own men, appearing on 
deck too, lined the rail. I escorted my visitor to the gangway cere- 
moniously, and nearly overdid it. He was a tenacious beast. On the 
very ladder he lingered, and in that unique, guiltily consciousness 
manner of sticking to the point: 

“I say... you... you don’t think that—” 

I covered his voice loudly: 

“Certainly not. . . . I am delighted. Good-by.” 

I had an idea of what he meant to say, and just saved myself by the 
privilege of defective hearing. He was too shaken generally to insist, 
but my mate, close witness of that parting, looked mystified and his 
face took on a thoughtful cast. As I did not want to appear as if I 
wished to avoid all communication with my officers, he had the op- 
portunity to address me. 

“Seems a very nice man. His boat’s crew told our chaps a very 
extraordinary story, if what I am told by the steward is true. I sup- 
pose you had it from the captain, sir?” 

“Yes. I had a story from the captain.” 

“A very horrible affair—isn’t it, sir?” 

Sle asi. 

“Beats all these tales we hear about murders in Yankee ships.” 

“J don’t think it beats them. I don’t think it resembles them in the 
least.” 

“Bless my soul—you don’t say so! But of course I’ve no acquaintance 
whatever with American ships, not I, so I couldn’t go against. your 
knowledge. It’s horrible enough for me. . . . But the queerest part 
is that those fellows seemed to have some idea the man was hidden 
aboard here. They had really. Did you ever hear of such a thing?” 

“Preposterous—isn't iteet 

We were walking to and fro athwart the quartet-deck. No one of 
the crew forward could be seen (the day was Sunday), and the mate 
pursued: 

“There was some little dispute about it. Our chaps took offense. 


‘As if we would harbor a thing like that,’ they said. “Wouldn’t you 
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like to look for him in our coal hole?’ Quite a tiff. But they made it 
up in the end. I suppose he did drown himself. Don’t you, sir?” 

“I don’t suppose anything.” 

“You have no doubt in the matter, sir?” 

“None whatever.” 

I left him suddenly. I fele 1 was producing a bad impression, but 
with my double down there it was most trying to be on deck. And 
it was almost as trying to be below. Altogether a nerve-trying situa- 
tion. But on the whole I felt less torn in two when I was with him. 
There was.no one in the whole ship whom | dared take into my con- 
fidence. Since the hands had got to know his story, it would have 
been impossible to pass him off for anyone else, and an accidental 
discovery was to be dreaded now more than ever... . 

The steward being engaged in laying the table for dinner, we could 
talk only with our eyes when I first went down. Later in the after- 
noon we had a cautious try at whispering. The Sunday quietness of 
the ship was against us; the stillness of air and water around her was 
against us; the elements, the men were against us—everything was 
against us in our secret partnership; time itself—for this could not go 
on forever. The very trust in Providence was, | suppose, denied to his 
guilt. Shall I confess that this thought cast me down very much? 
And as to the chapter of accidents which counts for so much in the 
book of success, I could only hope that it was closed. For what favor- 
able accident could be expected? 

“Did you hear everything?” were my first words as soon as we took 
up our position side by side, leaning over my bed-place. 

He had. And the proof of it was his earnest whisper, “The man told 
you he hardly dared to give the order.” 

I understood the reference to be to that saving foresail. 

“Yes. He was afraid of it being lost in the setting.” 

“T assure you he never gave the order. He may think he did, but he 
never gave it. He stood there with me on the break of the poop after 
the maintopsail blew away, and whimpered about our last hope—posi- 
tively whimpered about it and nothing else—and the night coming 
on! To hear one’s skipper go on like that in such weather was enough 
to drive any fellow out of his mind. It worked me up into a sort of 
desperation. I just took it into my own hands and went away from 
him, boiling, and—. But what’s the use telling your You know! . . . 
Do you think that if I had not been pretty fierce with them | should 
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have got the men to do anything? Not it! The bosun perhaps? Per- 
haps! It wasn’t a heavy sea—it was a sea gone mad! I suppose the end 
of the world will be something like that; and a man may have the 
heart to see it coming once and be done with it—but to have to face 
it day after day—I don’t blame anybody. I was precious little better 
than the rest. Only—I was an officer of that old coal-wagon, any- 
how—” 

“I quite understand,” I conveyed that sincere assurance into his ear. 
He was out of breath with whispering; I could hear him pant slightly. 
It was all very simple. The same strung-up force which had given 
twenty-four men a chance, at least, for their lives, had, in a sort of 
recoil, crushed an unworthy mutinous existence. 

But I had no leisure to weigh the merits of the matter—footsteps in 
the saloon, a heavy knock. “There’s enough wind to get under way 
with, sir.” Here was the call of a new claim upon my thoughts and 
even upon my feelings. 

“Turn the hands up,” I cried through the door. “I'll be on deck 
directly.” 

I was going out to make the acquaintance of my ship. Before I left 
the cabin our eyes met—the eyes of the only two strangers on board. 
I pointed to the recessed part where the little campstool awaited him 
and laid my finger on my lips. He made a gesture—somewhat vague 
—a little mysterious, accompanied by a faint smile, as if of regret. 

This is not the place to enlatge upon the sensations of a man who 
feels for the first time a ship move under his feet to his own inde- 
pendent word. In my case they were not unalloyed. I was not wholly 
alone with my command; for there was that stranger in my cabin. Or 
rather, | was not completely and wholly with her. Part of me was 
absent. That mental feeling of being in two places at once affected me 
physically as if the mood of secrecy had penetrated my very soul. 
Before an hour had elapsed since the ship had begun to move, having 
occasion to ask the mate (he stood by my side) to take a compass 
bearing of the Pagoda, I caught myself reaching up to his ear in 
whispers. I say I caught myself, but enough had escaped to startle 
the man. I can’t describe it otherwise than by saying that he shied. A 
grave, preoccupied manner, as though he were in possession of some 
perplexing intelligence, did not leave him henceforth. A little later I 
moved away from the rail to look at the compass with such a stealthy 
gait that the helmsman noticed it—and I could not help noticing the 
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unusual roundness of his eyes. These.are, trifling instances, though it’s 
to no commander’s advantage to be suspected of ludicrous eccentrici- 
ties. But I was also more seriously affected. There are to a seaman 
certain words, gestures, that should in given conditions come as natu- 
tally, as instinctively as the winking of a menaced eye. A certain order 
should spring on to his lips without thinking; a certain sign should get 
itself made, so to speak, ‘without reflection. But all unconscious alert- 
ness had abandoned me. I had to make an effort of will to recall myself 
back (from the cabin) ‘to the conditions of the moment. I felt that I 
was appearing an irresolute commander to those people who were 
watching me more or less critically. 

And, besides, there were the scares. On the second day out, for in- 
stance, coming off the deck in the afternoon (I had straw slippers on 
my bare feet) I stopped at the open pantry door and spoke to the 
steward. He was doing something there with his back to me. At the 
sound of my voice he nearly jumped out of his skin, as the saying is, 
and incidentally broke a cup. 

“What on earth’s the matter with you?” I asked astonished. 

He was extremely confused. “Beg pardon, sir. 1 made sure you were 
in your cabin.” 

“You see I wasn’t.” 

“No, sir. I could have sworn I had heard you moving in there not 
a moment ago. It’s most extraordinary . . . very sorry, sir.” 

I passed on with an inward shudder. I was so identified with my 
secret double that I did not even mention the fact in those scanty, 
fearful whispers we exchanged. I suppose he had made some slight 
noise of some kind or other. It would have been miraculous if he 
hadn't at one time or another. And yet, haggard as he appeared, he 
looked always perfectly self-controlled, more than calm—almost invul- 
nerable. On my suggestion he remained almost entirely in the bath- 
room, which, upon the whole, was the safest place. There could be 
really no shadow of an excuse for anyone ever wanting to go in there, 
once.the steward had done with it. It was a very tiny place. Some- 
times he reclined on the floor, his legs bent, his head sustained on one 
elbow. At others I would find him on the campstool, sitting in his 
gray sleeping suit and with his cropped dark hair like a patient, un- 
moved convict. At night I would smuggle him into my bed-place, 
and we would whisper together, with the regular footfalls of the officer 
of the watch passing and repassing over our heads. It was an infinitely 
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miserable time. It was lucky that some tins of fine preserves were 
stowed in a locker in my stateroom; hard bread I could always get 
hold of; and so he lived on stewed chicken, pate de foie gras, asparagus, 
cooked oysters, sardines—on all sorts of abominable sham delicacies 
out of tins. My early morning coffee he always drank; and it was all 
I dared do for him in that respect. 

Every day there was the horrible maneuvering to go through so 
that my room and then the bathroom should be done ‘in the usual 
way. I came to hate the sight of the steward, to abhor the voice of that 
harmless man. I felt that it was he who would bring on the disaster 
of discovery. It hung like a sword over our heads. 

The fourth day out, I think (we were then working down the east 
side of the Gulf of Siam, tack for tack, in light winds and smooth 
water)—the fourth day, I say, of this miserable juggling with the 
unavoidable, as we sat at our evening meal, that man, whose slightest 
movement I dreaded, after putting down the dishes ran upon deck 
busily. This could not be dangerous. Presently he came down again; 
and then it appeared that he had remembered a coat of mine which I 
had thrown over a rail to dry after having been wetted in a shower 
which had passed over the ship in the afternoon. Sitting stolidly at the 
head of the table I became terrified at the sight of the garment on his 
arm. Of course he made for my door. There was no time to lose. 

“Steward,” I thundered. My nerves were so shaken that I could not 
govern my voice and conceal my agitation. This was the sort of thing 
that made my terrifically whiskered mate tap his forehead with his 
forefinger. I had detected him using that gesture while talking on deck 
with a confidential air to the carpenter. It was too far to hear a word, 
but I had no doubt that this pantomime could only refer to the strange 
new captain. 

“Yes, sir,” the pale-faced steward turned resignedly to me. It was 
this maddening course of being shouted at, checked without rhyme 
or reason, arbitrarily chased out of my cabin, suddenly called into it, 
sent flying out of his pantry on incomprehensible errands, that ac- 
counted for the growing wretchedness of his expression. 

“Where are you going with that coat?” 

“To your room, sir.” 

“Is there another shower coming?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know, sir. Shall I go up again and see, sir?” 

“No! Never mind.” 


126 Joseph Conrad 


My object was attained, as of course my other self in there would 
have heard everything that passed. During this interlude my two 
officers never raised their eyes off their respective plates; but the lip 
of that confounded cub, the second mate, quivered visibly. 

I expected the steward to hook my coat on and come out at once. 
He was very slow about it; but I dominated by nervousness sufhi- 
ciently not to shout after him. Suddenly I became aware (it could be 
heard plainly enough) that the fellow for some reason or other was 
opening the door of the bathroom. It was the end. The place was 
literally not big enough to swing a cat in. My voice died in my throat 
and I went stony all over. I expected to hear a yell of surprise and 
terror, and made a movement, but had not the strength to get on 
my legs. Everything remained still. Had my second self taken the 
poor wretch by the throat? I don’t know what I would have done next 
moment if I had not seen the steward come out of my room, close 
the door, and then stand quietly by the sideboard. ; 

Saved, I thought. But, no! Lost! Gone! He was gone! 

I laid my knife and fork down and leaned back in my chair. My 
head swam. After a while, when sufficiently recovered to speak in a 
steady voice, I instructed my mate to put the ship round at eight 
o'clock himself. 

“I won’t come on deck,” I went on. “I think I’ll turn in, and unless 
the wind shifts I don’t want to be disturbed before midnight. I feel 
a bit seedy.” 

“You did look middling bad a little while ago,” the chief mate 
remarked without showing any gteat concern. 

They both went out, and I stared at the steward clearing the table. 
There was nothing to be read on that wretched man’s face. But why 
did he avoid my eyes I asked myself. Then I thought I should like to 
hear the sound of his voice. 

“Steward!” 

“Sir!” Startled as usual. 

“Where did you hang up that coat?” 

“In the bathroom, sir.” The usual anxious tone. “It’s not quite dry 
Vets sir. 

For some time longer I sat in the cuddy. Had my double vanished 
as he had come? But of his coming there was an explanation, whereas 
his disappearance would be inexplicable. . . . I went slowly into my 
dark room, shut the door, lighted the lamp, and for a time dared not 
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turn round. When at last I did I saw him standing bolt upright in the 
natrow recessed part. It would not be true to say I had a shock, but 
an irresistible doubt of his bodily existence flitted through my mind. 
Can it be, I asked myself, that he is not visible to other eyes than 
mine? It was like being haunted. Motionless, with a grave face, he 
raised his hands slightly at me in <a gesture which meant clearly, 
“Heavens! what a narrow escape!” Narrow indeed. I think I had 
come creeping quietly as near insanity as any man who has not ac- 
tually gone over the border. That gesture restrained me, so to speak. 

The mate with the terrific whiskers was now putting the ship on 
the other tack. In the moment of profound silence which follows upon 
the hands going to their stations | heard on the poop his raised voice: 
“Hard alee!” and the distant shout of the order repeated on the main- 
deck. The sails, in that light breeze, made but a faint fluttering noise. 
It ceased. The ship was coming round slowly; I held my breath in 
the renewed stillness of expectation; one wouldn’t have thought that 
there was a single living soul on her decks. A sudden brisk shout, 
“Mainsail haul!” broke the spell, and in the noisy cries and rush over- 
head of the men running away with the main brace we two, down in 
my cabin, came together in our usual position by the bed-place. 

He did not wait for my question. “I heard him fumbling here and 
just managed to squat myself down in the bath,” he whispered to me. 
“The fellow only opened the door and put his arm in to hang the 
coat up. All the same—” 

“T never thought of that,” I whispered back, even more appalled 
than before at the closeness of the shave, and marveling at that some- 
thing unyielding in his character which was carrying him through so 
finely. There was no agitation in his whisper. Whoever was being 
driven distracted, it was not he. He was sane. And the proof of his 
sanity was continued when he took up the whispering again. 

“It would never do for me to come to life again.” 

It was something that a ghost might have said. But what he was 
alluding to was his old captain's reluctant admission of the theory of 
suicide. It would obviously serve his turn—if I had understood at all 
the view which seemed to govern the unalterable purpose of his action. 

“You must maroon me as soon as ever you can get amongst these 
islands off the Cambodje shore,” he went on. 

“Maroon you! We are not living in a boy’s adventure tale,” I pro- 
tested. His scornful whispering took me up. 
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“We aren’t indeed! There’s nothing of a boy’s tale in this. But 
there’s nothing else for it. 1 want no more. You don’t suppose I am 
afraid of what can be done to me? Prison or gallows or whatever they 
may please. But you don’t see me coming back to explain such things 
to an old fellow in a wig and twelve respectable tradesmen, do your 
What can they know whether I am guilty or not—or of what I am 
guilty, either? That’s my affair. What does the Bible say? “Driven 
off the face of the earth.’ Very well. I am off the face of the earth 
now. As I came at night so I shall go.” 

“Impossible!” I murmured. “You can’t.” 

“Can't? . . . Not naked like a soul on the Day of Judgment. I 
shall freeze on to this sleeping suit. The Last Day is not yet—and 
. . . you have understood thoroughly. Didn’t you?” 

I felt suddenly ashamed of myself. I-may say truly that I under- 
stood—and my hesitation in letting that man swim away from my 
ship’s side had been a mere sham sentiment, a sort of cowardice. 

“It can’t be done now till next night,” I breathed out. “The ship 
is on the offshore tack and the wind may fail us.” 

“As long as I know that you understand,” he whispered. “But of 
course you do. It’s a great satisfaction to have got somebody to under- 
stand. You seem to have been there on purpose.” And in the same 
whisper, as if we two whenever we talked had to say things to each 
other which were not fit for the world to hear, he added, “It’s very 
wonderful.” 

We remained side by side talking in our secret way—but sometimes 
silent or just exchanging a whispered word or two at long intervals. 

And as usual he stared through the port. A breath of wind came 
now and again into our faces. The ship might have been moored in 
dock, so gently and on an even keel she slipped through the water, 
that did not murmur even at our passage, shadowy and silent like a 
phantom sea. 

At midnight I went on deck, and to my mate’s great surprise put 
the ship round on the other tack. His terrible whiskers flitted round 
me in silent criticism. I certainly should not have done it if it had 
been only a question of getting out of that sleepy gulf as quickly as 
possible. I believe he told the second mate, who relieved him, that it 
was a great want of judgment. The other only yawned. That intoler- 
able cub shuffled about so sleepily and lolled against the rails in such 


a slack, improper fashion that | came down on him sharply. 
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“Aren't you properly awake yet?” 

“Yes, sir! I am awake.” 

“Well, then, be good enough to hold yourself as if you were. And 
keep a lookout. If there’s any current we'll be closing with some islands 
before daylight.” 

The east side of the gulf is fringed with islands, some solitary, 
others in groups. On the blue background of the high coast they seem 
to float on silvery patches of calm water, arid and gray, or dark green 
and rounded like clumps of evergreen bushes, with the larger ones, a 
mile or two long, showing the outlines of ridges, ribs of gray rock 
under the dark mantle of matted leafage. Unknown to trade, to travel, 
almost to geography, the manner of life they harbor is an unsolved: 
secret. There must be villages—settlements of fishermen at least—on 
the largest of them, and some communication with the world is prob- 
ably kept up by native craft. But all that forenoon, as we headed for 
them, fanned along by the faintest of breezes, I saw no sign of man 
or canoe in the field of the telescope I kept on pointing at the scattered 
group. 

At noon I gave no orders for a change of course, and the mate’s 
whiskers became much concerned and seemed to be offering them- 
selves unduly to my notice. At last I said: 

“I am going to stand right in. Quite in—as far as I can take her.” 

The stare of extreme surprise imparted an air of ferocity also to 
his eyes, and he looked truly terrific for a moment. 

“We're not doing well in the middle of the gulf,” I continued, 
casually. “I am going to look for the land breezes tonight.” 

“Bless my soul! Do you mean, sir, in the dark amongst the lot of 
all them islands and reefs and shoals?” 

“Well—if there are any regular land breezes at all on this coast 
one must get close inshore to find them, mustn’t one?” 

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed again under his breath. All that 
afternoon he wore a dreamy, contemplative appearance which in him 
was a mark of perplexity. After dinner I went into my stateroom as 
if I meant to take some rest. There we two bent our dark heads. over 
a half-unrolled chart lying on my bed. 

“There,” I said. “It’s got to be Koh-ring. I’ve been looking at it 
ever since sunrise. It has got two hills and a low point. It must be 
inhabited. And on the coast opposite there is what looks like the 
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mouth of a biggish river—with some town, no doubt, not far up. It’s 
the best chance for you that I can see.” 

“Anything. Koh-ring let it be.” 

He looked thoughtfully at the chart as if surveying chances and 
distances from a lofty height—and following with his eyes his own 
figure wandering on the blank land of Cochin-China, and then pass- 
ing off that piece of paper clean out of sight into uncharted regions. 
And it was as if the ship had two captains to plan her course for her. 
I had been so wotried and restless running up and down that I had 
not had the patience to dress that day. I had remained in my sleeping 
suit, with straw slippers and a soft floppy hat. The closeness of the 
heat in the gulf had been most oppressive, and the crew were used 
to see me wandering in that airy attire. 

“She will clear the south point as she heads now,” I whispered into 
his ear. “Goodness only knows when, though, but certainly after 
dark. I'll edge her in to half a mile, as far as | may be able to judge 
in the dark—” 

“Be careful,” he murmured, warningly—and I realized suddenly 
that all my future, the only future for which I was fit, would perhaps 
go irretrievably to pieces in any mishap to my first command. 

I could not stop a moment longer in the room. I motioned him to 
get out of sight and made my way on the poop. That unplayful cub 
had the watch. I walked up and down for a while thinking things 
out, then beckoned him over. 

“Send a couple of hands to open the two quarter-deck ports,” | 
said, mildly. 

He actually had the impudence, or else so forgot himself in his 
wonder at such an incomprehensible order, as to repeat: 

“Open the quarter-deck ports! What for, sir?” 

“The only reason you need concern yourself about is because I tell 
you to do so. Have them open wide and fastened properly.” 

He reddened and went off, but I believe made some jeering remark 
to the carpenter as to the sensible practice of ventilating a ship’s 
quarter-deck. I know he popped into the mate’s cabin to impart the 
fact to him because the whiskers came on deck, as it were by chance, 
and stole glances at me from below—for signs of lunacy or drunken- 
ness, I suppose. 

A little before supper, feeling more restless than ever, I rejoined, for 
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a moment, my second self. And to find him sitting so quietly was 
surprising, like something against nature, inhuman. 

I developed my plan in a hurried whisper. 

“T shall stand in as close as I dare and then put her round. I shall 
presently find means to smuggle you out of here into the sail locker, 
which communicates with the lobby. But there is an opening, a sort 
of square for hauling the sails out which gives straight on the quarter- 
deck and which is never closed in fine weather, so as to give air to the 
sails. When the ship’s way is deadened in stays and all the hands are 
aft at the main braces you shall have a clear road to slip out and get 
overboard through the open quarter-deck port. I’ve had them both 
fastened up. Use a rope’s end to lower yourself into the water so as 
to avoid a splash—you know. It could be heard and cause some beastly 
complication.” 

He kept silent for a while, then whispered, “I understand.” 

“I won't be there to see you go,” I began with an effort. “The rest 
. . . I only hope I have understood, too.” 

“You have. From first to last,” and for the first time there seemed 
to be a faltering, something strained in his whisper. He caught hold 
of my arm, but the ringing of the supper bell made me start. He 
didn’t, though; he only released his grip. 

After supper I didn’t come below again till well past eight o'clock. 
The faint, steady breeze was loaded with dew; and the wet, darkened 
sails held all there was of propelling power in it. The night, clear and 
starry, sparkled darkly, and the opaque, lightless patches shifting 
slowly against the low stars were the drifting islets. On the port bow 
there was a big one more distant and shadowily imposing by the great 
space of sky it eclipsed. 

On opening the door I had a back view of my very own self look- 
io atia.chart. bie had come out of the recess and was standing near 
the table. 

“Quite dark enough,” I whispered. 

He stepped back and leaned against my bed with a level, quiet 
glance. I sat on the couch. We had nothing to say to each other. Over 
our heads the officer of the watch moved here and there. Then I heard 
him move quickly. I knew what that meant. He was making for the 
companion; and presently his voice was outside my door. 

“We are drawing in pretty fast, sir. Land looks rather close.” 

“Very well,” I answered. “I am coming on deck directly.” 
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I waited till he was gone out of the cuddy, then rose. My double 
moved too. The time had come to exchange our last whispers, for 
neither of us was ever to hear each other’s natural voice. 

“Look here!” I opened a drawer and took out three soveteigns. 
“Take this, anyhow. I’ve got six and I'd give you the lot, only I must 
keep a little money to buy some fruit and vegetables for the crew 
from native boats as we go through Sunda straits.” 

He shook his head. 

“Take it,” I urged him, whispering desperately. “No one can tell 
what—” 

He smiled and slapped meaningly the only pocket of the sleeping 
jacket. It was not safe, certainly. But. I produced a large old silk 
handkerchief of mine, and tying the three pieces of gold in a corner, 
pressed it on him. He was touched, I suppose, because he took it at 
last and tied it quickly round his waist under the jacket, on his bare 
skin. 

Our eyes met; sevetal seconds elapsed, till, our glances still mingled, 
I extended my hand and turned the lamp out. Then I passed through 
the cuddy, leaving the door of my room wide open. . . . “Steward!” 

He was still lingering in the pantry in the greatness of his zeal, 
giving a rub-up to a plated cruet stand the last thing before going to 
bed. Being careful not to wake up the mate, whose room was opposite, 
I spoke in an undertone. 

He looked round anxiously. “Sir!” 

“Can you get me a little hot water from the galley?” 

“IT am afraid, sir, the galley fire’s been out for some time now.” 

“Go and see.” 

He fled up the stairs. 

SNOW. ol whispered, loudly, into the saloon—too loudly, perhaps, 
but I was afraid I couldn’t make a sound. He was by my side in an 
instant—the double captain slipped past the stairs—through the tiny 
dark passage—a sliding door. We were in the sail locker, scrambling 
on our knees over the sails. A sudden thought struck me. I saw my- 
self wandering barefooted, bareheaded, the sun beating on my dark 
poll. I snatched off my floppy hat and tried hurriedly in the dark 
to ram it on my other self. He dodged and fended off silently. I 
wonder what he thought had come to me before he understood and 


suddenly desisted. Our hands met gropingly, lingered united in a 
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steady, motionless clasp for a second. . . . No word was breathed 
by either of us when they separated. 

I was standing quietly by the pantry door when the steward re- 
turned. 

“Sorry, sir. Kettle barely warm. Shall I light the spirit lamp?” 

“Never mind.” 

I came out on deck slowly. It was now a matter of conscience to 
shave the land as close as possible—for now he must go overboard 
whenever the ship was put in stays. Must! There could be no going 
back for him. After a moment I walked over to leeward and my heart 
flew into my mouth at the nearness of the land on the bow. Under 
any other circumstances I would not have held on a minute longer. 
The second mate had followed me anxiously. ~ 

I looked on till I felt I could command my voice. 

“She will weather,” I said then in a quiet tone. 

“Are you going to try that, sir?” he stammered out incredulously. 

I took no notice of him and raised my tone just enough to be heard 
by the helmsman. 

“Keep her good full.” 

“Good full, sir.” 

The wind fanned my cheek, the sails slept, the world was silent. 
The strain of watching the dark loom of the land grow bigger and 

denser was too much for me. I had shut my eyes—because the ship 
must go closer. She must! The stillness was intolerable. Were we 
standing still? 

When I opened my eyes the second view started my heart with a 
thump. The black southern hill of Koh-ring seemed to hang right 
over the ship like a towering fragment of the everlasting night. On 
that enormous mass of blackness there was not a gleam to be seen, 
not a sound to be heard. It was gliding irresistibly toward us and yet 
seemed already within reach of the hand. I saw the vague figures of 
the watch grouped in the waist, gazing in awed silence. 

“Are you going on, sir?” inquired an unsteady voice at my elbow. 

I ignored it. I had to go on. 

“Keep her full. Don’t check her way. That won’t do now,” I said 
warningly. 

“I can't see the sails very well,” the helmsman answered me, in 
strange, quavering tones. 


Was she close enough? Already she was, I won't say in the shadow 
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of the land, but in the very blackness of it, already swallowed up as 
it were, gone too close to be recalled, gone from me altogether. 

“Give the mate a call,” I said to the young man who stood at my 
elbow as still as death. “And turn all hands up.” 

My tone had a borrowed loudness reverberated from the height of 
the land. Several voices cried out together: “We are all on deck, sir.” 

Then stillness again, with the great shadow gliding closer, towering 
higher, without a light, without a sound. Such a hush had fallen on 
the ship that she might have been a bark of the dead floating in slowly 
under the very gate of Erebus. 

“My God! Where are we?” 

It was the mate moaning at my elbow. He was thunderstruck, and 
as it were deprived of the moral support of his whiskers. He clapped 
his hands and absolutely cried out, “Lost!” 

“Be quiet,” I said sternly. 

He lowered his tone, but I saw the shadowy gesture of his despair. 
“What are we doing here?” 

“Looking for the land wind.” 

He made as if to tear his hair, and addressed me recklessly. 

“She will never get out. You have done it, sir. I knew it'd end in 
something like this. She will never weather, and you are too close now 
to stay. She'll drift ashore before she’s round. O my God!” 

I caught his arm as he was raising it to batter his poor devoted head, 
and shook it violently. 

“She's ashore already,” he wailed, trying to tear himself away. 

“Is she? . . . Keep good full there!” 

“Good full, sir,” cried the helmsman in a frightened, thin, childlike 
voice. 

I hadn’t let go the mate’s arm and went on shaking it. “Ready 
about, do you hear? You go forward”—shake—“and stop there’ — 
shake—“and hold your noise’—shake—‘“and see these head sheets 
properly overhauled”—shake, shake—shake. 

And all the time I dared not look toward the land lest my heart 
should fail me. I released my gtip at last and he ran forward as if 
fleeing for dear life. 

I wondered what my double there in the sail locker thought of 
this commotion. He was able to hear everything—and perhaps he 
was able to understand why, on my conscience, it had to be thus 
close—no less. My first order, “Hard alee!” re-echoed ominously 
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under the towering shadow of Koh-ting as if I had shouted in a 
mountain gorge. And then I watched the land intently. In that 
smooth water and light wind it was impossible to feel the ship com- 
ing-to. No! I could not feel her. And my second self was making 
now ready to slip out and lower himself overboard. Perhaps he was 
gone already ... ? 

The great black mass brooding over our very mastheads began to 
pivot away from the ship’s side silently. And now | forgot the secret 
stranger ready to depart, and remembered only that I was a total 
stranger to the ship. I did not know her. Would she do it? How was 
she to be handled? 

I swung the mainyard and waited helplessly. She was perhaps 
stopped, and her very fate hung in the balance,-with the black mass 
of Koh-ring like the gate of the everlasting night towering over her 
taffrail. What would she do now? Had she way on her yet? I stepped 
to the side swiftly, and on the shadowy water I could see nothing 
except a faint phosphorescent flash revealing the glassy smoothness 
of the sleeping surface. It was impossible to tell—and I had not learned 
yet the feel of my ship. Was she moving? What I needed was some- 
thing easily seen, a piece of paper, which I could throw overboard 
and watch. I had nothing on me. To run down for it I didn’t dare. 
There was no time. All at once my strained, yearning stare dis- 
tinguished a white object floating within a yard of the ship’s side. 
White on the black water. A phosphorescent flash passed under it. 
What was that thing? .. . I recognized my own floppy hat. It 
must have fallen off his head . . . and he didn’t bother. Now I had 
what I wanted—the saving mark for my eyes. But I hardly thought 
of my other self, now gone from the ship, to be hidden forever from 
all friendly faces, to be a fugitive and a vagabond on the earth, with 
no brand of the curse on his sane forehead to stay a slaying hand 

. too proud to explain. 

And I watched the hat—the expression of my sudden pity for his 
mere flesh. It had been meant to save his homeless head from the 
dangers of the sun. And now—behold—it was saving the ship, by 
serving me for a mark to help out the ignorance of my strangeness. 
Ha! It was drifting forward, warning me just in time that the ship 
had gathered sternway. 


“Shift the helm,” I said in a low voice to the seaman standing still 
like a statue. 
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The man’s eyes glistened wildly in the binnacle light as he jumped 


round to the other side and spun round the wheel. 

I walked to the break of the poop. On the overshadowed deck all 
hands stood by the forebraces waiting for my order. The stars ahead 
seemed to be gliding from right to left. And all was so still in the 
world that I heard the quiet remark “She’s round,” passed in a tone 
of intense relief between two seamen. 

“Let go and haul.” 

The foreyards ran round with a great noise, amidst cheery cries. 
And now the frightful whiskers made themselves heard giving vari- 
ous orders. Already the ship was drawing ahead. And I was alone 
with her. Nothing! no one in the world should stand now between 
us, throwing a shadow on the way of silent knowledge and mute 
affection, the perfect communion of a seaman with his first command. 

Walking to the taffrail, I was in time to make out, on the very 
edge of a darkness thrown by a towering black mass like the very 
gateway of Erebus—yes, I was in time to catch an evanescent glimpse 
of my white hat left behind to mark the spot where the secret sharer 
of my cabin and of my thoughts, as though he were my second self, 
had lowered himself into the water to take his punishment: a free 
man, a proud swimmer striking out for a new destiny. 
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DRY SEPTEMBER + SHINGLES FOR THE LORD +: THE OLD 
PEQPLE 


As a boy in Oxford, Mississippi, where his father was treasurer 
of the University, William Faulkner became acquainted with 
the legendary Southern past through family reminiscences. One 
great-grandfather, for example, had been a Mexican War vet- 
eran, a guerilla leader in the Civil War, a railroad builder, and 
author of the best-selling novel, The White Rose of Memphis. 
Perhaps because he associated the American army with the Union 
army of the Civil War, the young William Faulkner preferred 
to join the British Air Force during World War I. 

While training in England, before active service (in which he 
was wounded), Faulkner took courses at Oxford University that 
were open to servicemen. His formal education, however, was 
scanty and sporadic. For a decade or so after the war, until his 
books began selling well, he supported himself in his home town, 
as Thoreau had in Concord, by odd jobs of farming and car- 
pentry. Two of his best early novels were written in the slack 
hours while he was night engineer in a power plant. On a pro- 
longed visit to New Orleans in 1924 he became a friend of Sher- 
wood Anderson, who helped place his work with publishers. For 
the next quarter of a century, except for occasional writing as- 
signments in Hollywood, Faulkner stayed in Oxford, Mississippi, 
refusing all contact with the literary and academic world. Since 
1950, however, when he received the Nobel Prize, Faulkner has 
made trips to Europe and Japan as semi-official representative of 
American culture. He has also declared himself publicly on such 
questions as that of racial segregation. 

The postwar disillusionment of the 1g20’s intensified Faulk- 
net’s preoccupation with the defeat or self-destruction of Southern 


chivalry in the Civil War. From a doomed and disintegrating 
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present, his novels look back to a romantic, though often terrible, 
past. Faulkner’s literary tastes are romantic also—he likes Keats, 
Shelley, Swinburne, Housman, and the later Elizabethans—and 
in his fiction violent extremes of action and emotion are ex- 
pressed with lyrical and rhetorical exuberance. His formal ex- 
periments, his use of flashbacks, interior monologues, and in- 
credibly long and involved sentences make his work sometimes 
bewildering and difficult to read. Most of it is well worth the 
effort, however. 

As the novelist Balzac did for early nineteenth-century France, 
Faulkner has created in his work a sociologically true picture 
of the South he knows so well. He peoples his imaginary 
Yoknapatawpha County with a wide range of profoundly repre- 
sentative characters, gentlemen and_ scoundrels, planters and 
traders, Negroes, Indians and poor whites. The same characters 
turn up in different novels, now in a major role, now in a minor, 
and from book to book we Piece together the eventful family 
histories of the Sartoris, Snopes, McCaslin, Bundren and other 
clans. Each work illuminates some of the others, though they 
cannot be arranged in any ordered sequence. 

Like D. H. Lawrence, Faulkner has a strong feeling for man’s 
relation to nature, to animals and to the past, especially when 
the human imagination has made that past more or less legendary 
or mythical. Unlike Lawrence, Faulkner writes about a single 
region where he himself has roots. But what his work ultimately 
dramatizes, he says, is “the human heart in conflict with itself,” 
In his Nobel Prize acceptance speech, he referred in very much 
the same terms as Conrad had done to the “old universal truths 
lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed—love and 
honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice.” 

Faulkner has recently been the subject of more critical discus- 
sion than any other modern American novelist except Henry 
James. Because his works are all related, it can be seen that even 
imperfect ones like Sanctuary (1931), The Wild Palms (1939), 
and Requiem for a Nun (1951), contribute significantly to the 
whole. Among the best novels are The Sound and the Fury 
(1929), ds I Lay Dying (1930), Light in August (1932), 
Absalom, Absalom! (1936), The Hamlet (1940), and Intruder 
in the Dust (1948). The critical response to A Fable (1954), 
an elaborate allegorical treatment of Christianity and war, was 
largely unfavorable. 

Like Sherwood Anderson and D. H. Lawrence, Faulkner often 
gives more unity of form and feeling to his short stories, of 
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which he has written a great many, than to his novels. “Dry 
September” is one of the most famous of all lynching stories. 
Despite the emotional charge of the material and Faulkner’s 
deep identification with the South, he describes the event from 
several perspectives with perfect truth and humanity. Comic 
tales of swapping, outwitting and malingering were very pop- 
ular in the local-color tradition from which Faulkner's work in 
part derives. Faulkner is a master of such story-telling, but 
“Shingles for the Lord” develops into something of deeper sig- 
nificance as the characters of clergyman and father define them- 
selves in the climactic scene at the end. Imagined through his 
family’s eyes, the father is a disturbing and complicated figure. 
In “The Old People,” the sense of the past, of race, and of soil, 
is so much alive that it seems perfectly appropriate to make the 
hunting experience a kind of initiation rite, as among primitive 
peoples, and to suggest the supernaturalism of myth. 


DRY SEPTEMBER 


Through the bloody September twilight, aftermath of sixty-two 
tainless days, it had gone like fire in a dry grass—the rumor, the 
story, whatever it was. Something about Miss Minnie Cooper and 
a Negro. Attacked, insulted, frightened: none of them, gathered in 
the barbershop on that Saturday evening where the ceiling fan stirred, 
without freshening it, the vitiated air, sending back upon them, in 
recurrent surges of stale pomade and lotion, their own stale breath 
and odors, knew exactly what had happened. 

“Except it wasn’t Will Mayes,” a barber said. He was a man of 
middle age; a thin, sand-colored man with a mild face, who was 
shaving a client. “I know Will Mayes. He’s a good nigger. And | 
know Miss Minnie Cooper, too.” 

“What do you know about her?” a second barber said. 


DRY SEPTEMBER. From Collected Stories of William Faulkner. Copyright 1930 
and renewed 1958 by William Faulkner. Reprinted by permission of Random 


House, Inc. 
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“Who is she?” the client said. “A girl?’” 

“No,” the barber said. “She’s about forty, I reckon. She ain’t mar- 
ried. That’s why I don’t believe—” 

“Believe hell!” a hulking youth in a sweat-stained silk shirt said. 
“Won't you take a white woman’s word before a nigget’s?”’ 

“T don’t believe Will Mayes did it,” the barber said. “I know Will 
Mayes.” 

“Maybe you know who did it, then. Maybe you already got him 
out of town, you damn nigger-lover.” 

“I don’t believe anybody did anything. I don’t believe anything 
happened. I leave it to you fellows if them ladies that gets old with- 
out getting married don’t have notions that a man can’t—” 

“Then you're a hell of a white man,” the client said. He moved 
under the cloth. The youth had sprung to his feet. 

“You don’t?” he said. “Do you accuse a white woman of telling a 
lie?” 

The barber held the razor poised above the half-risen client. He 
did not look around. 

“Tt’s this durn weather,” another said. “It’s enough to make any 
man do anything. Even to her.” 

Nobody laughed. The barber said in his mild, stubborn tone: “I 
ain’t accusing nobody of nothing. I just know and you fellows know 
how a woman that never. 

“You damn nigger-lover!” the youth said. 

“Shut up, Butch,” another said. “We'll get the facts in plenty of 
time to act. 

“Who is? Who’s getting them?” the youth said. “Facts, hell! I—” 

“You're a fine white man,” the client said. “Ain’t you?” In his 
frothy beard he looked like a desert-rat in the moving pictures. “You 
tell them, Jack,” he said to the youth. “If they ain’t any white men 
in this town, you can count on me, even if I ain’t only a drummer 
and a stranger.” 

“That’s right, boys,” the barber said. “Find out the truth first. I 
know Will Mayes.” 

“Well, by God!” the youth shouted. “To think that a white man 
in this town—” 

“Shut up, Butch,” the second speaker said. “We got plenty of 
time. 


The client sat up. He looked at the speaker. “Do you claim that 
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anything excuses a nigger attacking a white woman? Do you mean 
to tell me that you're a white man and you'll stand for it? You better 
go back North where vou come from. The South don’t want your 
kind here.” 

“North what?” the second said. “I was born and raised in this 
town.” 

“Well, by God!” the youth said. He looked about with a strained, 
baffled gaze, as if he was trying to remember what it was he wanted 
to say or to do. He drew his sleeve across his sweating face. “Damn 
if ’'m going to let a white woman—” 

“You tell them, Jack,” the drummer said. “By God, if they—” 

The screen-door crashed open. A man stood in the floor, his feet 
apart and his heavy-set body poised easily. His white shirt was open 
at the throat; he wore a felt hat. His hot, bold glance swept the 
group. His name was Plunkett. He had commanded troops at the 
front in France and had been decorated for valor. 

“Well,” he said, “are you going to sit there and let a black son rape 
a white woman on the streets of Jefferson?” 

Butch sprang up again. The silk of his shirt clung flat to his heavy 
shoulders. At each armpit was a dark half-moon. “That’s what I been 
telling them! That’s what I—” 

“Did it really happen?” a third said. “This ain’t the first man-scare 
she ever had, like Hawkshaw says. Wasn’t there something about a 
man on the kitchen roof, watching her undress, about a year ago?” 

“What?” the client said. “What's that?” The barber had been 
slowly forcing him back into the chair; he arrested himself reclining, 
his head lifted, the barber still pressing him down. 

Plunkett whirled on the third speaker. “Happen? What the hell 
difference does it make? Are you going to let the black sons get away 
with it until one really does it?” 

“That’s what I’m telling them!” Butch shouted. He cursed, long 
and steady, pointless. 

“Here, here,” a fourth said. “Not so loud. Don’t talk so loud.” 

“Sure,” Plunkett said; “no talking necessary at all. I’ve done my 
talking. Who’s with me? ” He poised on the balls of his feet, roving 
his gaze. 

The barber held the client’s face down, the razor poised. “Find out 
the facts first, boys. I know Willy Mayes. It wasn’t him. Let’s get 
the sheriff and do this thing right.” 
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Plunkett whirled upon him his furious, rigid face. The barber did 
not look away. They looked like men of different races. The other 
barbers had ceased also above their prone clients. “You mean to tell 
me,” Plunkett said, “that you'd take a nigger’s word before a white 
woman's? Why, you damn nigger-loving—" 

The third rose and grasped Plunkett’s arm; he too had been a 
soldier. “Now, now! Let’s figure this thing out. Who knows anything 
about what really happened?” 

“Figure out hell!” Plunkett jerked his arm free. “All that’re with 
me get up from there. The ones that ain’t—” He roved his gaze, 
dragging his sleeve across his face. 

Three men rose. The client in the chair sat up. “Here,” he said, 
jerking at the cloth around his neck; “get this rag off me. I’m with 
him. I don’t live here, but, by God, if-our mothers and wives and 
sisters—’ He smeared the cloth over his face and flung it to the floor. 
Plunkett stood in the floor and cursed the others. Another rose and 
moved toward him. The remainder sat uncomfortably, not looking at 
one another, then one by one they rose and joined him. 

The barber picked the cloth from the floor. He began to fold it 
neatly. “Boys, don’t do that. Will Mayes never done it. I know.” 

“Come on,” Plunkett said. He whirled. From his hip pocket pro- 
truded the butt of a heavy automatic pistol. They went out. The 
screen-door crashed behind them reverberant in the dead air. 

The barber wiped the razor carefully and swiftly, and put it away, 
and ran to the rear, and took his hat from the wall. “TIl be back soon 
as I can,” he said to the other barbers. “I can’t let-—’ He went out, 
running. The two other barbers followed him to the door and caught 
it on the rebound, leaning out and looking up the street after him. 
The air was flat and dead. It had a metallic taste at the base of the 
tongue. 

“What can he do?” the first said. The second one was saying “Jees 
Christ, Jees Christ” under his breath. “I'd just as lief be Will Mayes 
as Hawk, if he gets Plunkett riled.” 

“Jees Christ, Jees Christ,” the second whispered. 

“You reckon he really done it to her?” the first said. 


II 


She was thirty-eight or thirty-nine. She lived in a small frame house 
with her invalid mother and a thin, sallow, unflagging aunt, where 
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each morning, between ten and eleven, she would appear on the porch 
in a lace-trimmed boudoir cap, to sit swinging in the porch swing until 
noon. After dinner she lay down for a while, until the afternoon began 
to cool. Then, in one of the three or four new voile dresses which 
she had each summer, she would go down-town to spend the after- 
noon in the stores with the other ladies, where they would handle the 
goods and haggle over prices in cold, immediate voices, without any 
intention of buying. 

She was of comfortable people—not the best in Jefferson, but good 
people enough—and she was still on the slender side of ordinary- 
looking, with a bright, faintly haggard manner and dress. When she 
was young she had had a slender, nervous body and a sort of hard 
vivacity which had enabled her to ride for the time upon the crest 
of the town’s social life as exemplified by the high-school party and 
church-social period of her contemporaries while still children enough 
to be un-class-conscious. 

She was the last to realize that she was losing ground; that those 
among whom she had been a little brighter and louder flame than any 
other were beginning to learn the pleasure of snobbery—male—and 
xetaliation—female. That was when her face began to wear that 
bright, haggard look. She still carried it to parties on shadowy porticos 
and summer lawns, like a mask or a flag, with that bafflement and 
furious repudiation of truth in her eyes. One evening at a party she 
heard a boy and two girls, all schoolmates, talking. She never ac- 
cepted another invitation. 

She watched the girls with whom she had grown up as they mar- 
ried and got houses and children, but no man ever called on her 
steadily until the children of the other girls had been calling her 
“aunty” for several years, the while their mothers told them in bright 
voices about how popular Minnie had been as a girl. Then the town 
began to see her driving on Sunday afternoons with the cashier in 
the bank. He was a widower of about forty—a high-colored man, 
smelling always faintly of the barbershop or of whiskey. He owned 
the first automobile in town, a red runabout; Minnie had the first 
motoring bonnet and veil the town ever saw. Then the town began 
to say: “Poor Minnie!” “But she is old enough to take care of her- 
self,” others said. That was when she first asked her schoolmates that 
the children call her “cousin” instead of “aunty.” 

It was twelve years now since she had been relegated into adultery 
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by public opinion, and eight years since the cashier had gone to a 
Memphis bank, returning for one day each Christmas, which he 
spent at an annual bachelors’ party in a hunting-club on the river. 
From behind their curtains the neighbors would see him pass, and 
during the across-the-street Christmas-day visiting they would tell 
her about him, about how well he looked, and how they heard that 
he was prospering in the city, watching with bright, secret eyes her 
haggard, bright face. Usually by that hour there would be the scent 
of whiskey on her breath. It was supplied her by a youth, a clerk 
at the soda-fountain: “Sure; I buy it for the old gal. I reckon she’s 
entitled to a little fun.” 

Her mother kept to her room altogether now; the gaunt aunt ran 
the house. Against that background Minnie’s bright dresses, her idle 
and empty days, had a quality of furious unreality. She went out in 
the evenings only with women now, neighbors, to the moving pic- 
tures. Each afternoon she dressed in one of the new dresses and went 
down-town alone, where her young cousins were already strolling in 
the late afternoons with their delicate, silken heads and thin, awkward 
arms and conscious hips, clinging to one another or shrieking and 
giggling with paired boys in the soda-fountain when she passed and 
went on along the serried stores, in the doors of which sitting and 
lounging men did not even follow her with their eyes any more. 


TET 


The barber went swiftly up the street where the sparse lights, insect- 
swirled, glared in rigid and violent suspension in the lifeless air. The 
day had died in a pall of dust; above the darkened square, shrouded 
by the spent dust, the sky was clear as the inside of a brass bell. Be- 
low the east was a rumor of the twice-waxed moon. 

When he overtook them Plunkett and three others were getting 
into a car parked in an alley. Plunkett stooped his thick head, peering 
out beneath the top. “Changed your mind, did your” he said. “Damn 
good thing; by God, tomorrow when this town hears about how you 
talked tonight—” 

“Now, now,” the other ex-soldier said. “Hawkshaw’s all right. 
Come on, Hawk; jump in!” 

“Will Mayes never done it, boys,” the barber said. “If anybody 
done it. Why, you all know well as I do there ain’t any town where 


they got better niggers than us. And you know how a lady will kind 
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of think things about men when there ain’t any reason to, and Miss 
Minnie anyway—” 

“Sure, sure,” the soldier said. “We're just going to talk to him a 
little; that’s all.” 

“Talk hell!” Butch said. “When we're done with the—” 

“Shut up, for God’s sake!” the soldier said. “Do you want every- 
body in town—” 

“Tell them, by God!” Plunkett said. “Tell every one of the sons 
that'll let a white woman—” 

“Let’s go; let’s go: here’s the other car.” The second car slid squeal- 
ing out of a cloud of dust at the alley-mouth. Plunkett started his car 
and backed out and took the lead. Dust lay like fog in the street. 
The street lights hung nimbused as in water. They drove on out of 
town. 

A rutted lane turned at right angles. Dust hung above it too, and 
above all the land. The dark bulk of the ice-plant, where the Negro 
Mayes was night-watchman, rose against the sky. “Better stop here, 
hadn’t we?” the soldier said. Plunkett did not reply. He hurled the 
car up and slammed to a stop, the headlights glaring on the blank 
wall. 

“Listen here, boys,” the barber said; “if he’s here, don’t that prove 
he never done it? Don’t it? If it was him, he would run. Don’t you 
see he would?” The second car came up and stopped. Plunkett got 
down; Butch sprang down beside him. “Listen, boys,” the barber said. 

“Cut the lights off!” Plunkett said. The breathless darkness rushed 
down. There was no sound in it save their lungs as they sought air 
in the parched dust in which for two months they had lived; then the 
diminishing crunch of Plunkett’s and Butch’s feet, and a moment 
later, Plunkett’s voice: 

EW lee Wilt!” 

Below the east the wan hemorrhage of the moon increased. It 
heaved above the ridge, silvering the air, the dust, so that they seemed 
to breathe, live, in a bowl of molten lead. There was no sound of 
night-bird nor insect, no sound save their breathing and a faint tick- 
ing of contracting metal about the cars. Where their bodies touched 
one another they seemed to sweat dryly, for no more moisture came. 
“Christ!” a voice said; “let’s get out of here.” 

But they didn’t move until vague noises began to grow out of the 
darkness ahead; then they got out and waited tensely in the breath- 
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less dark. There was another sound: a blow, a hissing expulsion of 
breath and Plunkett cursing in undertone. They stood a moment 
longer, then they ran forward. They ran in a stumbling clump, as 
though they were fleeing something. “Kill him, kill the son!” a voice 
whispered. Plunkett flung them back. 

“Not here,” he said. “Get him into the car.” They hauled the 
Negro up. “Kill him, kill the black son!” the voice murmured. They 
dragged the Negro to the car. The barber had waited beside the car. 
He could feel himself sweating and he knew he was going to be sick 
at the stomach. 

“What is it, captains?” the Negro said. “I ain’t done nothing. 
"Fore God, Mr. John.” Someone produced handcuffs. They worked 
busily about him as though he were a post, quiet, intent, getting in 
one another’s way. He submitted to the handcuffs, looking swiftly 
and constantly from dim face to face. “Who's here, captains?” he 
said, leaning to peer into the faces until they could feel his breath and 
smell his sweaty reek. He spoke a name or two. “What you-all say 
I done, Mr. John?” 

Plunkett jerked the car-door open. “Get in!” he said. 

The Negro did not move. “What you-all going to do with me, Mr. 
John? I ain’t done nothing. White folks, captains, I ain’t done noth- 
ing: I swear ‘fore God.” He called another name. 

“Get in!” Plunkett said. He struck the Negro. The others expelled 
their breath in a dry hissing and struck him with random blows, and 
he whirled and cursed them, and swept his manacled hands across 
their faces and slashed the barber upon the mouth, and the barber 
struck him also. “Get him in there,” Plunkett said. They pushed at 
him. He ceased struggling and got in, and sat quietly as the others 
took their places. He sat between the barber and the soldier, draw- 
ing his limbs in so as not to touch them, his eyes going swiftly and 
constantly from face to face. Butch clung to the running-board. The 
car moved on. The barber nursed his mouth in his handkerchief. 

“What's the matter, Hawk?” the soldier said. 

“Nothing,” the barber said. They regained the high road and 
turned away from town. The second car dropped back out of the 
dust. They went on, gaining speed; the final fringe of houses dropped 
behind. 

“Goddam, he stinks!” the soldier said. 
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“We'll fix that,” the man in front beside Plunkett said. On the 
running-board Butch cursed into the hot rush of air. The barber 
leaned suddenly forward and touched Plunkett’s shoulder. 

“Let me out, John.” 

“Jump out, nigger-lover,” Plunkett said without turning his head. 
He drove swiftly. Behind them the sourceless lights of the second 
car glared in the dust. Presently Plunkett turned into a narrow road. 
It too was rutted in disuse. It led back to an old brick-kiln—a series 
of reddish mounds and weed-and-vine-choked vats without bottom. 
It had been used for pasture once, until one day the owner missed 
one of his mules. Although he prodded carefully in the vats with a 
long pole, he could not even find the bottom of them. 

“John,” the barber said. 

“Jump out, then,” Plunkett said, hurling the car along the ruts. 
Beside the barber the Negro spoke: 

“Mr. Henry.” 

The barber sat forward. The narrow tunnel of the road rushed up 
and past. Their motion was like an extinct furnace blast: cooler, but 
utterly dead. The car bounded from rut to rut. 

“Mr. Henry,” the Negro said. 

The barber began to tug furiously at the door. “Look out, there!” 
the soldier said, but he had already kicked the door open and swung 
onto the running-board. The soldier leaned across the Negro and 
grasped at him, but he had already jumped. The car went on without 
checking speed. 

The impetus hurled him crashing, through dust-sheathed weeds, 
into the ditch. Dust puffed about him, and in a thin, vicious crackling 
of sapless stems he lay choking and retching until the second car 
passed and died away. Then he rose and limped on until he reached 
the high road and turned toward town, brushing at his clothes with 
his hands. The moon was higher, riding high and clear of the dust 
at last, and after a while the town began to glare beneath the dust. 
He went on, limping. Presently he heard the cars and the glow of 
them grew in the dust behind him and he left the road and crouched 
again in the weeds until they passed. Plunkett’s car came last now. 
There were four people in it and Butch was not on the running- 
board. 


They went on; the dust swallowed them; the glare and the sound 
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died away. The dust of them hung for a while, but soon the eternal 
dust absorbed it again. The barber climbed back onto the road and 
limped on toward town. a 

As she dressed after supper, on that Saturday evening, her own 
flesh felt like fever. Her hands trembled among the hooks and eyes, 
and her eyes had a feverish look, and her hair swirled crisp and crack- 
ling under the comb. While she was still dressing, the friends called 
for her and sat while she donned her sheerest underthings and stock- 
ings and a new voile dress. “Do you feel strong enough to go out?” 
they said, their eyes bright too, with a dark glitter. “When you have 
had time to get over the shock, you must tell us what happened. 
What he said and did; everything.” 

Im the leafed darkness, as they walked toward the square, she began — 
to breathe deeply, something like a swimmer preparing to dive, until 
she ceased trembling, the four of them walking slowly because of the 
terrible heat and out of solicitude for her. But as they neared the 
square she began to tremble again, walking with her head up, her 
hands clinched at her sides, their voices about her murmurous, also 
with that feverish, glittering quality of their eyes. 

They entered the square, she in the center of the group, fragile in 
her fresh dress. She was trembling worse. She walked slower and 
slower, as children eat ice-cream, her head up and her eyes bright in 
the haggard banner of her face, passing the hotel and the coatless 
drummers in chairs along the curb looking around at her: “That’s the 
one: see? The one in pink in the middle.” “Is that her? What did 
they do with the nigger? Did they—?” “Sure. He’s all right.” “All 
right, is he?” “Sure. He went on a little trip.” Then the drug-store, 
where even the young men lounging in the doorway tipped their hats 
and followed with their eyes the motion of her hips and legs when 
she passed. 

They went on, passing the lifted hats of the gentlemen, the sud- 
denly ceased voices, protective, deferent. “Do you see?” the friends 
said. Their voices sounded like long hovering sighs of hissing exulta- 
tion. “There’s not a Negro on the square. Not one.” 

They reached the picture-show. It was like a miniature fairyland 
with its lighted lobby and colored lithographs of life caught in its 
terrible and beautiful mutations. Her lips began to tingle. In the 


dark, when the picture began, it would be all right; she could hold 
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back the laughing so it would not waste away so fast and so soon. So 
she hurried on before the turning faces, the undertones of low aston- 
ishment, and they took their accustomed places where she could see 
the aisle against the silver glare and the young men and girls coming 
in two and two against it. 

The lights flicked away; the screen glowed silver, and soon life 
began to unfold, beautiful and passionate and sad, while still the 
young men and girls entered, scented and sibilant in the half-dark, 
their paired backs in silhouette delicate and sleek, their slim, quick 
bodies awkward, divinely young, while beyond them the silver dream 
accumulated, inevitably on and on. She began to laugh. In trying to 
supptess it, it made more noise than ever; heads began to turn. Still 
laughing, her friends raised her and led her out; and she stood at the 
curb, laughing on a high, sustained note, until the taxi came up and 
they helped her in. 

They removed the pink voile and the sheer underthings, and the 
stockings, and put her to bed, and cracked ice for her temples, and 
sent for the doctor. He was hard to locate, so they ministered to her 
with hushed ejaculations, renewing the ice and fanning her. While 
the ice was fresh and cold she stopped laughing and lay still for a 
time, moaning only a little. But soon the laughing welled again and 
her voice rose screaming. 

“Shhbhhhbhhhhh! Shhhhhhhhhhh!” they said, freshening the ice- 
pack, smoothing her hair, examining it for gray; “poor girl!” Then to 
one another: “Do you suppose anything really ha ened?” their eyes 
darkly aglitter, secret and passionate. “Shhhhbhhhhhh! Poor girl! 
Poor Minnie!” 

Vv 

It was midnight when Plunkett drove up to his neat new house. 
It was trim and fresh as a bird-cage and almost as small, with its 
clean green-and-white paint. He locked the car and mounted the porch 
and entered. His wife rose from a chair beside the reading-lamp. 
Plunkett stopped in the floor and stared at her until she looked down. 

“T ook at that clock!” he said, lifting his arm, pointing. She stood 
before him, her face lowered, a magazine in her hands. Her face was 
pale, strained, and weary-looking. “Haven't I told you about sitting 
up like this, waiting to see when I come in?” 

“John!” she said. She laid the magazine down. Poised on the balls 
of his feet, he glared at her with his hot eyes, his sweating face. 
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“Didn’t I tell you?” He went toward her. She looked up then. He 
caught her shoulder. She stood passive, looking at him. 

“Don’t, John. I couldn’t sleep. . . . The heat; something. Please, 
John. You're hurting me.” 

“Didn't I tell your” He released her and half struck, half flung 
her across the chair, and she lay there and watched him quietly as 
he left the room. 

He went on through the house, ripping off his shirt, and on the 
dark, screened porch at the rear he stood and mopped his head and 
shoulders with the shirt and flung it away. He took the pistol from 
his hip and laid it on the table beside the bed, and sat on the bed and 
removed his shoes, and rose and slipped his trousers off. He was 
sweating again already, and he stooped and hunted furiously for the 
shirt. At last he found it and wiped his body again, and, with his body 
pressed against the dusty screen, he stood panting. There was no 
movement, no sound, not even an insect. The dark world seemed to 
lie stricken beneath the cold moon and the lidless stars. 


SHINGLES FOR HE LORD 


Pap got up a good hour before daylight and caught the mule and 
rid down to Killegrew’s to borrow the froe and maul. He ought to 
been back with it in forty minutes. But the sun had rose and I had 
done milked and fed and was eating my breakfast when he got back, 
with the mule not only in a lather but right on the edge of the thumps 
too. 

“Fox hunting,” he said. “Fox hunting. A seventy-year-old man, 
with both feet and one knee, too, already in the grave, squatting all 
night on a hill and calling himself listening to a fox race that he 
couldn’t even hear unless they had come right up onto the same log 
he was setting on and bayed into his ear trumpet. Give me my break- 
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fast,” he told maw. “Whitfield is standing there right this minute, 
straddle of that board tree with his watch in his hand.” 

And he was. We rid on past the church, and there was not only 
Solon Quick’s school-bus truck but Reverend Whitfield’s old mare 
too. We tied the mule to a sapling and hung our dinner bucket on 
a limb, and with pap toting Killegrew’s froe and maul and the wedges 
and me toting our ax, we went on to the board tree where Solon 
and Homer Bookwright, with their froes and mauls and axes and 
wedges, was setting on two upended cuts, and Whitfield was stand- 
ing jest like pap said, in his boiled shirt and his black hat and pants 
and necktie, holding his watch in his hand. It was gold and in the 
morning sunlight it looked big as a full-growed squash. 

“You're late,” he said. 

So pap told again about how Old Man Killegrew had been off 
fox hunting all night, and nobody at home to lend him the froe but 
Mrs. Killegrew and the cook. And naturally, the cook wasn’t going 
to lend none of Killegrew’s tools out, and Mrs. Killegrew was worser 
deaf than even Killegrew. If you was to run in and tell her the house 
was afire, she would jest keep on rocking and say she thought so, too, 
unless she began to holler back to the cook to turn the dogs loose 
before you could even open your mouth. 

“You could have gone yesterday and borrowed the froe,” Whitfield 
said. “You have known for a month now that you had promised this 
one day out of a whole summer toward putting a roof on the house 
of God.” 

“We ain’t but two hours late,” pap said. “I reckon the Lord will 
forgive it. He ain’t interested in time, nohow. He’s interested in sal- 
vation.” 

Whitfield never even waited for pap to finish. It looked to me like 
he even got taller, thundering down at pap like a cloudburst. “He 
ain't interested in neither! Why should He be, when He owns them 
both? And why He should turn around for the poor, mizzling souls 
of men that can’t even borrow tools in time to replace the shingles 
on His church, I don’t know either. Maybe it’s just because He made 
them. Maybe He just said to Himself: ‘I made them; I don’t know 
why. But since I did, I Godfrey, I'll roll My sleeves up and drag 
them into glory whether they will or no!’ ” 

But that wasn’t here nor there either now, and I reckon he knowed 
it, jest like he knowed there wasn’t going to be nothing atall here as 
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long as he stayed. So he put the watch back into his pocket and mo- 
tioned Solon and Homer up, and we all taken off our hats except him 
while he stood there with his face raised into the sun and his eyes 
shut and his eyebrows looking like a big iron-gray caterpillar lying 
along the edge of a cliff. “Lord,” he said, “make them good straight 
shingles to lay smooth, and let them split out easy; they’re for You,” 
and opened his eyes and looked at us again, mostly at pap, and went 
and untied his mare and clumb up slow and stiff, like old men do, 
and rid away. 

Pap put down the froe and maul and laid the three wedges in a 
neat row on the ground and taken up the ax. 

“Well, men,” he said, “let’s get started. We're already late.” 

“Me and Homer ain’t,” Solon said. “We was here.” This time him 
and Homer didn’t set on the cuts. They squatted on their heels. Then 
I seen that Homer was whittling on a stick. | hadn’t noticed it before. 

“T make it two hours and a little over,” Solon said. “More or less.” 

Pap was still about half stooped over, holding the ax. “It’s nigher 
one,” he said. “But call it two for the sake of the argument. What 
about it?” 

“What argument?” Homer said. 

“All right,” pap said. “Two hours then. What about it?” 

“Which is three man-hour units a hour, multiplied by two hours,” 
Solon said. “Or a total of six work units.” When the WPA first come 
to Yoknapatawpha County and started to giving out jobs and grub 
and mattresses, Solon went in to Jefferson to get on it. He would 
drive his school-bus truck the twenty-two miles in to town every 
morning and come back that night. He done that for almost a week 
before he found out he would not only have to sign his farm off into 
somebody else’s name, he couldn’t even own and run the school bus 
that he had built himself. So he come back that night and never went 
back no more, and since then hadn’t nobody better mention WPA 
to him unless they aimed to fight, too, though every now and then 
he would turn up with something all figured down into work units 
like he done now. “Six units short.” 

“Four of which you and Homer could have already worked out 
while you was setting here waiting on me,” pap said. 

“Except that we didn’t,” Solon said. “We promised Whitfield two 
units of twelve three-unit hours toward getting some new shingles 
on the church roof. We been here ever since sunup, waiting for the 
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third unit to show up, so we could start. You don’t seem to kept u 
with these modren ideas about work that’s been flooding and uplift- 
ing the country in the last few years.” 

“What modren ideas?” pap said. “I didn’t know there was but one 
idea about work—until it is done, it ain’t done, and when it is done, 
it: is.” 

Homer made another long, steady whittle on the stick. His knife 
was sharp as a razor. 

Solon taken out his snuftbox and filled the top and tilted the snuff 
into his lip and offered the box to Homer, and Homer shaken his 
head, and Solon put the top back on the box and put the box back 
into his pocket. 

“So,” pap said, “jest because I had to wait two hours for a old 
seventy-year man to get back from fox hunting that never had no 
more business setting out in the woods all night than he would ’a’ 
had setting all night in a highway juke joint, we all three have got 
to come back here tomorrow to finish them two hours that you and 
Homer—” 

“I ain't,” Solon said. “I don’t know about Homer. I promised 
Whitfield one day. I was here at sunup to start it. When the sun goes 
down, I will consider I have done finished it.” 

“T see,” pap said. “I see. It’s me that’s got to come back. By myself. 
I got to break into a full morning to make up them two hours that 
you and Homer spent resting. I got to spend two hours of the next 
day making up for the two hours of the day before that you and 
Homer never even worked.” 

“It’s going to more than jest break into a morning,” Solon said. 
“It’s going to wreck it. There’s six units left over. Six one-man-hour 
units. Maybe you can work twice as fast as me and Homer put to- 
gether and finish them in four hours, but I don’t believe you can 
work three times as fast and finish in two.” 

Pap was standing up now. He was breathing hard. We could hear 
him. “So,” he said. “So.” He swung the ax and druv the blade into 
one of the cuts and snatched it up onto its flat end, ready to split. 
“So I’m to be penalized a half day of my own time, from my own 
work that’s waiting for me at home right this minute, to do six hours 
more work than the work you fellers lacked two hours of even doing 
atall, purely and simply because I am jest a average hard-working 
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farmer trying to do the best he can, instead of a durn froe-owning 
millionaire named Quick or Bookwright.” 

They went to work then, splitting the cuts into bolts and riving 
the bolts into shingles for Tull and Snopes and the others that had 
promised for tomorrow to start nailing onto the church roof when 
they finished pulling the old shingles off. They set flat on the ground 
in a kind of circle, with their legs spraddled out on either side of the 
propped-up bolt, Solon and Homer working light and easy and steady 
as two clocks ticking, but pap making every lick of hisn like he was 
killing a moccasin. If he had jest swung the maul half as fast as he 
swung it hard, he would have rove as many shingles as Solon and 
Homer together, swinging the maul up over his head and holding it 
there for what looked like a whole minute sometimes and then swing- 
ing it down onto the blade of the froe, and not only a shingle flying 
off every lick.but the froe going on into the ground clean up to the 
helve eye, and pap setting there wrenching at it slow and steady and 
hard, like he jest wished it would try to hang on a root or a rock 
and stay there. 

“Here, here,” Solon said. “If you don’t watch out you won't have 
nothing to do neither during the six extra units tomorrow morning 
but rest.” 

Pap never even looked up. “Get out of the way,” he said. And 
Solon done it. If he hadn’t moved the water bucket, pap would have 
split it, too, right on top of the bolt, and this time the whole shingle 
went whirling past Solon’s shin jest like a scythe blade. 

“What you ought to do is to hire somebody to work out them 
extra overtime units,” Solon said. 

“With what?” pap said. “T ain't had no WPA experience in dick- 
ering over labor. Get out of the way.” 

But Solon had already moved this time. Pap would have had to 
change his whole position or else made this one curve. So this one 
missed Solon, too, and pap set there wrenching the froe, slow and 
hard and steady, back out of the ground. 

“Maybe there's something else besides cash you might be able to 
trade with,” Solon said. “You might use that dog.” 

That was when pap actually stopped. I didn’t know it myself then 
either, but I found it out a good long time before Solon did. Pap 
set there with the maul up over his head and the blade of the froe 
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set against the block for the next lick, looking up at Solon. “The 
dog?” he said. 

It was a kind of mixed hound, with a little bird dog and some col- 
lie and maybe a considerable of almost anything else, but it would 
ease through the woods without no more noise than a hant and pick 
up a squirrel’s trail on the ground and bark jest once, unless it knowed 
you was where you could see it, and then tiptoe that trail out jest 
like a man and never make another sound until it treed, and onl 
then when it knowed you hadn't kept in sight of it. It belonged to 
pap and Vernon Tull together. Will Varner give it to Tull as a 
puppy, and pap raised it for a half interest; me and him trained it 
and it slept in my bed with me until it got so big maw finally run 
it out of the house, and for the last six months Solon had been trying 
to buy it. Him and Tull had agreed on two dollars for Tull’s half of 
it, but Solon and pap was still six dollars apart on ourn, because pap 
said it was worth ten dollars of anybody’s money and if Tull wasn’t 
going to collect his full half of that, he was going to collect it for him. 

“So that’s it,” pap said. “Them things wasn’t work units atall. 
They was dog units.” 

“Jest a suggestion,” Solon said. “Jest a friendly offer to keep them 
runaway shingles from breaking up your private business for six 
hours tomorrow morning. You sell me your half of that trick over- 
grown fyce and I'll finish these shingles for you.” 

“Naturally including them six extra units of one dollars,” pap said. 

“No, no,” Solon said. “I'll pay you the same two dollars for your 
half of that dog that me and Tull agreed on for his half of it. You 
meet me here tomorrow morning with the dog and you can go on back 
home or wherever them urgent private affairs are located, and forget 
about that church roof.” 

For about ten seconds more, pap set there with the maul up over 
his head, looking at Solon. Then for about three seconds he wasn’t 
looking at Solon or at nothing else. Then he was looking at Solon 
again. It was jest exactly like after about two and nine-tenths seconds 
he found out he wasn’t looking at Solon, so he looked back at him 
as quick as he could. “Hah,” he said. Then he began to laugh. It 
was laughing all right, because his mouth was open and that’s what 
it sounded like. But it never went no further back than his teeth and 
it never come nowhere near reaching as high up as his eyes. And he 
never said “Look out” this time neither. He jest shifted fast on his 
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hips and swung the maul down, the froe done already druv through 
the bolt and into the ground while the shingle was still whirling off 
to slap Solon across the shin. 

Then they went back at it again. Up to this time I could tell pap’s 
licks from Solon’s and Homer's, even with my back turned, not 
because they was louder or steadier, because Solon and Homer worked 
steady, too, and the froe never made no especial noise jest going into 
the ground, but because they was so infrequent; you would hear 
five or six of Solon’s and Homer’s little polite chipping licks before 
you would hear pap’s froe go “chug!” and know that another shingle 
had went whirling off somewhere. But from now on pap’s sounded 
jest as light and quick and polite as Solon’s or Homer’s either, and, 
if anything, even a little faster, with the shingles piling up steadier 
than I could stack them, almost; until now there was going to be 
more than a’plenty of them for Tull and the others to shingle with 
tomorrow, right on up to noon, when we heard Armstid’s farm bell, 
and Solon laid his froe and maul down and looked at his watch too. 
And I wasn’t so far away neither, but by the time | caught up with 
pap he had untied the mule from the sapling and was already on it. 
And maybe Solon and Homer thought they had pap, and maybe 
for a minute I did, too, but I jest wish they could have seen his face 
then. He reached our dinner bucket down from the limb and handed 
it to me. 

“Go on and eat,” he said. “Don’t wait for me. Him and his work 
units. If he wants to know where I went, tell him I forgot something 
and went home to get it. Tell him I had to go back home to get two 
spoons for us to eat our dinner with. No, don’t tell him that. If he 
hears I went somewhere to get something | needed to use, even if 
it’s jest a tool to eat with, he will refuse to believe I jest went home, 
for the reason that I don’t own anything there that even I would 
borrow.” He hauled the mule around and heeled him in the flank. 
Then he pulled up again. “And when I come back, no matter what 
I say, don’t pay no attention to it. No matter what happens, don’t 
you say nothing. Don’t open your mouth a-tall, you hear?” 

Then he went on, and I went back to where Solon and Homer was 
setting on the running board of Solon’s school-bus truck, eating, and 
sho enough Solon said jest exactly what pap said he was going to. 

“I admire his optimism, but he’s mistaken. If it’s something he 
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needs that he can’t use his natural hands and feet for, he’s going 
somewhere else than jest his own house.” 

We had jest went back to the shingles when pap rid up and got 
down and tied the mule back to the sapling and come and taken up 
the ax and snicked the blade into the next cut. 

“Well, men,” he said, “I been thinking about it. I still don’t think 
it’s right, but I still ain’t thought of anything to do about it. But 
somebody’s got to make up for them two hours nobody worked this 
morning, and since you fellers are two to one against me, it looks 
like it’s going to be me that makes them up. But I got work waiting 
at home for me tomorrow. | got corn that’s crying out loud for me 
right now. Or maybe that’s jest a lie too. Maybe the whole thing is, 
I don’t mind admitting here in private that | been outfigured, but 
I be dog if I’m going to set here by myself tomorrow morning ad- 
mitting it in public. Anyway, I ain’t. So I’m going to trade with 
you, Solon. You can have the dog.” 

Solon looked at pap. “I don’t know as I want to trade now,” he said. 

“T see,” pap said. The ax was still stuck in the cut. He began to 
pump it up and down to back it out. 

“Wait,” Solon said. “Put that durn ax down.” But pap held the 
ax raised for the lick, looking at Solon and waiting. “You're swap- 
ping me half a dog for a half a day’s work,” Solon said. 

“Your half of the dog for that half a day’s work you still owe on 
these shingles.” 

“And the two dollars,” pap said. “That you and Tull agreed on. 
I sell you half the dog for two dollars, and you come back here to- 
morrow and finish the shingles. You give me the two dollars now, 
and I’ll meet you here in the morning with the dog, and you can 
show me the receipt from Tull for his half then.” 

“Me and Tull have already agreed,” Solon said. 

“All right,” pap said. “Then you can pay Tull his two dollars and 
bring his receipt with you without no trouble.” 

“Tull will be at the church tomorrow morning, pulling off them 
old shingles,” Solon said. 

“All right,” pap said. “Then it won't be no trouble at all for you 
to get a receipt from him. You ¢an stop at the church when you pass. 
Tull ain’t named Grier. He won’t need to be off somewhere borrow- 
ing a crowbar.” 


So Solon taken out his purse and paid pap the two dollars and they 
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went back to work. And now it looked like they really was trying 
to finish that afternoon, not jest Solon, but even Homer, that didn’t 
seem to be concerned in it nohow, and pap, that had already swapped 
a half a dog to get rid of whatever work Solon claimed would be left 
over. I quit trying to stay up with them; I jest stacked shingles. 

Then Solon laid his froe and maul! down. “Well, men,” he said, “I 
don’t know what you fellers think, but I consider this a day.” 

“All right,” pap said. “You are the one to decide when to quit, 
since whatever elbow units you consider are going to be shy tomor- 
row will be yourn.” 

“That’s a fact,” Solon said. “And since I am giving a day and a 
half to the church instead of jest a day, like I started out doing, I 
reckon I better get on home and tend to a little of my own work.” 
He picked up his froe and maul and ax, and went to his truck and 
stood waiting for Homer to come and get in. 

‘Tl be here in the morning with the dog,” pap said. 

“Sholy,” Solon said. It sounded like he had forgot about the dog, 
or that it wasn’t no longer any importance. But he stood there again 
and looked hard and quiet at pap for about a second. “And a bill of 
sale from Tull for his half of it. As you say, it won't be no trouble 
a-tall to get that from him.” Him and Homer got into the truck and 
he started the engine. You couldn't say jest what it was. It was almost 
like Solon was hurrying himself, so pap wouldn’t have to make any 
excuse or pretense toward doing or not doing anything. “I have al- 
ways understood the fact that lightning don’t have to hit twice is 
one of the reasons why they named it lightning. So getting lightning- 
struck is a mistake that might happen to any man. The mistake I 
seem to made is, I never realized in time that what I was looking at 
was a cloud. I'll see you in the morning.” 

“With the dog,” pap said. 

“Certainly,” Solon said, again like it had slipped his mind com- 
pletely. “With the dog.” 

Then him and Homer drove off. Then pap got up. 

“What?” I said. “What? You swapped him your half of Tull’s dog 
for that half a day’s work tomorrow. Now what?” 

“Yes,” pap said. “Only before that I had already swapped Tull a 
half a day’s work pulling off them old shingles tomorrow, for Tull’s 
half of that dog. Only we ain’t going to wait until tomorrow. We're 
going to pull them shingles off tonight, and without no more racket 


Shingles for the Lord 159 


about it than is necessary. I don’t aim to have nothing on my mind 
tomorrow but watching Mr. Solon Work-Unit Quick trying to get 
a bill of sale for two dollars or ten dollars either on the other half of 
that dog. And we'll do it tonight. I don’t want him jest to find out at 
sunup tomorrow that he is too late. | want him to find out then that 
even when he laid down to sleep he was already too late.” 

So we went back home and I fed and milked while pap went down 
to Killegrew’s to carry the froe and maul back and to borrow a crow- 
bar. But of all places in the world and doing what under the sun 
with it, Old Man Killegrew had went and lost his crowbar out of 
a boat into forty feet of water. And pap said how he come within a 
inch of going to Solon’s and borrowing his crowbar out of pure 
poetic justice, only Solon might have smelled the rat jest from the 
idea of the crowbar. So pap went to Armstid’s and borrowed hisn and 
come back and we et supper and cleaned and filled the lantern while 
maw still tried to find out what we was up to that couldn’t wait till 
morning. 

We left her stil! talking, even as far as the front gate, and come on 
back to the church, walking this time, with the rope and crowbar 
and a hammer for me, and the lantern still dark. Whitfield and 
Snopes was unloading a ladder from Snopes’ wagon when we passed 
the church on the way home before dark, so all we had to do was to 
set the ladder up against the church. Then pap clumb up onto the 
roof with the lantern and pulled off shingles until he could hang the 
lantern inside behind the decking, where it could shine out through 
the cracks in the planks, but you couldn’t see it unless you was 
passing in the road, and by that time anybody would ’a’ already 
heard us. Then I clumb up with the rope, and pap reached it through 
the decking and around a rafter and back and tied the ends around 
our waists, and we started. And we went at it. We had them old 
shingles jest raining down, me using the claw hammer and pap 
using the crowbar, working the bar under a whole patch of shingles 
at one time and then laying back on the bar like in one more lick 
or if the crowbar ever happened for one second to get a solid holt, 
he would tilt up that whole roof at one time like a hinged box lid. 

That’s exactly what he finally done. He laid back on the bar and 
this time it got a holt. It wasn’t jest a patch of shingles, it was a 
whole section of decking, so that when he lunged back he snatched 
that whole section of roof from around the lantern like you would 
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shuck a corn nubbin. The lantern was hanging on a nail. He never 
even moved the nail, he just pulled the board off of it, so that it 
looked like for a whole minute I watched the lantern, and the crow- 
bar, too, setting there in the empty air in a little mess of floating 
shingles, with the empty nail still sticking through the bail of the 
lantern, before the whole thing started down into the church. It hit 
the floor and bounced once. Then it hit the floor again, and this time 
the whole church jest blowed up into a pit of yellow jumping fire, 
with me and pap hanging over the edge of it on two ropes. 

I don’t know what become of the rope nor how we got out of it. 
I don’t remember climbing down. Jest pap yelling behind me and 
pushing me about halfway down the ladder and then throwing me 
the rest of the way by a handful of my overhalls, and then we was 
both on the ground, running for the water barrel. It set under the 
gutter spout at the side, and Armstid was there then; he had hap- 
pened to go out to his lot about a hour back and seen the lantern on 
the church roof, and it stayed on his mind until finally he come up 
to see what was going on, and got there jest in time to stand yelling 
back and forth with pap across the water barrel. And I believe we still 
would have put it out. Pap turned and squatted against the barrel and 
got a holt of it over his shoulder and stood up with that barrel that 
was almost full and run around the corner and up the steps of the 
church and hooked his toe on the top step and come down with the 
barrel busting on top of him and knocking him cold out as a wedge. 

So we had to drag him back first, and maw was there then, and 
Mrs. Armstid about the same time, and me and Armstid run with 
the two fire buckets to the spring, and when we got back there was 
a plenty there, Whitfield, too, with more buckets, and we done 
what we could, but the spring was two hundred yards away and 
ten buckets emptied it and it taken five minutes to fill again, and so 
finally we all jest stood around where pap had come to again with 
a big cut on his head and watched it go. It was a old church, lon 
dried out, and full of old colored-picture charts that Whitfield had 
accumulated for more than fifty years, that the lantern had lit right 
in the middle of when it finally exploded. There was a special nail 
where he would keep a old long nightshirt he would wear to baptize 
in. 1 would use to watch it all the time during church and Sunday 
school, and me and the other boys would go past the church some- 
times jest to peep in at it, because to a boy of ten it wasn’t jest a 
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cloth garment or even a iron armor; it was the old strong Archangel 
Michael his self, that had fit and strove and conquered sin for so 
long that it finally had the same contempt for the human beings 
that returned always to sin as hogs and dogs done that the old strong 
archangel his self must have had. 

For a long time it never burned, even after everything else inside 
had. We could watch it, hanging there among the fire, not like it 
had knowed in its time too much water to burn easy, but like it 
had strove and fit with the devil and all the hosts of hell too long to 
burn in jest a fire that Res Grier started, trying to beat Solon Quick 
out of half a dog. But at last it went, too, not in a hurry still, but 
jest all at once, kind of roaring right on up and out against the 
stars and the far dark spaces. And then there wasn’t nothing but jest 
pap, drenched and groggy-looking, on the ground, with the rest of 
us around him, and Whitfield like always in his boiled shirt and 
his black hat and pants, standing there with his hat on, too, like 
he had strove too long to save what hadn’t ought to been created in 
the first place, from the damnation it didn’t even want to escape, to 
bother to need to take his hat off in any presence. He looked around 
at us from under it; we was all there now, all that belonged to that 
church and used it to be born and marry and die from—us and the 
Armstids and Tulls, and Bookwright and Quick and Snopes. 

“I was wrong,” Whitfield said. “I told you we would meet here 
tomorrow to roof a church. We'll meet here in the morning to raise 
one. 

“Of course we got to have a church,” pap said. “We're going to 
have one. And we're going to have it soon. But there’s some of us 
done already give a day or so this week, at the cost of our own work. 
Which is right and just, and we’re going to give more, and glad to. 
But I don’t believe that the Lord—” 

Whitfield let him finish. He never moved. He jest stood there 
until pap finally run down of his own accord and hushed and set 
there on the ground mostly not looking at maw, before Whitfield 
opened his mouth. 

“Not you,” Whitfield said. “Arsonist.” 

“Arsonist?” pap said. 

“Yes,” Whitheld said. “If there is any pursuit in which you can 
engage without carrying flood and fire and destruction and death 
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behind you, do it. But not one hand shall you lay to this new house 
until you have proved to us that you are to be trusted again with 
the powers and capacities of a man.” He looked about at us again. 
“Tull and Snopes and Armstid have already promised for tomorrow. 
understand that Quick had another half day he intended—” 

“I can give another day,” Solon said. 

“I can give the rest of the week,” Homer said. 

“I ain’t rushed neither,” Snopes said. 

“That will be enough to start with, then,” Whitfield said. “It’s 
late now. Let us all go home.” 

He went first. He didn’t look back once, at the church or at us. 
He went to the old mare and clumb up slow and stiff and powerful, 
and was gone, and we went too, scattering. But I looked back at it. 
It was jest a shell now, with a red and fading core, and I had hated 
it at times and feared it at others, and I should have been glad. But 
there was something that even that fire hadn’t even touched. Maybe 
that’s all it was—jest indestructibility, endurability—that old man 
that could plan to build it back while its walls was still fire-lerce and 
then calmly turn his back and go away because he knowed that the 
men that never had nothing to give toward the new one but their 
work would be there at sunup tomotrow, and the day after that, and 
the day after that, too, as long as it was needed, to give that work to 
build it back again. So it hadn’t gone a-tall; it didn’t no more care 
for that little fire and flood than Whitfield’s old baptizing gown had 
done. Then we was home. Maw had left so fast the lamp was still 
lit, and we could see pap now, still leaving a puddle where he 
stood, with a cut across the back of his head where the barrel had 
busted and the blood-streaked water soaking him to the waist. 

“Get them wet clothes off,’ maw said. 

“I don’t know as I will or not,” pap said. “I been publicly notified 
that I ain’t fitten to associate with white folks, so I publicly notify 
them same white folks and Methodists, too, not to try to associate 
with me, or the devil can have the hindmost.” 

But maw hadn’t even listened. When she come back with a pan 
of water and a towel and the liniment bottle, pap was already in his 
nightshirt. 

“T don’t want none of that neither,” he said. “If my head wasn’t 
worth busting, it ain’t worth patching.” But she never paid no mind 
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to that neither. She washed his head off and dried it and put the 


bandage on and went out again, and pap went and got into bed. 

“Hand me my snuff; then you get out of here and stay out too,” 
he said. 

But before I could do that maw come back. She had a glass of hot 
toddy, and she went to the bed and stood there with it, and pap 
turned his head and looked at it. 

“What's that?” he said. 

But maw never answered, and then he set up in bed and drawed 
a long, shuddering breath—we could hear it—and after a minute 
he put out his hand for the toddy and set there holding it and draw- 
ing his breath, and then he taken a sip of it. 

“I Godfrey, if him and all of them put together think they can 
keep me from working on my own church like ary other man, he 
better be a good man to try it.” He taken another sip of the toddy. 
Then he taken a long one. “Arsonist,” he said. “Work units. Dog 
units. And now arsonist. I Godfrey, what a day!” 
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At first there was nothing. There was the faint, cold, steady rain, 
the gray and constant light of the late November dawn, with the 
voices of the hounds converging somewhere in it and toward them. 
Then Sam Fathers, standing just behind the boy as he had been stand- 
ing when the boy shot his first running rabbit with his first gun and 
almost with the first load it ever carried, touched his shoulder and he 
began to shake, not with any cold. Then the buck was there. He did 
not come into sight; he was just there, looking not like a ghost but as 
if all of light were condensed in him and he were the source of it, not 
only moving in it but disseminating it, already running, seen first as 
you always see the deer, in that split second after he has already seen 
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you, already slanting away in that first soaring bound, the antlers even 
in that dim light looking like a small rocking-chair balanced on his 
head. 

“Now,” Sam Fathers said, “shoot quick, and slow.” 

The boy did not remember that shot at all. He would live to be 
eighty, as his father and his father’s twin brother and their father in 
his turn had lived to be, but he would never hear that shot nor re- 
member even the shock of the gun-butt. He didn’t even remember 
what he did with the gun afterward. He was running. Then he was 
standing over the buck where it lay on the wet earth still in the attitude 
of speed and not looking at all dead, standing over it shaking and 
jerking, with Sam Fathers beside him again, extending the knife. 
“Don’t walk up to him in front,” Sam said. “If he ain’t dead, he will 
cut you all to pieces with his feet. Walk up to him from behind and 
take him by the horn first, so you can hold his head down until you 
can jump away. Then slip your other hand down and hook your 
fingers in his nostrils.” 

The boy did that—drew the head back and the throat taut and drew 
Sam Fathers’ knife across the throat and Sam stooped and dipped his 
hands in the hot smoking blood and wiped them back and forth 
across the boy’s face. Then Sam’s horn rang in the wet gray woods 
and again and again; there was a boiling wave of dogs about them, 
with Tennie’s Jim and Boon Hogganbeck whipping them back after 
each had had a taste of the blood, then the men, the true hunters— 
Walter Ewell whose rifle never missed, and Major de Spain and old 
General Compson and the boy’s cousin, McCaslin Edmonds, grand- 
son of his father’s sister, sixteen years his senior and, since both he 
and McCaslin were only children and the boy’s father had been 
nearing seventy when he was born, more his brother than his cousin 
and more his father than either—sitting their horses and looking 
down at them: at the old man of seventy who had been a Negro for 
two generations now but whose face and bearing were still those of 
the Chickasaw chief who had been his father; and the white boy of 
twelve with the prints of the bloody hands on his face, who had 
nothing to do now but stand straight and not let the trembling show. 

“Did he do all right, Sam?” his cousin McCaslin said. 

“He done all right,” Sam Fathers said. 

They were the white boy, marked forever, and the old dark man 
sired on both sides by savage kings, who had marked him, whose 
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bloody hands had merely formally consecrated him to that which, 
under the man’s tutelage, he had already accepted, humbly and joy- 
fully, with abnegation and with pride too; the hands, the touch, the 
first worthy blood which he had been found at last worthy to draw, 
joining him and the man forever, so that the man would continue to 
live past the boy’s seventy years and then eighty years, long after the 
man himself had entered the earth as chiefs and kings entered it;— 
the child, not yet a man, whose grandfather had lived in the same 
country and in almost the same manner as the boy himself would 
grow up to live, leaving his descendants in the land in his turn as 
his grandfather had done, and the old man past seventy whose grand- 
fathers had owned the land long before the white men ever saw it 
and who had vanished from it now with all their-kind, what of blood 
they left behind them running now in another race and for a while 
even in bondage and now drawing toward the end of its alien and 
irrevocable course, barren, since Sam Fathers had no children. 

His father was Ikkemotubbe himself, who had named himself 
Doom. Sam told the boy about that—how Ikkemotubbe, old Issetib- 
beha’s sister's son, had run away to New Orleans in his youth and 
returned seven years later with a French companion calling himself 
the Chevalier Soeur-Blonde de Vitry, who must have been the Ik- 
kemotubbe of his family too and who was already addressing Ikkemo- 
tubbe as Du Homme;—teturned, came home again, with his foreign 
Aramis and the quadroon slave woman who was to be Sam’s mother, 
and a gold-laced hat and coat and a wicker wine-hamper containing 
a litter of month-old puppies and a gold snuff-box filled with a white 
powder resembling fine sugar. And how he was met at the River 
landing by three or four companions of his bachelor youth, and 
while the light of a smoking torch gleamed on the glittering braid 
of the hat and coat Doom squatted in the mud of the land and took 
one of the puppies from the hamper and put a pinch of the white 
powder on its tongue and the puppy died before the one who was 
holding it could cast it away. And how they returned to the Planta- 
tion where Issetibbeha, dead now, had been succeeded by his son, 
Doom’s fat cousin Moketubbe, and the next day Moketubbe’s eight- 
year-old son died suddenly and that afternoon, in the presence of 
Moketubbe and most of the others (the People, Sam Fathers called 
them) Doom produced another puppy from the wine-hamper and 
put a pinch of the white powder on its tongue and Moketubbe abdi- 
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cated and Doom became in fact The Man which his French friend 
already called him. And how on the day after that, during the cere- 
mony of accession, Doom pronounced a marriage between the preg- 
nant quadroon and one of the slave men which he had just inherited 
(that was how Sam Fathers got his name, which in Chickasaw had 
been Had-Two-Fathers) and two years later sold the man and 
woman and the child who was his own son to his white neighbor, 
Carothers McCaslin. 

That was seventy years ago. The Sam Fathers whom the boy knew 
was already sixty—a man not tall, squat rather, almost sedentary, 
flabby-looking though he actually was not, with hair like a horse’s 
mane which even at seventy showed no trace of white and a face which 
showed no age until he smiled, whose only visible trace of Negro 
blood was a slight dullness of the hair and the fingernails, and some- 
thing else which you did notice about the eyes, which you noticed 
because it was not always there, only in repose and not always then 
—something not in their shape nor pigment but in their expression, 
and the boy’s cousin McCaslin told him what that was: not the 
heritage of Ham, not the mark of servitude but of bondage; the 
knowledge that for a while that part of his blood had been the blood 
of slaves. “Like an old lion or a bear in a cage,” McCaslin said. 
“He was born in the cage and has been in it all his life; he knows 
nothing else. Then he smells something. It might be anything, any 
breeze blowing past anything and then into his nostrils. But there 
for a second was the hot sand or the cane-brake that he never even 
saw himself, might not even know if he did see it and probably does 
know he couldn’t hold his own with it if he got back to it. But 
that’s not what he smells then. It was the cage he smelled. He hadn’t 
smelled the cage until that minute. Then the hot sand or the brake 
blew into his nostrils and blew away, and all he could smell was 
the cage. That's what makes his eyes look like that.” 

“Then let him go!” the boy cried. “Let him go!” 

His cousin laughed shortly. Then he stopped laughing, making 
the sound, that is. It had never been laughing. “His cage aint Mc- 
Caslins,” he said. “He was a wild man. When he was born, all his - 
blood on both sides, except the little white part, knew things that 
had been tamed out of our blood so long ago that we have not only 
forgotten them, we have to live together in herds to protect ourselves 
from our own sources. He was the direct son not only of a warrior 
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but of a chief. Then he grew up and began to learn things, and all 
of a sudden one day he found out that he had been betrayed, the 
blood of the warriors and chiefs had been betrayed. Not by his 
father,” he added quickly. “He probably never held it against old 
Doom for selling him and his mother into slavery, because he prob- 
ably believed the damage was already done before then and it was 
the same warriors’ and chiefs’ blood in him and Doom both that was 
betrayed through the black blood which his mother gave him. Not 
betrayed by the black blood and not wilfully betrayed by his mother, 
but betrayed by her all the same, who had bequeathed him not 
only the blood of slaves but even a little of the very blood which 
had enslaved it; himself his own battleground, the scene of his own 
vanquishment and the mausoleum of his defeat. His cage aint us,” 
McCaslin said. “Did you ever know anybody yet, even your father 
and Uncle Buddy, that ever told him to do or not do anything that 
he ever paid any attention to?” 

That was true. The boy first remembered him as sitting in the door 
of the plantation blacksmith-shop, where he sharpened plow-points 
and mended tools and even did rough carpenter-work when he was 
not in the woods. And sometimes, even when the woods had not 
drawn him, even with the shop cluttered with work which the farm 
waited on, Sam would sit there, doing nothing at all for half a day 
or a whole one, and no man, neither the boy’s father and twin uncle 
in their day nor his cousin McCaslin after he became practical though 
not yet titular master, ever to say to him, “I want this finished by 
sundown” or “why wasn’t this done yesterday?” And once each year, 
in the late fall, in November, the boy would watch the wagon, the 
hooped canvas top erected now, being loaded—the food, hams and 
sausage from the smokehouse, coffee and flour and molasses from the 
commissary, a whole beef killed just last night for the dogs until 
there would be meat in camp, the crate containing the dogs them- 
selves, then the bedding, the guns, the horns and lanterns and axes, 
and his cousin McCaslin and Sam Fathers in their hunting clothes 
would mount to the seat and with Tennie’s Jim sitting on the dog- 
crate they would drive away to Jefferson, to join Major de Spain 
and General Compson and Boon Hogganbeck and Walter Ewell and 
go on into the big bottom of the Tallahatchie where the deer and 
bear were, to be gone two weeks. But before the wagon was even 


loaded the boy would find that he could watch no longer. He would 
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go away, running almost, to stand behind the corner where he could 
not see the wagon and nobody could see him, not crying, holding 
himself rigid except for the trembling, whispering to himself: “Soon 
now. Soon now. Just three more years” (or two more or one more) 
“and I will be ten. Then Cass said I can go.” 

White man’s work, when Sam did work. Because he did nothing 
else: farmed no allotted acres of his own, as the other ex-slaves of old 
Carothers McCaslin did, performed no field-work for daily wages as 
the younger and newer Negroes did—and the boy never knew just 
how that had been settled between Sam and old Carothers, or per- 
haps with old Carothers’ twin sons after him. For, although Sam 
lived among the Negroes, in a cabin among the other cabins in the 
quarters, and consorted with Negroes (what of consorting with any- 
one Sam did after the boy got big enough to walk alone from the 
house to the. blacksmith-shop and then to carry a gun) and dressed 
like them and talked like them and even went with them ‘to the 
Negro church now and then, he was still the son of that Chickasaw 
chief and the Negroes knew it. And, it seemed to the boy, not only 
Negroes. Boon Hogganbeck’s grandmother had been a Chickasaw 
woman too, and although the blood had run white since and Boon 
was a white man, it was not chief’s blood. To the boy at least, the 
difference was apparent immediately you saw Boon and Sam to- 
gether, and even Boon seemed to know it was there—even Boon, to 
whom in his tradition it had never occurred that anyone might be 
better born than himself. A man might be smarter, he admitted that, 
or richer (luckier, he called it) but not better born. Boon was a 
mastiff, absolutely faithful, dividing his fidelity equally between 
Major de Spain and the boy’s cousin McCaslin, absolutely dependent 
for his very bread and dividing that impartially too between Major 
de Spain and McCaslin, hardy, generous, courageous enough, a slave 
to all the appetites and almost unratiocinative. In the boy’s eyes at 
least it was Sam Fathers, the Negro, who bore himself not only to- 
ward his cousin McCaslin and Major de Spain but toward all white 
men, with gravity and dignity and without servility or recourse to 
that impenetrable wall of ready and easy mirth which Negroes sus- 
tain between themselves and white men, bearing himself toward his 
cousin McCaslin not only as one man to another but as an older man 
to a younger. 

He taught the boy the woods, to hunt, when to shoot and when not 
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to shoot, when to kill and when not to kill, and better, what to do 
with it afterward. Then he would talk to the boy, the two of them 
sitting beneath the close fierce stars on a summer hilltop while they 
waited for the hounds to bring the fox back within hearing, or beside 
a fire in the November or December woods while the dogs worked 
out a coon’s trail along the creek, or fireless in the pitch dark and heavy 
dew of April mornings while they squatted beneath a turkey-roost. 
The boy would never question him; Sam did not react to questions. 
The boy would just wait and then listen and Sam would begin, talk- 
ing about the old days and the People whom he had not had time 
ever to know and so could not remember (he did not remember ever 
having seen his father’s face), and in place of whom the other race 
into which his blood had run supplied him with no substitute. 

And as he talked about those old times and those dead and van- 
ished men of another race from either that the boy knew, gradually 
to the boy those old times would cease to be old times and would 
become a part of the boy’s present, not only as if they had happened 
yesterday but as if they were still happening, the men who walked 
through them actually walking in breath and air and casting an actual 
shadow on the earth they had not quitted. And more: as if some of 
them had not happened yet but would occur tomorrow, until at last 
it would seem to the boy that he himself had not come into existence 
yet, that none of his race nor the other subject race which his people 
had brought with them into the land had come here yet; that although 
it had been his grandfather's and then his father’s and uncle’s and 
was now his cousin’s and someday would be his own land which he 
and Sam hunted over, their hold upon it actually was as trivial and 
without reality as the now faded and archaic script in the chancery 
book in Jefferson which allocated it to them and that it was he, the 
boy, who was the guest here and Sam Fathers’ voice the mouthpiece 
of the host. 

Until three years ago there had been two of them, the other a full- 
blood Chickasaw, in a sense even more incredibly lost than Sam 
Fathers. He called himself Jobaker, as if it were one word. Nobody 
knew his history at all. He was a hermit, living in a foul little shack 
at the forks of the creek five miles from the plantation and about that 
far from any other habitation. He was a market hunter and fisherman 
and he consorted with nobody, black or white; no Negro would even 
cross his path and no man dared approach his hut except Sam. And 
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perhaps once a month the boy would find them in Sam’s shop—two 
old men squatting on their heels on the dirt floor, talking in a mixture 
of Negroid English and flat hill dialect and now and then a phrase of 
that old tongue which as time went on and the boy squatted there too 
listening, he began to learn. Then Jobaker died. That is, nobody had 
seen him in some time. Then one morning Sam was missing, nobody, 
not even the boy, knew when nor where, until that night when some 
Negroes hunting in the creek bottom saw the sudden burst of flame 
and approached. It was Jobaker’s hut, but before they got anywhere 
near it, someone shot at them from the shadows beyond it. It was 
Sam who fired, but nobody ever found Jobaker’s grave. 

The next morning, sitting at breakfast with his cousin, the boy 
saw Sam pass the dining-room window and he remembered then 
that never in his life before had he seen Sam nearer the house than 
the blacksmith-shop. He stopped eating even; he sat there and he and 
his cousin both heard the voices from beyond the pantry door, then 
the door opened and Sam entered, carrying his hat in his hand but 
without knocking as anyone else on the place except a house servant 
would have done, entered just far enough for the door to close behind 
him and stood looking at neither of them—the Indian face above the 
nigger clothes, looking at something over their heads or at something 
not even in the room. 

“I want to go,” he said. “I want to go to the Big Bottom to live.” 

“To live?” the boy’s cousin said. 

“At Major de Spain’s and your camp, where you go to hunt,” Sam 
said. “I could take care of it for you all while you aint there. I will 
build me a little house in the woods, if you rather I didn’t stay in the 
big one.” 

“What about Isaac here?” his cousin said. “How will you get away 
from him? Are you going to take him with you?” But still Sam 
looked at neither of them, standing just inside the room with that 
face which showed nothing, which showed that he was an old man 
only when it smiled. 

“T want to go,” he said. “Let me go.” 

“Yes,” the cousin said quietly. “Of course. Pll fix it with Major 
de Spain. You want to go soon?” 

“I’m going now,” Sam said. He went out. And that was all. The 
boy was nine then; it seemed perfectly natural that nobody, not even 
his cousin McCaslin, should argue with Sam. Also, since he was nine 
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now, he could understand that Sam could leave him and their days 
and nights in the woods together without any wrench. He believed 
that he and Sam both knew that this was not only temporary but that 
the exigencies of his maturing, of that for which Sam had been train- 
ing him all his life some day to dedicate himself, required it. They 
had settled that one night last summer while they listened to the 
hounds bringing a fox back up the creek valley; now the boy discerned 
in that very talk under the high, fierce August stars a presage, a 
warning, of this moment today. “I done taught you all there is of 
this settled country,” Sam said. “You can hunt it good as I can now. 
You are ready for the Big Bottom now, for bear and deer. Hunter’s 
meat, he said. “Next year you will be ten. You will write your age 
in two numbers and you will be ready to become a man. Your pa” 
(Sam always referred to the boy’s cousin as his father, establishing 
even before the boy’s orphanhood did that relation between them not 
of the ward to his guardian and kinsman and chief and head of his 
blood, but of the child to the man who sired his flesh and his think- 
ing too) “promised you can go with us then.” So the boy could 
understand Sam’s going. But he couldn’t understand why now, in 
March, six months before the moon for hunting. 

“If Jobaker’s dead like they say, he said, “and Sam hasn’t got 
anybody but us at all kin to him, why does he want to go to the Big 
Bottom now, when it will be six months before we get there?” 

“Maybe that’s what he wants,” McCaslin said. “Maybe he wants 
to get away from you a little while.” 

But that was all right. McCaslin and other grown people often said 
things like that and he paid no attention to them, just as he paid no 
attention to Sam saying he wanted to go to the Big Bottom to live. 
After all, he would have to live there for six months, because there 
would be no use in going at all if he was going to turn right around 
and come back. And, as Sam himself had told him, he already knew 
all about hunting in this settled country that Sam or anybody else 
could teach him. So it would be all right. Summer, then the bright 
days after the first frost, then the cold and himself on the wagon with 
McCaslin this time and the moment would come and he would draw 
the blood, the big blood which would make him a man, a hunter, and 
Sam would come back home with them and he too would have out- 
grown the child’s pursuit of rabbits and ‘possums. Then he too would 
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make one before the winter fire, talking of the old hunts and the hunts 
to come as hunters talked. 

So Sam departed. He owned so little that he could carry it. He 
walked. He would neither let McCaslin send him in the wagon, nor 
take a mule to ride. No one saw him go even. He was just gone one 
morning, the cabin which had never had very much in it, vacant and 
empty, the shop in which there never had been very much done, 
standing idle. Then November came at last, and now the boy made 
one—himself and his cousin McCaslin and Tennie’s Jim, and Major 
de Spain and General Compson and Walter Ewell and Boon and old 
Uncle Ash to do the cooking, waiting for them in Jefferson with the 
other wagon, and the surrey in which he and McCaslin and General 
Compson and Major de Spain would ride. 

Sam was waiting at the camp to meet them. If he was glad to see 
them, he did*not show it. And if, when they broke camp two weeks 
later to return home, he was sorry to see them go, he did not show 
that either. Because he did not come back with them. It was only the 
boy who returned, returning solitary and alone to the settled familiar 
land, to follow for eleven months the childish business of rabbits and 
such while he waited to go back, having brought with him, even from 
his brief first sojourn, an unforgettable sense of the big woods—not a 
quality dangerous or particularly inimical, but profound, sentient, 
gigantic and brooding, amid which he had been permitted to go to 
and fro at will, unscathed, why he knew not, but dwarfed and, until 
he had drawn honorably blood worthy of being drawn, alien. 

Then November, and they would come back. Each morning Sam 
would take the boy out to the stand allotted him. It would be one of 
the poorer stands of course, since he was only ten and eleven and 
twelve and he had never even seen a deer running yet. But they would 
stand there, Sam a little behind him and without a gun himself, as 
he had been standing when the boy shot the running rabbit when he 
was eight years old. They would stand there in the November dawns, 
and after a while they would hear the dogs. Sometimes the chase 
would sweep up and past quite close, belling and invisible; once they 
heard the two heavy reports of Boon Hogganbeck’s old gun with 
which he had never killed anything larger than a squirrel and that 
sitting, and twice they heard the flat unreverberant clap of Walter 
Ewell’s rifle, following which you did not even wait to hear his horn. 

‘TIl never get a shot,” the boy said. “I'll never kill one.” 
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“Yes, you will,” Sam said. “You wait. You'll be a hunter. You'll 
be a man.” 

But Sam wouldn’t come out. They would leave him there. He 
would come as far as the road where the surrey waited, to take the 
riding horses back, and that was all. The men would ride the horses 
and Uncle Ash and Tennie’s Jim and the boy would follow in the 
wagon with Sam, with the camp equipment and the trophies, the 
meat, the heads, the antlers, the good ones, the wagon winding on 
among the tremendous gums and cypresses and oaks where no axe 
save that of the hunter had ever sounded, between the impenetrable 
walls of cane and brier—the two changing yet constant walls just 
beyond which the wilderness whose mark he had brought away for- 
ever on his spirit even from that first two weeks seemed to lean, stoop- 
ing a little, watching them and listening, not quite inimical because 
they were too small, even those such as Walter and Major de Spain 
and old General Compson who had killed many deer and bear, their 
sojourn too brief and too harmless to excite to that, but just brooding, 
secret, tremendous, almost inattentive. 

Then they would emerge, they would be out of it, the line as sharp 
as the demarcation of a doored wall. Suddenly skeleton cotton- and 
corn-fields would flow away on either hand, gaunt and motionless 
beneath the gray rain; there would be a house, barns, fences, where 
the hand of man had clawed for an instant, holding, the wall of the 
wilderness behind them now, tremendous and still and seemingly im- 
penetrable in the gray and fading light, the very tiny orifice through 
which they had emerged apparently swallowed up. The surrey would 
be waiting, his cousin McCaslin and Major de Spain and General 
Compson and Walter and Boon dismounted beside it. Then Sam 
would get down from the wagon and mount one of the horses and, 
with the others on a rope behind him, he would turn back. The boy 
would watch him for a while against that tall and secret wall, growing 
smaller and smaller against it, never looking back. Then he would 
enter it, returning to what the boy believed, and thought that his 
cousin McCaslin believed, was his loneliness and solitude. 


ji! 


So the instant came. He pulled trigger and Sam Fathers marked his 
face with the hot blood which he had spilled and he ceased to be a 


child and became a hunter and a man. It was the last day. They broke 
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camp that afternoon and went out, his cousin and Major de Spain and 
General Compson and Boon on the horses. Walter Ewell and the 
Negroes in the wagon with him and Sam and his hide and antlers. 
There could have been (and were) other trophies in the wagon. But 
for him they did not exist, just as for all practical purposes he and Sam 
Fathers were still alone together as they had been that morning. The 
wagon wound and jolted between the slow and shifting yet constant 
walls from beyond and above which the wilderness watched them pass, 
less than inimical now and never to be inimical again since the buck 
still and forever leaped, the shaking gun-barrels coming constantly and 
forever steady at last, crashing, and still out of his instant of immor- 
tality the buck sprang, forever immortal;—the wagon jolting and 
bouncing on, the moment of the buck, the shot, Sam Fathers and 
himself and the blood with which Sam had marked him forever one 
with the wilderness which had accepted him since Sam said that he 
had done all right, when suddenly Sam reined back and stopped the 
wagon and they all heard the unmistakable and unforgettable sound 
of a deer breaking cover. 

Then Boon shouted from beyond the bend of the trail and while 
they sat motionless in the halted wagon, Walter and the boy already 
reaching for their guns, Boon came galloping back, flogging his mule 
with his hat, his face wild and amazed as he shouted down at them. 
Then the other riders came around the bend, also spurring. 

“Get the dogs!” Boon cried. “Get the dogs! If he had a nub on his 
head, he had fourteen points! Laying right there by the road in that 
pawpaw thicket! If I'd a knowed he was there, I could have cut his 
throat with my pocket knife!” 

“Maybe that’s why he run,” Walter said. “He saw you never had 
your gun.” He was already out of the wagon with his rifle. Then the 
boy was out too with his gun, and the other riders came up and Boon 
got off his mule somehow and was scrabbling and clawing among the 
duffel in the wagon, still shouting, “Get the dogs! Get the dogs!” 
And it seemed to the boy too that it would take them forever to decide 
what to do—the old men in whom the blood ran cold and slow, in 
whom during the intervening years between them and himself the 
blood had become a different and colder substance from that which 
ran in him and even in Boon and Walter. 

“What about it, Sam?” Major de Spain said. “Could the dogs bring 
him back?” 
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behind him, he will circle back in here about sundown to bed.” 

“All right,” Major de Spain said. “You boys take the horses. We'll 
go on out to the road in the wagon and wait there.” He and General 
Compson and McCaslin got into the wagon and Boon and Walter 
and Sam and the boy mounted the horses and turned back and out of 
the trail. Sam led them for an hour through the gray and unmarked 
afternoon whose light was little different from what it had been at 
dawn and which would become darkness without any graduation be- 
tween. Then Sam stopped them. 

“This is far enough,” he said. “He'll be coming upwind, and he 
dont want to smell the mules.” They tied the-mounts in a thicket. 
Sam led them on foot now, unpathed through the markless afternoon, 
the boy pressing close behind him, the two others, or so it seemed to 
the boy, on his heels. But they were not. Twice Sam turned his head 
slightly and spoke back to him across his shoulder, still walking: “You 
got time. We'll get there fore he does.” 

So he tried to go slower. He tried deliberately to decelerate the dizzy 
rushing of time in which the buck which he had not even seen was 
moving, which it seemed to him must be carrying the buck farther and 
farther and more and more irretrievably away from them even though 
there were no dogs behind him now to make him run, even though, 
according to Sam, he must have completed his circle now and was 
heading back toward them. They went on; it could have been another 
hour or twice that or less than half, the boy could not have said. Then 
they were on a ridge. He had never been in here before and he could 
not see that it was a ridge. He just knew that the earth had risen 
slightly because the underbrush had thinned a little, the ground slop- 
ing invisibly away toward a dense wall of cane. Sam stopped. “This 
is it,” he said. He spoke to Walter and Boon: “Follow this ridge and 
you will come to two crossings. You will see the tracks. If he crosses, it 
will be at one of these three.” 

Walter looked about for a moment. “I know it,” he said. “I’ve even 
seen your deer. I was in here last Monday. He ain’t nothing but a 
yearling.” 

“A yearling?” Boon said. He was panting from the walking. His 
face still looked a little wild. “If the one I saw was any yearling, I’m 
still in kindergarden.” 
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“Then I must have seen a rabbit,” Walter said. “I always heard you 
quit school altogether two years before the first grade.” 

Boon glared at Walter. “If you dont want to shoot him, get out of 
the way,” he said. “Set down somewhere. By God, I—” 

“Aint nobody going to shoot him standing here,” Sam said quietly. 

“Sam’s right,” Walter said. He moved, slanting the worn, silver- 
colored barrel of his rifle downward to walk with it again. “A little 
more moving and a little more quiet too. Five miles is still Hoggan- 
beck range, even if he wasn’t downwind.” They went on. The boy 
could still hear Boon talking, though presently that ceased too. Then 
once more he and Sam stood motionless together against a tremendous 
pin oak in a little thicket, and again there was nothing. There was 
only the soaring and sombre solitude in the dim light, there was the 
thin murmur of the faint cold rain which had not ceased all day. Then, 
as if it had waited for them to find their positions and become still, 
the wilderness breathed again. It seemed to lean inward above them, 
above himself and Sam and Walter and Boon in their separate lurking- 
places, tremendous, attentive, impartial and omniscient, the buck 
moving in it somewhere, not running yet since he had not been 
pursued, not frightened yet and never fearsome but just alert also 
as they were alert, perhaps already circling back, perhaps quite near, 
perhaps conscious also of the eye of the ancient immortal Umpire. 
Because he was just twelve then, and that morning something had 
happened to him: in less than a second he had ceased forever to be 
the child he was yesterday. Or perhaps that made no difference, 
perhaps even a city-bred man, let alone a child, could not have under- 
stood it; perhaps only a country-bred one could comprehend loving 
the life he spills. He began to shake again. 

“I'm glad it’s started now,” he whispered. He did not move to 
speak; only his lips shaped the expiring words: “Then it will be gone 
when I raise the gun—” 

Nor did Sam. “Hush,” he said. 

“Is he that near?” the boy whispered. “Do you think—” 

“Hush,” Sam said. So he hushed. But he could not stop the shak- 
ing. He did not try, because he knew it would go away when he 
needed the steadiness—had not Sam Fathers already consecrated and 
absolved him from weakness and regret too?—not from love and 
pity for all which lived and ran and then ceased to live in a second 
in the very midst of splendor and speed, but from weakness and 
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regret. So they stood motionless, breathing deep and quiet and 
steady. If there had been any sun, it would be near to setting now; 
there was a condensing, a densifying, of what he had thought was 
the gray and unchanging light until he realised suddenly that it was 
his own breathing, his heart, his blood—something, all things, and 
that Sam Fathers had marked him indeed, not as a mere hunter, but 
with something Sam had had in his turn of his vanished and forgotten 
people. He stopped breathing then; there was only his heart, his 
blood, and in the following silence the wilderness ceased to breathe 
also, leaning, stooping overhead with its breath held, tremendous and 
impartial and waiting. Then the shaking stopped too, as he had 
known it would, and he drew back the two heavy hammers of the 
un. 

Then it had passed. It was over. The solitude did not breathe again 
yet; it had merely stopped watching him and was looking somewhere 
else, even turning its back on him, looking on away up the ridge at 
another point, and the boy knew as well as if he had seen him that the 
buck had come to the edge of the cane and had either seen or scented 
them and faded back into it. But the solitude did not breathe again. 
It should have suspired again then but it did not. It was still facing, 
watching, what it had been watching and it was not here, not where 
he and Sam stood; rigid, not breathing himself, he thought, cried 
No! No!, knowing already that it was too late, thinking with the old 
despair of two and three years ago: I'll never get a shot. Then he 
heard it—the flat single clap of Walter Ewell’s rifle which never missed. 
Then the mellow sound of the horn came down the ridge and some- 
thing went out of him and he knew then he had never expected to get 
the shot at all. 

“I reckon that’s it,” he said. “Walter got him.” He had raised the 
gun slightly without knowing it. He lowered it again and had lowered 
one of the hammers and was already moving out of the thicket when 
Sam spoke. 

“Wait.” 

“Wait?” the boy cried. And he would remember that—how he 
turned upon Sam in the truculence of a boy’s grief over the missed 
opportunity, the missed luck. “What for? Dont you hear that horn?” 

And he would remember how Sam was standing. Sam had not 
moved. He was not tall, squat rather and broad, and the boy had been 
growing fast for the past year or so and there was not much difference 


178 William Faulkner 


between them in height, yet Sam was looking over the boy’s head and 
up the ridge toward the sound of the horn and the boy knew that Sam 
did not even see him; that Sam knew he was still there beside him but 
he did not see the boy. Then the boy saw the buck. It was coming 
down the ridge, as if it were walking out of the very sound of the horn 
which related its death. It was not running, it was walking, tremen- 
dous, unhurried, slanting and tilting its head to pass the antlers 
through the undergrowth, and the boy standing with Sam beside him 
now instead of behind him as Sam always stood, and the gun still 
partly aimed and one of the hammers still cocked. 

Then it saw them. And still it did not begin to run. It just stopped 
for an instant, taller than any man, looking at them; then its muscles 
suppled, gathered. It did not even alter its course, not fleeing, not - 
even running, just moving with that winged and effortless ease with 
which deer move, passing within twenty feet of them, its head high 
and the eye not proud and not haughty but just full and wild and un- 
afraid, and Sam standing beside the boy now, his right arm raised 
at full length, palm-outward, speaking in that tongue which the 
boy had learned from listening to him and Jobaker in the blacksmith- 
shop, while up the ridge Walter Ewell’s horn was still blowing them 
in to a dead buck. 

“Oleh, Chief,’ Sam said. “Grandfather.” 

When they reached Walter, he was standing with his back toward 
them, quite still, bemused almost, looking down at his feet. He didn’t 
look up at all. 

“Come here, Sam,” he said quietly. When they reached him he 
still did not look up, standing above a little spike buck which had still 
been a fawn last spring. “He was so little I pretty near let him go,” 
Walter said. “But just look at the track he was making. It’s pretty 
near big as a cow’s. If there were any more tracks here beside the ones 
he is laying in, I would swear there was another buck here that I never 
even saw. 

III 

It was dark when they reached the road where the surrey waited. It 
was turning cold, the rain had stopped, and the sky was beginning 
to blow clear. His cousin and Major de Spain and General Compson 
had a fire going. “Did you get him?” Major de Spain said. 

“Got a good-sized swamp-rabbit with spike horns,” Walter said. 
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He slid the little buck down from his mule. The boy’s cousin 
McCaslin looked at it. 

“Nobody saw the big one?” he said. A 

“T dont even believe Boon saw it,” Walter said. “He probably 
jumped somebody’s stray cow in that thicket.” Boon started cursing, 
swearing at Walter and at Sam for not getting the dogs in the first 
place and at the buck and all. 

“Never mind,” Major de Spain said. “He'll be here for us next fall. 
Let's get started home.” 

It was after midnight when they let Walter out at his gate two 
miles from Jefferson and later still when they took General Compson 
to his house and then returned to Major de Spain’s, where he and 
McCaslin would spent the rest of the night, sifice it was still seven- 
teen miles home. It was cold, the sky was clear now; there would be 
a heavy frost by sunup and the ground was already frozen beneath the 
horses’ feet and the wheels and beneath their own feet as they crossed 
Major de Spain’s yard and entered the house, the warm dark house, 
feeling their way up the dark stairs until Major de Spain found a 
candle and lit it, and into the strange room and the big deep bed, the 
still cold sheets until they began to warm to their bodies and at last 
the shaking stopped and suddenly he was telling McCaslin about it 
while McCaslin: listened, quietly until he had finished. “You dont 
believe it,” the boy said. “I know you dont—” 

“Why not?” McCaslin said. “Think of all that has happened here, 
on this earth. All the blood hot and strong for living, pleasuring, that 
has soaked back into it. For grieving and suffering too, of course, but 
still getting something out of it for all that, getting a lot out of it, 
because after all you dont have to continue to bear what you believe 
is suffering; you can always choose to stop that, put an end to that. 
And even suffering and grieving is better than nothing; there is only 
one thing worse than not being alive, and that’s shame. But you cant 
be alive forever, and you always wear out life long before you have 
exhausted the possibilities of living. And all that must be somewhere; 
all that could not have been invented and created just to be thrown 
away. And the earth is shallow; there is not a great deal of it before you 
come to the rock. And the earth dont want to just keep things, hoard 
them; it wants to use them again. Look at the seed, the acorns, at 
what happens even to carrion when you try to bury it: it refuses too, 
seethes and struggles too until it reaches light and air again, hunting 
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moment against the window beyond which, accustomed to the dark- 
ness now, he could see sky where the scoured and icy stars glittered 
“they dont want it, need it. Besides, what would it want, itself, 
knocking around out there, when it never had enough time about the 
earth as it was, when there is plenty of room about the earth, plenty 
of places still unchanged from what they were when the blood used 
and pleasured in them while it was still blood?” 

“But we want them,” the boy said. “We want them too. There is 
plenty of room for us and them too.” 

“That’s right,” McCaslin said. “Suppose they dont have substance, 
cant cast a shadow—” 

“But I saw it!” the boy cried. “I saw him!” 

“Steady,” McCaslin said. For an instant his hand touched the boy’s 
flank beneath the covers. “Steady. I know you did. So did I. Sam took 


me in there once after | killed my first deer.” 


Henry James 


1843-1916 


FOUR MEETINGS + THE MIDDLE YEARS + THE TREE OF 
KNOWLEDGE 


Henry James’s grandfather, an immigrant from Ireland, was 
a man of great practical energy who helped found Union College, 
was a leading promoter of the Erie Canal, and left a fortune of 
three million dollars. James’s father, a beloved friend of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson and other distinguished men on both sides of 
the Atlantic, wrote abstruse amateur treatises on philosophy and 
religion. James’s older brother William, a professor at Harvard, 
is our most characteristically American philosopher. 

Henry James’s earliest years were spent in Albany, New York, 
and in the Washington Square section of New York City. Later, 
during family wanderings, he was rather haphazardly educated 
in Switzerland, France, England, and Germany. These years— 
and the rich family life by which he was really educated—are 
charmingly described in James’s autobiographical volumes, A 
Small Boy and Others (1913) and Notes of a Son and Brother 
(1914). Though two of their brothers served in the Union 
Army in the Civil War, William and Henry were both physically 
unfit, Henry because of an obscure injury which he suffered 
putting out a fire. This had a marked effect upon him psycho- 
logically, both as a boy and in later life. 

Henry went briefly to Harvard Law School, but spent his 
time there writing articles for the quarterly reviews. Short stories 
and novels quickly followed. Despite the complexity and formal 
perfection of his work, James was, for fifty years, a richly pro- 
ductive writer. In 1875 he decided, though the decision was not 
lightly made, to live permanently abroad. He went first to 
France, where he saw a good deal of the writers Flaubert, Maupas- 
sant, the Goncourts, Zola and Daudet. Of some of their work 
he later made brilliant analyses in Notes on Novelists (1914), 
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but their manners and attitudes he found uncongenial. He felt 
more at home in England, where he lived after 1876, a welcome 
guest at the fashionable dinners and country weekends which 
provided the germs of so many of his stories. 

As was natural under the circumstances, the best of James’s 
eatly novels, Roderick Hudson (1876), The American (1877), 
The Europeans (1878), Daisy Miller (1879), and The Portrait 
of a Lady (1881), dealt with the “international theme,” the 
experiences of Europeans in America or Americans in Europe. 
America, often in the person of a young girl, represented inno- 
cence, simplicity, Nature; Europe represented sophistication, com- 
plexity, Art. Daisy Miller was very popular and made James 
well known as a literary figure. But for the next twenty years 
his novels were less happily received, and his persistent attempts 
at play-writing were discouragingly unsuccessful. Three novels 
of his last period, The Wings of the Dove (1902), The Ambas- 
sadors (1903), and The Golden Bowl (1904), though inade- 
quately appreciated in their own time, have seemed to recent 
critics to be among the finest artistic achievements in the whole 
history of prose fiction. In the prefaces which he wrote for the col- 
lected edition of his works, James describes in intimate and 
fascinating detail the genesis and artistic evolution of each story 
or novel. There is further material of this kind in the published 
notebooks. No other writer has left so complete a record of his 
intentions and craftsmanship. James’s essay “The Art of Fiction” 
is an excellent brief summary of his views. 

James has had his extreme detractors as well as admirers. 
Thomas Hardy said he had “a ponderously warm manner of 
saying nothing in infinite sentences,’ and H. G. Wells, his 
friend, parodied him cruelly in a book called Boon. James had 
written a letter to Wells chiding him for publishing such shape- 
less novels and for holding literary art in contempt. It is art 
in the broadest sense, James told Wells, which “makes life, makes 
interest, makes importance . . . and I know no substitute what- 
ever for the force and beauty of the process.” But though he 
applied himself to his writing with almost religious devotion, 
James did not advocate art for art’s sake but, rather, art for life’s 
sake. He felt that the quality and intensity of life depend on 
the quality and intensity of our awareness of it, and that art 
helps to create awareness, to give meaning to life. Though his 
own mind was unusually subtle and his sentences too full of 
reservations and qualifications, James demanded that artistic 
creation should have an “air of reality,” should have “solidity 
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of specification,” and contain as much as possible of “felt life.” 
“For him,” Edith Wharton wrote, “every great novel must first 
of all be based on a profound sense of moral values, and then 
constructed with a classical unity and economy of means.” 

“Four Meetings,” a comparatively early story, makes an in- 
teresting formal contrast with most of the other stories in this 
volume because of the way its scenes are separated in space and 
time and because of the way it employs a narrator who is at 
once so knowing and so uninvolved. Writing soon after his 
decision to leave France, James paints the America-Europe con- 
trast in more emphatic colors than he was to use in his later work. 

“The Middle Years” is at once the best and most personal 
of James’s stories dealing with the “life of art,” but it applies 
quite as well to all human achievement. “The Tree of Knowl- 
edge” is more detached and comic, but is extremely Jamesian 
in the complicated way in which it plays with degrees of aware- 
ness. James realized that our social behavior is significantly 
affected not only by what we know about other people, but 
alsc by our need to guess to what extent they are aware of what 
we know about them. This fact is familiar enough in murder 
mysteries; here it is made use of entertainingly and ingeniously 
in quite another direction. James's own comments on the origins 
of these two stories are to be found in Appendix B. 


FOUR MEETINGS 


I saw her but four times, though I remember them vividly; she 
made her impression on me. | thought her very pretty and very in- 
teresting—a touching specimen of a type with which I had had other 
and perhaps less charming associations. I’m sorry to hear of her death, 
and yet when [ think of it why should 1 be? The last time I saw her 


she was certainly not—! But it will be of interest to take our meetings 
in order. 


FOUR MEETINGS. Reprinted from The Novels and Tales of Henry James, 
Vol. XVI; copyright 1909 by Charles Scribner’s Sons, renewal copyright 
1937 by Henry James. Used by permission of Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
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I 


The first was in the country, at a small tea-party, one snowy night 
some seventeen years ago. My friend Latouche, going to spend 
Christmas with his mother, had insisted on my company, and the 
good lady had given in our honour the entertainment of which | 
speak. To me it was really full of savour—it had all the right marks: 
I had never been in the depths of New England at that season. It 
had been snowing all day and the drifts were knee-high. I wondered 
how the ladies had made their way to the house; but I inferred that 
just those general rigours rendered any-assembly offering the attrac- 
tion of two gentlemen from New York worth a desperate effort. 

Mrs. Latouche in the course of the evening asked me if I “didn’t 
want to” show the photographs to some of the young ladies. The 
photographs were in a couple of great portfolios, and had been brought 
home by her son, who, like myself, was lately returned from Europe. 
I looked round and was struck with the fact that most of the young 
ladies were provided with an object of interest more absorbing than 
the most vivid sun-picture. But there was a person alone near the 
mantelshelf who looked round the room with a small vague smile, a 
discreet, a disguised yearning, which seemed somehow at odds with 
her isolation. I looked at her a moment and then chose. “I should 
like to show them to that young lady.” 

“Oh yes,” said Mrs. Latouche, “she’s just the person. She doesn’t 
care for flirting—I'll speak to her.” I replied that if she didn’t care for 
flirting she wasn’t perhaps just the person; but Mrs. Latouche had 
already, with a few steps, appealed to her patticipation. “She’s de- 
lighted,” my hostess came back to report; “and she’s just the person— 
so quiet and so bright.” And she told me the young lady was by name 
Miss Caroline Spencer—with which she introduced me. 

Miss Caroline Spencer was not quite a beauty, but was none the 
less, in her small odd way, formed to please. Close upon thirty, by 
evety presumption, she was made almost like a little girl and had the 
complexion of a child. She had also the prettiest head, on which her 
hair was arranged as nearly as possible like the hair of a Greek bust, 
though indeed it was to be doubted if she had ever seen a Greek bust. 
She was “artistic,” 1 suspected, so far as the polar influences of North 
Verona could allow for such yearnings or could minister to them. 
Her eyes were perhaps just too round and too inveterately surprised, 
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but her lips had a certain mild decision and her teeth, when she showed 
them, were charming. About her neck she wore what ladies call, I 
believe, a “ruche” fastened with a very small pin of pink coral, and 
in her hand she carried a fan made of plaited straw and adorned with 
pink ribbon. She wore a scanty black silk dress. She spoke with slow 
soft neatness, even without smiles showing the prettiness of her teeth, 
and she seemed extremely pleased, in fact quite fluttered, at the 
prospect of my demonstrations. These went forward very smoothly 
after I had moved the portfolios out of their corner and placed a 
couple of chairs near a lamp. The photographs were usually things I 
knew—large views of Switzerland, Italy and Spain, landscapes, re- 
productions of famous buildings, pictures and statues. I said what I 
could for them, and my companion, looking at them as I held them 
up, sat perfectly still, her straw fan raised to her under-lip and gently, 
yet, as I could feel, almost excitedly, rubbing it. Occasionally, as | 
laid one of the pictures down, she said without confidence, which 
would have been too much: “Have you seen that place?” I usually 
answered that I had seen it several times—I had been a great traveller, 
though I was somehow particularly admonished not to swagger—and 
then I felt her look at me askance for a moment with her pretty eyes. 
I had asked her at the outset whether she had been to Europe; to this 
she had answered “No, no, no’—almost as much below her breath 
as if the image of such an event scarce, for solemnity, brooked phras- 
ing. But after that, though she never took her eyes off the pictures, 
she said so little that I feared she was at last bored. Accordingly, 
when we had finished one portfolio I offered, if she desired it, to 
desist. I rather guessed the exhibition really held her, but her reticence 
puzzled me and I wanted to make her speak. I turned round to judge 
better and then saw a faint flush in each of her cheeks. She kept 
waving her little fan to and fro. Instead of looking at me she fixed 
her eyes on the remainder of the collection, which leaned, in its 
receptacle, against the table. 

“Won't you show me that?” she quavered, drawing the long breath 
of a person launched and afloat but conscious of rocking a little. 

“With pleasure,” I answered, “if you're really not tired.” 

“Oh I’m not tired a bit. I’m just fascinated.” With which as I 
took up the other portfolio she laid her hand on it, rubbing it softly. 
“And have you been here too?” 

On my opening the portfolio it appeared I had indeed been there. 
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by the Lake of Geneva. “Here,” I said, “I’ve been many a time. Isn’t 
it beautiful?” And I pointed to the perfect reflexion of the rugged 
rocks and pointed towers in the clear still water. She didn’t say “Oh 
enchanting!” and push it away to see the next picture. She looked a 
while and then asked if it weren’t where Bonnivard, about whom 
Byron wrote, had been confined. I assented, trying to quote Byron’s 
verses, but not quite bringing it off. 

She fanned herself a moment and then repeated the lines correctly, 
in a soft flat voice but with charming conviction. By the time she 
had finished, she was nevertheless blushing. I complimented her and 
assured her she was perfectly equipped for visiting Switzerland and 
Italy. She looked at me askance again, to see if I might be serious, 
and I added that if she wished to recognise Byron’s descriptions she 
must go abroad speedily—Europe was getting sadly dis-Byronised. 
“How soon must I go?” she thereupon enquired. 

“Oh I'll give you ten years.” 

“Well, I guess I can go in that time,” she answered as if measuring 
her words. 

“Then you'll enjoy it immensely,” I said; “you'll find it of the 
highest interest.” Just then I came upon a photograph of some nook 
in a foreign city which I had been very fond of and which recalled 
tender memories. I discoursed (as I suppose) with considerable spirit; 
my companion sat listening breathless. 

“Have you been very long over there?” she asked some time after 
I had ceased. 

“Well, it mounts up, put all the times together.” 

“And have you travelled everywhere?” 

“Tve travelled a good deal. I’m very fond of it and happily have 
been able.” 

Again she turned on me her slow shy scrutiny. “Do you know the 
foreign languages?” 

“After a fashion.” 

“Ts it hard to speak them?” 

“T don’t imagine you'd find it so,” I gallantly answered. 

“Oh I shouldn’t want to speak—I should only want to listen.” 
Then on a pause she added: “They say the French theatre’s so beau- 
tiful.” 


“Ah the best in the world.” 
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“Did you go there very often?” 

“When I was first in Paris I went every night.” . 

“Every night!” And she opened her clear eyes very wide. “That 
to me is’—and her expression hovered—“as if you tell me a fairy- 
tale.” A few minutes later she put to me: “And which country do 
you prefer?” 

“There’s one I love beyond any. I think you'd do the same.” 

Her gaze rested as on a dim revelation and then she breathed 
“Italy?” 

“Italy,” I answered softly too; and for a moment we communed 
over it. She looked as pretty as if instead of showing her photographs 
I had been making love to her. To increase the resemblance she turned 
off blushing. It made a pause which she broke at last by saying: 
“That’s the place which—in particular—I thought of going to.” 

“Oh that’s the place—that’s the place!” I laughed. 

She looked at two or three more views in silence. “They say it’s 
not very dear.” 

“As some other countries? Well, one gets back there one’s money. 
That’s not the least of the charms.” 

“But it’s all very expensive, isn’t iE 

“Europe, you mean?” 

“Going there and travelling. That has been the trouble. I’ve very 
little money. I teach, you know,” said Miss Caroline Spencer. 

“Oh of course one must have money,” I allowed; “but one can 
manage with a moderate amount judiciously spent.” 

“T think I should manage. I’ve saved and saved up, and I’m always 
adding a little to it. It’s all for that.” She paused a moment, and then 
went on with suppressed eagerness, as if telling me the story were a 
rare, but possibly an impure satisfaction. “You see it hasn’t been only 
the money—it has been everything. Everything has acted against it. 
T’ve waited and waited. It has been my castle in the air. I’m almost 
afraid to talk about it. Two or three times it has come a little nearer, 
and then I’ve talked about it and it has melted away. I’ve talked 
about it too much,” she said hypocritically—for I saw such talk was 
now a small tremulous ecstasy. ““There’s a lady who's a great friend of 
mine—she doesn’t want to go, but I’m always at her about it. I think 
I must tire her dreadfully. She told me just the other day she didn’t 
know what would become of me. She guessed I'd go crazy if I didn’t 


sail, and yet certainly I’d go crazy if I did.” 
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“Well,” I laughed, “you haven’t sailed up to now—so I suppose 
you are ctazy. 

She took everything with the same seriousness. “Well, I guess I 
must be. It seems as if I couldn’t think of anything else—and I don’t 
require photographs to work me up! I’m always right on it. It kills 
any interest in things nearer home—things I ought to attend to. 
That’s a kind of craziness.” 

“Well then the cure for it’s just to go,” I smiled—“I mean the cure 
for this kind. Of course you may have the other kind worse,” I added 
—‘“the kind you get over there.” 

“Well, I’ve a faith that I'll go some time all right!” she quite 
elatedly cried. “I’ve a relative right there on the spot,” she went on, 
“and I guess he'll know how to control me.” I expressed the hope 
that he would, and I forget whether we turned over more photographs; 
but when I asked her if she had always lived just where I found her, 
“Oh no sir,” she quite eagerly replied; “I’ve spent twenty-two months 
and a half in Boston.” I met it with the inevitable joke that in this 
case foreign lands might prove a disappointment to her, but I quite 
failed to alarm her. “I know more about them than you might think” 
—her earnestness resisted even that. “I mean by reading—for I’ve 
really read considerable. In fact I guess I’ve prepared my mind about 
as much as you can—in advance. I’ve not only read Byron—I’ve read 
histories and guide-books and articles and lots of things. I know I shall 
rave about everything.” 

‘Everything’ is saying much, but I understand your case,” I re- 
turned. “You've the great American disease, and you've got it ‘bad’— 
the appetite, morbid and monstrous, for colour and form, for the pic- 
turesque and the romantic at any price. I don’t know whether we 
come into the world with it—with the germs implanted and ante- 
cedent to experience; rather perhaps we catch it early, almost before 
developed consciousness—we feel, as we look about, that we're going 
(to save our souls, or at least our senses) to be thrown back on it hard. 
We're like travellers in the desert—deprived of water and subject to 
the terrible mirage, the torment of illusion, of the thirst-fever. They 
hear the plash of fountains, they see green gardens and orchards that 
are hundreds of miles away. So we with our thirst—except that with 
us it’s more wonderful: we have before us the beautiful old things 
we've never seen at all, and when we do at last see them—if we're 
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lucky!—we simply recognise them. What experience does is merely 
to confirm and consecrate our confident dream.” 

She listened with her rounded eyes. “The way you express it’s too 
lovely, and I’m sure it will be just like that. I’ve dreamt of everything 
—Ill know it all!” 

“Tm afraid,” I pretended for harmless comedy, “that you've wasted 
a great deal of time.” 

“Oh yes, that has been my great wickedness!” The people about 
us had begun to scatter; they were taking their leave. She got up and 
put out her hand to me, timidly, but as if quite shining and throbbing. 

“[m going back there—one has to,” I said as I shook hands with 
her. “I shall look out for you.” 

Yes, she fairly glittered with her fever of excited faith. “Well, I'll 
tell you if I’m disappointed.” And she left me, fluttering all expres- 
sively her little straw fan. 6 

A few months after this I crossed the sea eastward again and some 
three years elapsed. I had been living in Paris and, toward the end 
of October, went from that city to the Havre, to meet a pair of relatives 
who had written me they were about to arrive there. On reaching the 
Havre I found the steamer already docked—I was two or three hours 
late. I repaired directly to the hotel where my travellers were dul 
established. My sister had gone to bed, exhausted and disabled by 
her voyage; she was the unsteadiest of sailors and her sufferings on 
this occasion had been extreme. She desired for the moment undis- 
turbed rest and was able to see me but five minutes—long enough for 
us to agree to stop over, restoratively, till the morrow. My brother- 
in-law, anxious about his wife, was unwilling to leave her room; but 
she insisted on my taking him for a long walk to aid recovery of his 
spirits and his land-legs. 

The early autumn day was warm and charming, and our stroll 
through the bright-coloured busy streets of the old French seaport 
beguiling enough. We walked along the sunny noisy quays and then 
turned into a wide pleasant street which lay half in sun and half in 
shade—a French provincial street that resembled an old water-colour 
drawing: tall grey steep-roofed red-gabled many-storied houses; green 
shutters on windows and old scrollwork above them; flowet-pots in 
balconies and white-capped women in doorways. We walked in the 
shade; all this stretched away on the sunny side of the vista and made 
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a picture. We looked at it as we passed along; then suddenly my com- 
panion stopped—pressing my arm and staring. I followed his gaze 
and saw that we had paused just before reaching a café where, under 
an awning, several tables and chairs were disposed upon the pave- 
ment. The windows were open behind; half a dozen plants in tubs 
were ranged beside the door; the pavement was besprinkled with 
clean bran. It was a dear little quiet old-world café; inside, in the com- 
parative dusk, I saw a stout handsome woman, who had pink ribbons 
in her cap, perched up with a mirror behind her back and smiling at 
some one placed out of sight. This, to be exact, I noted afterwards; 
what I first observed was a lady seated. alone, outside, at one of the 
little marble-topped tables. My brother-in-law had stopped to look 
at her. Something had been put before her, but she only leaned back, 
motionless and with her hands folded, looking down the street and 
away from us..I saw her but in diminished profile; nevertheless I was 
sure I knew on the spot that we must already have met. 

“The little lady of the steamer!” my companion cried. 

“Was she on your steamer?” | asked with interest. 

“From morning till night. She was never sick. She used to sit per- 
petually at the side of the vessel with her hands crossed that way, 
looking at the eastward horizon.” 

“And are you going to speak to her?” 

“T don’t know her. I never made acquaintance with her. I wasn’t 
in form to make up to ladies. But [ used to watch her—and I don’t 
know why—to be interested in her. She’s a dear little Yankee woman. 
I've an idea she’s a school-mistress taking a holiday—for which her 
scholars have made up a purse.” 

She had now turned her face a little more into profile, looking at 
the steep grey house-fronts opposite. On this I decided. “I shall speak 
to her myself.” 

“T wouldn’t—she’s very shy,” said my brother-in-law. 

“My dear fellow, I know her. I once showed her photographs at a 
tea-party.” With which I went up to her, making her, as she turned 
to look at me, leave me in no doubt of her identity. Miss Caroline 
Spencer had achieved her dream. But she was less quick to recognise 
me and showed a slight bewilderment. I pushed a chair to the table 
and sat down. “Well,” I said, “I hope you’re not disappointed!” 

She stared, blushing a little—then gave a small jump and placed me. 
“Tt was you who showed me the photographs—at North Verona.” 
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“Yes, it was I. This happens very charmingly, for isn’t it quite 
proper for me to give you a formal reception here—the official wel- 
come? I talked to you so much about Europe.” 

“You didn’t say too much. I’m so intensely happy!” she declared. 

Very happy indeed she looked. There was no sign of her being 
older; she was as gravely, decently, demurely pretty as before. If she 
had struck me as a thin-stemmed, mild-hued flower of Puritanism it 
may be imagined whether in her present situation this clear bloom 
was less appealing. Beside her an old gentleman was drinking ab- 
sinthe; behind her the dame de comptoir* in the pink ribbons called 
“Alcibiade, Alcibiade!” to the long-aproned waiter. I explained to 
Miss Spencer that the gentleman with me had lately been her ship- 
mate, and my brother-in-law came up and was introduced to her. 
But she looked at him as if she had never so much as seen him, and 
{ remembered he had told me her eyes were always fixed on the east- 
ward horizon. She had evidently not noticed him, and, still timidly 
smiling, made no attempt whatever to pretend the contrary. I stayed 
with her on the little terrace of the café while he went back to the 
hotel and to his wife. I remarked to my friend that this meeting of 
ours at the first hour of her landing partook, among all chances, of 
the miraculous, but that I was delighted to be there and receive her 
first impressions. 

“Oh I can’t tell you,” she said—‘“I feel so much in a dream. I’ve 
been sitting here an hour and I don’t want to move. Everything's so 
delicious and romantic. I don’t know whether the coffee has gone to 
my head—it’s so unlike the coffee of my dead past.” 

“Really,” I made answer, “if you're so pleased with this poor pro- 
saic Havre you'll have no admiration left for better things. Don’t 
spend your appreciation all the first day—temember it’s your intel- 
lectual letter of credit. Remember all the beautiful places and things 
that are waiting for you. Remember that lovely Italy we talked about.” 

‘I'm not afraid of running short,” she said gaily, still looking at 
the opposite houses. “I could sit here all day—just saying to myself 
that here I am at last. It’s so dark and strange—so old and different.” 

“By the way then,” I asked, “how come you to be encamped in 
this odd placer Haven’t you gone to one of the inns?” For I was half- 
amused, half-alarmed at the good conscience with which this delicately 
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pretty woman had stationed herself in conspicuous isolation on the 
edge of the sidewalk. 

“My cousin brought me here and—a little while ago—left me,” 
she returned. “You know I told you I had a relation over here. He's 
still here—a real cousin. Well,” she pursued with unclouded can- 
dour, “he met me at the steamer this morning.” 

It was absurd—and the case moreover none of my business; but I 
felt somehow disconcerted. “It was hardly worth his while to meet 
you if he was to desert you so soon.” 

“Oh he has only left me for half an hour,” said Caroline Spencer. 
“He has gone to get my money.” 

I continued to wonder. “Where is your money?” 

She appeared seldom to laugh, but she laughed for the joy of this. 
“Tt makes me feel very fine to tell you! It’s in circular notes.” 

“And where are your circular notes?” 

“In my cousin’s pocket.” 

This statement was uttered with such clearness of candour that— 
I can hardly say why—it gave me a sensible chill. I couldn’t at all 
at the moment have justified my lapse from ease, for | knew nothing 
of Miss Spencer's cousin. Since he stood in that relation to her—dear 
respectable little person—the presumption was in his favour. But I 
found myself wincing at the thought that half an hour after her land- 
ing her scanty funds should have passed into his hands. “Is he to 
travel with you?” I asked. 

“Only as far as Paris. He’s an art-student in Paris—I’ve always 
thought that so splendid. I wrote to him that I was coming, but I 
never expected him to come off to the ship. I supposed he’d only just 
meet me at the train in Paris. It’s very kind of him. But he is,” said 
Caroline Spencer, “very kind—and very bright.” 

I felt at once a strange eagerness to see this bright kind of cousin 
who was an art-student. “He’s gone to the banker's?” I enquired. 

“Yes, to the banker’s. He took me to an hotel—such a queer quaint 
cunning lictle place, with a court in the middle and a gallery all round, 
and a lovely landlady in such a beautifully futed cap and such a per- 
fectly fitting dress! After a while we came out to walk to the bank- 
ers, for I hadn’t any French money. But I was very dizzy from the 
motion of the vessel and I thought I had better sit down. He found 
this place for me here—then he went off to the banker’s himself. I’m 
to wait here till he comes back.” 
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Her story was wholly lucid and my impression perfectly wanton, 
but it passed through my mind that the gentleman would never come 
back. I settled myself in a chair beside my friend and determined to 
await the event. She was lost in the vision and the imagination of 
everything near us and about us—she observed, she recognised and 
admired, with a touching intensity. She noticed everything that was 
brought before us by the movement of the street—the peculiarities of 
costume, the shapes of vehicles, the big Norman horses, the fat 
priests, the shaven poodles. We talked of these things, and there was 
something charming in her freshness of perception and the way her 
book-nourished fancy sallied forth for the revel. 

“And when your cousin comes back what are you going to do?” 
I went on. 

For this she had, a little oddly, to think. “We don’t quite know.” 

“When do you go to Paris? If you go by the four o clock train I 
may have the pleasure of making the journey with you.” 

“T don’t think we shall do that.” So far she was prepared. “My 
cousin thinks I had better stay here a few days.” 

“Oh!” said I—and for five minutes had nothing to add. I was won- 
dering what our absentee was, in vulgar parlance, Sretion ll looked 
up and down the street, but saw nothing that looked like a bright and 
kind American art-student. At last I took the liberty of observing that 
the Havre was hardly a place to choose as one of the aesthetic stations 
of a European tour. It was a place of convenience, nothing more; a 
place of transit, through which transit should be rapid. I recommended 
her to go to Paris by the afternoon train and meanwhile to amuse 
herself by driving to the ancient fortress at the mouth of the harbour 
_that remarkable circular structure which bore the name of Francis 
the First and figured a sort of small Castle of Saint Angelo. (I might 
really have foreknown that it was to be demolished.) 

She listened with much interest—then for a moment looked grave. 
“My cousin told me that when he returned he should have something 
particular to say to me, and that we could do nothing or decide 
nothing till I should have heard it. But I'll make him tell me right 
off, and then we'll go to the ancient fortress. Francis the First, did you 
say? Why, that’s lovely. There's no hurry to get to Paris; there’s 

lenty of time.” 

She smiled with her softly severe little lips as she spoke those last 
words, yet, looking at her with a purpose, I made out in her eyes, I 
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thought, a tiny gleam of apprehension. “Don’t tell me,” I said, “that 
this wretched man’s going to give you bad news!” 

She coloured as if convicted of a hidden perversity, but she was soat- 
ing too high to drop. “Well, I guess it’s a little bad, but I don’t be- 
lieve it’s very bad. At any rate I must listen to it.” 

I usurped an unscrupulous authority. “Look here; you didn’t come 
to Europe to listen—you came to see!” But now I was sure her cousin 
would come back; since he had something disagreeable to say to her 
he'd infallibly turn up. We sat a while longer and I asked her about 
her plans of travel. She had them on her fingers’ ends and told over 
the names as solemnly as a daughter of another faith might have told 
over the beads of a rosary: from Paris to Dijon and to Avignon, from 
Avignon to Marseilles and the Cornice road; thence to Genoa, to 
Spezia, to Pisa, to Florence, to Rome. It apparently had never oc- 
curred to her that there could be the least incommodity in her travel- 
ling alone; and since she was unprovided with a companion I of course 
civilly abstained from disturbing her sense of security. 

At last her cousin came back. I saw him turn toward us out of a 
side-street, and from the moment my eyes rested on him I knew he 
could but be the bright, if not the kind, American art-student. He 
wore a slouch hat and a rusty black velvet jacket, such as I had often 
encountered in the Rue Bonaparte. His shirt-collar displayed a stretch 
of throat that at a distance wasn’t strikingly statuesque. He was tall 
and lean, he had red hair and freckles. These items I had time to take 
in while he approached the café, staring at me with natural surprise 
from under his romantic brim. When he came up to us I immedi- 
ately introduced myself as an old acquaintance of Miss Spencet’s, a 
character she serenely permitted me to claim. He looked at me hard 
with a pair of small sharp eyes, then he gave me a solemn wave, in 
the “European” fashion, of his rather rusty sombrero. 

“You weren't on the ship?” he asked. 

“No, I wasn’t on the ship. I've been in Europe these several years.” 

He bowed once more, portentously, and motioned me to be seated 
again. I sat down, but only for the purpose of observing him an in- 
stant—I saw it was time I should return to my sister. Miss Spencet’s 
European protector was, by my measure, a very queer quantity. 
Nature hadn't shaped him for a Raphaelesque or Byronic attire, and 
his velvet doublet and exhibited though not columnar throat weren’t 


Four Meetings 195 


in harmony with his facial attributes. His hair was cropped close to 
his head; his ears were large and ill-adjusted to the same. He had a 
lackadaisical carriage and a sentimental droop which were peculiarly 
at variance with his keen conscious strange-coloured eyes—of a brown 
that was almost red. Perhaps I was prejudiced, but I thought his eyes 
too shifty. He said nothing for some time; he leaned his hands on 
his stick and looked up and down the street. Then at last, slowly 
lifting the stick and pointing with it, “That’s a very nice bit,” he 
dropped with a certain flatness. He had his head to one side—he nar- 
rowed his ugly lids. I followed the direction of his stick; the object 
it indicated was a red cloth hung out of an old window. “Nice bit of 
colour,” he continued; and without moving his head transferred his 
half-closed gaze to me. “Composes well. Fine old tone. Make a nice 
thing.” He spoke in a charmless vulgar voice. 

“I see you've a great deal of eye,” I replied. “Your cousin tells me 
you re studying art.” He looked at me in the same way, without 
answering, and I went on with deliberate urbanity: “I suppose you're 
at the studio of one of those great men.” Still on this he continued to 
fix me, and then he named one of the greatest of that day; which led 
me to ask him if he liked his master. 

“Do you understand French?” he returned. 

“Some kinds.” 

He kept his little eyes on me; with which he remarked: “Je suis 
fou de la peinture!” * 

“Oh I understand that kind!” I replied. Our companion laid 
her hand on his arm with a small pleased and fluttered movement; 
it was delightful to be among people who were on such easy terms 
with foreign tongues. I got up to take leave and asked her where, in 
Paris, I might have the honour of waiting on her. To what hotel 
would she gor 

She turned to her cousin enquiringly and he favoured me again 
with his little languid leer. “Do you know the Hotel des Princes?” 

“T know where it is.” 

“Well, that’s the shop.” 

“T congratulate you, I said to Miss Spencer. “T believe it’s the best 
inn in the world; but, in case I should still have a moment to call 
on you here, where are you lodged?” 
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“Oh it’s such a pretty name, she returned gleefully. “A la Belle 
Normande.” 

“T guess I know my way round!” her kinsman threw in; and as | 
left them he gave me with his swaggering head-cover a great flourish 


that was like the wave of a banner over a conquered field. 


III 


My relative, as it proved, was not sufficiently restored to leave the 
place by the afternoon train; so that as the autumn dusk began to 
fall I found myself at liberty to call at the establishment named to 
me by my friends. I must confess that-I had spent much of the in- 
terval in wondering what the disagreeable thing was that the less 
attractive of these had been telling the other. The auberge of the 
Belle Normande proved an hostelry in a shady by-street, where it 
gave me satisfaction to think Miss Spencer must have encountered 
local colour in abundance. There was a crooked little court, where 
much of the hospitality of the house was carried on; there was a 
staircase climbing to bedrooms on the outer side of the wall; there 
was a small trickling fountain with a stucco statuette set in the midst 
of it; there was a little boy in a white cap and apron cleaning copper 
vessels at a conspicuous kitchen door; there was a chattering land- 
lady, neatly laced, arranging apricots and grapes into an artistic 
pytamid upon a pink plate. I looked about, and on a green bench 
outside of an open door labelled Salle-a-Manger, I distinguished 
Caroline Spencer. No sooner had I looked at her than I was sure some- 
thing had happened since the morning. Supported by the back of her 
bench, with her hands clasped in her lap, she kept her eyes on the 
other side of the court, where the landlady manipulated the apricots. 

But I saw that, poor dear, she wasn’t thinking of apricots or even 
of landladies. She was staring absently, thoughtfully; on a nearer 
view I could have certified she had been crying. I had seated myself 
beside her before she was aware; then, when she had done so, she 
simply turned round without surprise and showed me her sad face. 
Something very bad indeed had happened; she was completely 
changed, and I immediately charged her with it. “Your cousin has 
been giving you bad news. You've had a horrid time.” 

For a moment she said nothing, and | supposed her afraid to speak 
lest her tears should again rise. Then it came to me that even in the 
few hours since my leaving her she had shed them all—which made 
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her now intensely, stoically composed. “My poor cousin has been 
having one,” she replied at last. “He has had great worries. His news 
was bad.” Then after a dismally conscious wait: “He was in dreadful 
want of money.” 

“In want of yours, you mean?” 

“Of any he could get—honourably of course. Mine is all—well, 
that’s available.” 

Ah it was as if I had been sure from the first! “And he has taken 
it from you?” 

Again she hung fire, but her face meanwhile was pleading. “I gave 
him what I had.” 

I recall the accent of those words as the most angelic human sound 
I had ever listened to—which is exactly why I jumped up almost with 
a sense of personal outrage. “Gracious goodness, madam, do you call 
that his getting it ‘honourably’?” 

I had gone too far—she coloured to her eyes. “We won't speak 
of tBu 

“We must speak of it,” I declared as I dropped beside her again. 
“Tm your friend—upon my word I’m your protector; it seems to me 
you need one. What’s the matter with this extraordinary person?” 

She was perfectly able to say. “He’s just badly in debt.” 

“No doubt he is! But what’s the special propriety of your—in 
such tearing haste!—paying for that?” 

“Well, he has told me all his story. I feel for him so much.” 

“So do I, if you come to that! But I hope,” I roundly added, “he'll 
give you straight back your money.” 

As to this she was prompt. “Certainly he will—as soon as ever 
he can.” 

“And when the deuce will that ber” 

Her lucidity maintained itself. “When he has finished his great 
picture.” 

It took me full in the face. “My dear young lady, damn his great 
picture! Where is this voracious man?” 

It was as if she must let me feel a moment that I did push her!— 
though indeed, as appeared, he was just where he’d naturally be. 
“He’s having his dinner.” 

I turned about and looked through the open door into the salle-a- 
manger. There, sure enough, alone at the end of a long table, was 
the object of my friend’s compassion—the bright, the kind young 
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art-student. He was dining too attentively to notice me at first, but 
in the act of setting down a well-emptied wine-glass he caught sight 
of my air of observation. He paused in his repast and, with his head 
on one side and his meagre jaws slowly moving, fixedly returned my 
gaze. Then the landlady came brushing lightly by with her pyramid 
of apricots. 

“And that nice little plate of fruit is for him?” I wailed. 

Miss Spencer glanced at it tenderly. “They seem to atrange every- 
thing so nicely!” she simply sighed. 

I felt helpless and irritated. “Come now, really,” I said; “do you 
think it right, do you think it decent,-that that long strong fellow 
should collar your funds?” She looked away from me—I was evi- 
dently giving her pain. The case was hopeless; the long strong fellow 
had “interested” her. 

“Pardon me if I speak of him so unceremoniously,” I said. “But 
you're really too generous, and he hasn’t, clearly, the rudiments of 
delicacy. He made his debts himself—he ought to pay them himself.” 

“He has been foolish,” she obstinately said—“of course I know 
that. He has told me everything. We had a long talk this morning— 
the poor fellow threw himself on my charity. He has signed notes to 
a large amount.” 

“The more fool he!” 

“He’s in real distress—and it’s not only himself. It’s his poor young 
wife.” 

“Ah he has a poor young wife?” 

“T didn’t know—but he made a clean breast of it. He married two 
years since—secretly.” 

“Why secretly?” 

My informant took precautions as if she feared listeners. Then 
with low impressiveness: “She was a Countess!” 

“Are you very sure of that?” 

“She has written me the most beautiful letter.” 

“Asking you—whom she has never seen—for money?” 

“Asking me for confidence and sympathy”—Miss Spencer spoke 
now with spirit. “She has been cruelly treated by her family—in con- 
sequence of what she has done for him. My cousin has told me every 
particular, and she appeals to me in her own lovely way in the letter, 
which I’ve here in my pocket. It’s such a wonderful old-world ro- 
mance,’ said my prodigious friend. “She was a beautiful young widow 
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—her first husband was a Count, tremendously high-born, but really 
most wicked, with whom she hadn’t been happy and whose death had 
left her ruined after he had deceived her in all sorts of ways. My poor 
cousin, meeting her in that situation and perhaps a little too reck- 
lessly pitying her and charmed with her, found her, don’t you see?” 
—Caroline’s appeal on this head was amazing!—‘“but too ready to 
trust a better man after all she had been through. Only when her 
‘people,’ as he says—and I do like the word!—understood she would 
have him, poor gifted young American art-student though he simply 
was, because she just adored him, her great-aunt, the old Marquise, 
from whom she had expectations of wealth which she could yet sacri- 
fice for her love, utterly cast her off and wouldn’t so much as speak 
to her, much less to him, in their dreadful haughtiness and pride. 
They can be haughty over here, it seems,” she ineffably developed— 
“there’s no mistake about that! It’s like something in some famous old 
book. The family, my cousin’s wife's,” she by this time almost com- 
placently wound up, “are of the oldest Provengal noblesse.” 

I listened half-bewildered. The poor woman positively found it so 
interesting to be swindled by a flower of that stock—if stock or flower 
or solitary grain of truth was really concerned in the matter—as prac- 
tically to have lost the sense of what the forfeiture of her hoard meant 
for her. “My dear young lady,” I groaned, “you don’t want to be 
stripped of every dollar for such a rigmarole!” 

She asserted, at this, her dignity—much as a small pink shorn lamb 
might have done. “Tt isn’t a rigmarole, and I shan’t be stripped. | 
shan’t live any worse than I have lived, don’t you see? And I'll come 
back before long to stay with them. The Countess—he still gives 
her, he says, her title, as they do to noble widows, that is to ‘dow- 
agers, don’t you know? in England—insists on a visit from me some 
time. So I guess for that I can start afresh—and meanwhile I'll have 
recovered my money.” 

It was all too heart-breaking. “You're going home then at once?” 

I felt the faint tremor of voice she heroically tried to stifle. “I’ve 
nothing left for a tour.” 

“You gave it all up?” 

“‘Tve kept enough to take me back.” 

I uttered, I think, a positive howl, and at this juncture the hero of 
the situation, the happy proprietor of my little friend’s sacred savings 
and of the infatuated grande dame just sketched for me, reappeared 


200 Henry James 


with the clear consciousness of a repast bravely earned and consis- 
tently enjoyed. He stood on the threshold an instant, extracting the 
stone from a plump apricot he had fondly retained; then he put the 
apricot into his mouth and, while he let it gracefully dissolve there, 
stood looking at us with his long legs apart and his hands thrust into 
the pockets of his velvet coat. My companion got up, giving him a 
thin glance that I caught in its passage and which expressed at once 
resignation and fascination—the last dregs of her sacrifice and with 
it an anguish of upliftedness. Ugly vulgar pretentious dishonest as 
I thought him, and destitute of every grace of plausibility, he had yet 
appealed successfully to her eager and tender imagination. I was 
deeply disgusted, but I had no warrant to interfere, and at any rate 
felt that it would be vain. He waved his hand meanwhile with a 
breadth of appreciation. “Nice old court. Nice mellow old place. Nice 
crooked old staircase. Several pretty things.” 

Decidedly I couldn’t stand it, and without responding I gave my 
hand to my friend. She looked at me an instant with her little white 
face and rounded eyes, and as she showed her pretty teeth I suppose 
she meant to smile. “Don’t be sorry for me,” she sublimely pleaded; 
“Tm very sure I shall see something of this dear old Europe yet.” 

I refused however to take literal leave of her—I should find a 
moment to come back next morning. Her awful kinsman, who had 
put on his sombrero again, flourished it off at me by way of a bow— 
on which I hurried away. 

On the morrow early I did return, and in the court of the inn met 
the landlady, more loosely laced than in the evening. On my asking 
for Miss Spencer, “Partie, monsieur,” the good woman said. “She 
went away last night at ten o'clock, with her—her—not her husband, 
ehr—in fine her Monsieur. They went down to the American ship.” 
I turned off—I felt the tears in my eyes. The poor girl had been 


some thirteen hours in Europe. 


IV 


I myself, more fortunate, continued to sacrifice to opportunity as | 
myself met it. During this period—of some five years—I lost my 
friend Latouche, who died of a malarious fever during a tour in the 
Levant. One of the first things I did on my return to America was 
to go up to North Verona on a consolatory visit to his poor mother. | 
found her in deep affliction and sat with her the whole of the morning 
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that followed my arrival—I had come in late at night—listening to 
her tearful descant and singing the praises of my friend. We talked 
of nothing else, and our conversation ended only with the arrival of 
a quick little woman who drove herself up to the door in a “carry-all” 
and whom I saw toss the reins to the horse’s back with the briskness 
of a startled sleeper throwing off the bedclothes. She jumped out of 
the carry-all and she jumped into the room. She proved to be the 
minister’s wife and the great town-gossip, and she had evidently, in 
the latter capacity, a choice morsel to communicate. I was as sure 
of this as I was that poor Mrs. Latouche was not absolutely too be- 
reaved to listen to her. It seemed to me discreet to retire, and I de- 
scribed myself as anxious for a walk before dinner. 

“And by the way,” I added, “if you'll tell me where my old friend 
Miss Spencer lives, I think I'll call on her.” 

The minister’s wife immediately responded. Miss Spencer lived 
in the fourth house beyond the Baptist church; the Baptist church 
was the one on the right, with that queer green thing over the door; 
they called it a portico, but it looked more like an old-fashioned bed- 
stead swung in the air. “Yes, do look up poor Caroline,” Mrs. La- 
touche further enjoined. “It will refresh her to see a strange face.” 

“T should think she had had enough of strange faces!” cried the 
minister's wife. 

“To see, I mean, a charming visitor’ —Mrs. Latouche amended 
her phrase. 

“T should think she had had enough of charming visitors!” her 
companion returned. “But you don’t mean to stay ten years,” she 
added with significant eyes on me. 

“Has she a visitor of that sort?” I asked in my ignorance. 

“Youll make out the sort!” said the minister’s wife. “She’s easily 
seen; she generally sits in the front yard. Only take care what you 
say to her, and be very sure you re polite.” 

“Ah she’s so sensitive?” 

The minister's wife jumped up and dropped me a curtsey—a most 
sarcastic curtsey. “That's what she is, if you please. ‘Madame la 
Comtesse!’ ” 

And pronouncing these titular words with the most scathing ac- 
cent, the little woman seemed fairly to laugh in the face of the lady 
they designated. | stood staring, wondering, remembering. 


202 Henry James 


“Oh I shall be very polite!” I cried; and, grasping my hat and 
stick, I went on my way. 

I found Miss Spencer’s residence without difficulty. The Baptist 
church was easily identified, and the small dwelling near it, of a rusty 
white, with a large central chimney-stack and a Virginia creeper, 
seemed naturally and properly the abode of a withdrawn old maid 
with a taste for striking effects inexpensively obtained. As I ap- 
proached I slackened my pace, for I had heard that some one was 
always sitting in the front yard, and I wished to reconnoitre. I looked 
cautiously over the low white fence that separated the small garden- 
space from the unpaved street, but I descried nothing in the shape 
of a Comtesse. A small straight path led up to the crooked door-step, 
on either side of which was a little grass-plot fringed with currant- 
bushes. In the middle of the grass, right and left, was a large quince- 
tree, full of antiquity and contortions, and beneath one of the quince- 
trees were placed a small table and a couple of light chairs. On the 
table lay a piece of unfinished embroidery and two or three books in 
bright-coloured paper covers. I went in at the gate and paused half- 
way along the path, scanning the place for some further token of its 
occupant, before whom—I could hardly have said why—I hesitated 
abruptly to, present myself. Then I saw the poor little house to be 
of the shabbiest and felt a sudden doubt of my right to penetrate, 
since curiosity had been my motive and curiosity here failed of con- 
fidence. While I demurred a figure appeared in the open doorway 
and stood there looking at me. | immediately recognised Miss Spen- 
cer, but she faced me as if we had never met. Gently, but gravely 
and timidly, I advanced to the doot-step, where | spoke with an 
attempt at friendly banter. 

“I waited for you over there to come back, but you never came.” 

“Waited where, sir?” she quavered, her innocent eyes rounding 
themselves as of old. She was much older; she looked tired and wasted. 

“Well,” I said, “I waited at the old French port.” 

She stared harder, then recognised me, smiling, flushing, clasping 
her two hands together. “I remember you now—I remember that 
day.” But she stood there, neither coming out nor asking me to come 
in. She was embarrassed. 

I too felt a little awkward while I poked at the path with my stick. 
“I kept looking out for you year after year.” 

“You mean in Europe?” she ruefully breathed. 
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“In Europe of course! Here apparently you're easy enough to find.’ 

She leaned her hand against the unpainted doorpost and her head 
fell a little to one side. She looked at me thus without speaking, and 
I caught the expression visible in women’s eyes when tears are rising. 
Suddenly she stepped out on the cracked slab of stone before her 
threshold and closed the docr. Then her strained smile prevailed and 
I saw her teeth were as pretty as ever. But there had been tears too. 
“Have you been there ever since?” she lowered her voice to ask. 

“Until three weeks ago. And you—you never came back?” 

Still shining at me as she could, she put her hand behind her and 
reopened the door. “I’m not very polite,” she said. “Won’t you come 
in?” 

“Tm afraid I incommode you.” 

“Oh no!”—she wouldn’t hear of it now. And she pushed back 
the door with a sign that I should enter. 

I followed her in. She led the way to a small room on the left of 
the narrow hall, which I supposed to be her parlour, though it was 
at the back of the house, and we passed the closed door of another 
apartment which apparently enjoyed a view of the quince-trees. This 
one looked out upon a small wood-shed and two clucking hens. But 
I thought it pretty until I saw its elegance to be of the most frugal 
kind; after which, presently, I thought it prettier still, for I had never 
seen faded chintz and old mezzotint engravings, framed in varnished 
autumn leaves, disposed with so touching a grace. Miss Spencer sat 
down on a very small section of the sofa, her hands tightly clasped in 
her lap. She looked ten years older, and I needn’t now have felt called 
to insist on the facts of her person. But I still thought them interest- 
ing, and at any rate I was moved by them. She was peculiarly agi- 
tated. I tried to appear not to notice it; but suddenly, in the most 
inconsequent fashion—it was an irresistible echo of our concentrated 
passage in the old French port—I said to her: “I do incommode you. 
Again you're in distress.” 

She raised her two hands to her face and for a moment kept it 
buried in them. Then taking them away, “It’s because you remind 
me,” she said. 

“T remind you, you mean, of that miserable day at the Havre?” 

She wonderfully shook her head. “It wasn’t miserable. It was de- 


lightful.” 


Ah was it? my manner of receiving this must have commented. 
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“I never was so shocked as when, on going back to your inn the next 
morning, I found you had wretchedly retreated.” 

She waited an instant, after which she said: “Please let us not 
speak of that.” 

“Did you come straight back here?” I nevertheless went on. 

“I was back here just thirty days after my first start.” 

“And here you’ve remained ever since?” 

“Every minute of the time.” 

I took it in; I didn’t know what to say, and what I presently said 
had almost the sound of mockery. “When then are you going to make 
that tour?” It might be practically aggressive; but there was some- 
thing that irritated me in her depths of resignation, and I wished to 
extort from her some expression of impatience. 

She attached her eyes a moment to a small sunspot on the carpet; 
then she got up and lowered the window-blind a little to obliterate 
it. | waited, watching her with interest—as if she had still something 
more to give me. Well, presently, in answer to my last question, she 
gave it. “Never!” 

“I hope at least your cousin repaid you that money,” I said. 

At this again she looked away from me. “I don’t care for it now.” 

“You don’t care for your money?” 

“For ever going to Europe.” 

“Do you mean you wouldn't go if you could?” 

“Tcan’t—I can’t,” said Caroline Spencer. “It’s all over. Everything’s 
different. I never think of it.” 

“The scoundrel never repaid you then!” I cried. 

“Please, please—!” she began. 

But she had stopped—she was looking toward the door. There had 
been a rustle and a sound of steps in the hall. 

I also looked toward the door, which was open and now admitted 
another person—a lady who paused just within the threshold. Behind 
her came a young man. The lady looked at me with a good deal of 
fixedness—long enough for me to rise to a vivid impression of her- 
self. Then she turned to Caroline Spencer and, with a smile and a 
strong foreign accent, “Pardon, ma chére! | didn’t know you had com- 
pany,” she said. “The gentleman came in so quietly.” With which 
she again gave me the benefit of her attention. She was very strange, 
yet I was at once sure I had seen her before. Afterwards I rather put it 


that I had only seen ladies remarkably like her. But I had seen them 
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very far away from North Verona, and it was the oddest of all things 
to meet one of them in that frame. To what quite other scene did 
the sight of her transport me? To some dusky landing before a shabby 
Parisian quatriéme *—to an open door revealing a greasy ante-chamber 
and to Madame leaning over the banisters while she holds a faded 
wrapper together and bawls down to the portress to bring up her 
coffee. My friend’s guest was a very large lady, of middle age, with 
a plump deadwhite face and hair drawn back 4 la chinoise.* She had 
a small penetrating eye and what is called in French le sourire agre- 
able.> She wore an old pink cashmere dressing-gown covered with 
white embroideries, and, like the figure in my momentary vision, she 
confined it in front with a bare and rounded arm and a plump and 
deeply-dimpled hand. 

“It’s only to spick about my café,” she said to her hostess with her 
sourire agréable. “I should like it served in the garden under the 
leetle tree.” 

The young man behind her had now stepped into the room, where 
he also stood revealed, though with rather less of a challenge. He was 
a gentleman of few inches but a vague importance, perhaps the lead- 
ing man of the world of North Verona. He had a small pointed nose 
and a small pointed chin; also, as I observed, the most diminutive 
feet and a manner of no point at all. He looked at me foolishly and 
with his mouth open. 

“You shall have your coffee,” said Miss Spencer as if an army of 
cooks had been engaged in the preparation of it. 

“C'est bien!” © said her massive inmate. “Find your bouk”—and 
this personage turned to the gaping youth. 

He gaped now at each quarter of the room. “My grammar, d’ye 
mean?” 

The large lady, however, could but face her friend’s visitor while 
persistently engaged with a certain laxity in the flow of her wrapper. 
“Find your bouk,” she more absently repeated. 

“My poetry, d’ye mean?” said the young man, who also couldn’t 
take his eyes off me. 

“Never mind your bouk’”—his companion reconsidered. “Today 
we ll just talk. We'll make some conversation. But we mustn’t inter- 
rupt Mademoiselle’s. Come, come” —and she moved off a step. “Un- 


8 fourth floor (actually the fifth) 5 pleasant smile 
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der the leetle tree,” she added for the benefit of Mademoiselle. After 


which she gave me a thin salutation, jerked a measured “Monsieur!” 
and swept away again with her swain following. 

I looked at Miss Spencer, whose eyes never moved from the car- 
pet, and I spoke, I fear, without grace. “Who in the world’s that?” 

“The Comtesse—that was: my cousine as they call it in French.” 

“And who’s the young man?” 

“The Countess’s pupil, Mr. Mister.” This description of the tie 
uniting the two persons who had just quitted us must certainly have 
upset my gravity; for I recall the marked increase of my friends’ own 
as she continued to explain. “She gives lessons in French and music, 
the simpler sorts—” 

“The simpler sorts of French?” I fear I broke in. 

But she was still impenetrable, and in fact had now an intonation 
that put me vulgarly in the wrong. “She has had the worst reverses— 
with no one to look to. She’s prepared for any exertion—and_ she 
takes her misfortunes with gaiety.” 

“Ah well,” I returned—no doubt a little ruefully, “that’s all I 
myself am pretending to do. If she’s determined to be a burden to 
nobody, nothing could be more right and proper.” 

My hostess looked vaguely, though I thought quite wearily enough, 
about: she met this proposition in no other way. “I must go and get 
the coffee,” she simply said. 

“Has the lady many pupils?” I none the less persisted. 

“She has only Mr. Mixter. She gives him all her time.” It might 
have set me off again, but something in my whole impression of my 
friend’s sensibility urged me to keep strictly decent. “He pays very 
well,” she at all events inscrutably went on. “He’s not very bright— 
as a pupil; but he’s very rich and he’s very kind. He has a buggy— 
with a back, and he takes the Countess to drive.” 

“For good long spells I hope,” I couldn’t help interjecting—even 
at the cost of her so taking it that she had still to avoid my eyes. 
“Well, the country’s beautiful for miles,” I went on. And then as 
she was turning away: “You're going for the Countess’s coffee?” 

“I you'll excuse me a few moments.” 

“Ts there no one else to do it?” 

She seemed to wonder who there should be. “I keep no servants.” 

“Then can’t I help?” After which, as she but looked at me, I bet- 
tered it. “Can’t she wait on herself?” 
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strange idea. “She isn’t used to manual labour.” 

The discrimination was a treat, but I cultivated decorum. “I see— 
and you are.” But at the same time I couldn’t abjure curiosity. “Be- 
fore you go, at any rate, please tell me this: who és this wonderful 
lady?” 

“T told you just who in France—that extraordinary day. She’s the 
wife of my cousin, whom you saw there.” 

“The lady disowned by her family in consequence of her marriage?” 

“Yes; they've never seen her again. They’ve completely broken 
with her.” 

“And where's her husband?” 

“My poor cousin’s dead.” 

I pulled up, but only a moment. “And where’s your money?” 

The poor thing flinched—I kept her on the rack. “I don’t know,” 
she woefully said. 

I scarce know what it didn’t prompt me to—but I went step by 
step. “On her husband’s death this lady at once came to your” 

It was as if she had had too often to describe it. “Yes, she arrived 
one day.” 

“How long ago?” 

“Two years and four months.” 

“And has been here ever since?” 

“Ever since.” 

I took it all in. “And how does she like it?” 

“Well, not very much,” said Miss Spencer divinely. 

That too I took in. “And how do you—?” 

She laid her face in her two hands an instant as she had done ten 
minutes before. Then, quickly, she went to get the Countess’s coffee. 

Left alone in the little parlour I found myself divided between the 
perfection of my disgust and a contrary wish to see, to learn more. 
At the end of a few minutes the young man in attendance on the 
lady in question reappeared as for a fresh gape at me. He was in- 
ordinately grave—to be dressed in such parti-coloured flannels; and 
he produced with no great confidence on his own side the message 
with which he had been charged. “She wants to know if you won't 
come right out.” 

“Who wants to know?” 


“The Countess. That French lady.” 
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“She has asked you to bring me?” 

“Yes sir,” said the young man feebly—for I may claim to have 
surpassed him in stature and weight. 

I went out with him, and we found his instructress seated under 
one of the small quince-trees in front of the house, where she was 
engaged in drawing a fine needle with a very fat hand through a 
piece of embroidery not remarkable for freshness. She pointed gra- 
ciously to the chair beside her and I sat down. Mr. Mixter glanced 
about him and then accommodated himself on the grass at her feet; 
whence he gazed upward more gapingly than ever and as if convinced 
that between us something wonderful would now occur. 

“Tm sure you spick French,” said the Countess, whose eyes were 
singularly protuberant as she played over me her agreeable smile. 

“I do, madam—tant bien que mal,” " I replied, I fear, more dryly. 

“Ah voila!”*she cried as with delight. “I knew it as soon as I 
looked at you. You've been in my poor dear country.” 

“A considerable time.” 

“You love it then, mon pays de France?” 

“Oh it’s an old affection.” But I wasn’t exuberant. 

“And you know Paris well?” 

“Yes, sans me vanter,® madam, I think I really do.” And with a 
certain conscious purpose I let my eyes meet her own. 

She presently, hereupon, moved her own and glanced down at Mr. 
Mixter. “What are we talking about?” she demanded of her attentive 

upil. 

He pulled his knees up, plucked at the grass, stared, blushed a little. 
“You're talking French,” said Mr. Mixter. 

“La belle découverte!” ° mocked the Countess. “It’s going on ten 
months,” she explained to me, “since I took him in hand. Don’t put 
yourself out not to say he’s la bétise méme,” *° she added in fine 
style. “He won't in the least understand you.” 

A moment's consideration of Mr. Mixter, awkwardly sporting at 
our feet, quite assured me that he wouldn't. “T hope your other pupils 
do you more honour,” I then remarked to my entertainer. 

“T have no others. They don’t know what French—or what any- 
thing else—is in this place; they don’t want to know. You may there- 
fore imagine the pleasure it is to me to meet a person who speaks it 


7 “after a fashion” ® “Quite a discovery!” 
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like yourself.” I could but reply that my own pleasure wasn’t less, 
and she continued to draw the stitches through her embroidery with 
an elegant curl of her little finger. Every few moments she put her 
eyes, near-sightedly, closer to her work—this as if for elegance too. 
She inspired me with no more confidence than her late husband, if 
husband he was, had done, years before, on the occasion with which 
this one so detestably matched: she was coarse, common, affected, 
dishonest—no more a Countess than I was a Caliph. She had an 
assurance—based clearly on experience; but this couldn’t have been 
the experience of “race.” Whatever it was indeed it did now, in a 
yearning fashion, flare out of her. “Talk to me of Paris, mon beau Paris 
that I'd give my eyes to see. The very name of it me fait languir.™ 
How long since you were there?” 

“A couple of months ago.” 

“Vous avez de la chance!** Tell me something about it. What 
were they doing? Oh for an hour of the Boulevard!” 

“They were doing about what they’re always doing—amusing 
themselves a good deal.” 

“At the theatres, bein?” sighed the Countess. “At the cafés-con- 
certs? sous ce beau ciel **—at the little tables before the doors? Quelle 
existence! ** You know I’m a Parisienne, monsieur,” she added, “‘to 
my finger-tips.” 

“Miss Spencer was mistaken then,” I ventured to return, “in tell- 
ing me you're a Provencale.” 

She stared a moment, then put her nose to her embroidery, which 
struck me as having acquired even while we sat a dingier and more 
desultory air. “Ah I'm a Provengale by birth, but a Parisienne by— 
inclination.” After which she pursued: “And by the saddest events 
of my life—as well as by some of the happiest, bélas!” 

“In other words by a varied experience!” I now at last smiled. 

She questioned me over it with her hard little salient eyes. “Oh 
experience!—I could talk of that, no doubt, if I wished. On en a de 
toutes les sortes'°—and I never dreamed that mine, for example, 
would ever have this in store for me.” And she indicated with her 
large bare elbow and with a jerk of her head all surrounding objects; 


11 “makes me pine” 14 “What a life!” 
12 “How lucky you are!” 15 “One has all kinds—” 


13 “under that beautiful sky” 
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the little white house, the pair of quince-trees, the rickety paling, 
even the rapt Mr. Mixter. 

I took them all bravely in. “Ah if you mean you're decidedly in 
exile—!” 

“You may imagine what it is. These two years of my épreuve—elles 
m’en ont données, des heures, des heures! *° One gets used to things” 
—and she raised her shoulders to the highest shrug ever accomplished 
at North Verona; “so that I sometimes think I’ve got used to this. 
But there are some things that are always beginning again. For 
example my coffee.” 

I so far again lent myself. “Do you always have coffee at this hour?” 

Her eyebrows went up as high as her shoulders had done. “At 
what hour would you propose to me to have it? I must have my little 
cup after breakfast.” 

“Ah you breakfast at this hour?” 

“At mid-day—comme cela se fait.’ Here they breakfast at a 
quarter past seven. That ‘quarter past’ is charming!” 

“But you were telling about your coffee,” I observed sympathetic- 
ally. 

“My cousine can’t believe in it; she can’t understand it. C’est une 
fille charmante,™ but that little cup of black coffee with a drop of 
‘fine, ** served at this hour—they exceed her comprehension. So | 
have to break the ice each day, and it takes the coffee the time you 
see to arrive. And when it does arrive, monsieur—! If I don’t press it 
on you—though monsieur here sometimes joins me!—it’s because 
you've drunk it on the Boulevard.” 

I resented extremely so critical a view of my poor friend’s exertions, 
but I said nothing at all—the only way to be sure of my civility. I 
dropped my eyes on Mr. Mixter, who, sitting cross-legged and nurs- 
ing his knees, watched my companion’s foreign graces with an interest 
that familiarity had apparently done little to restrict. She became 
aware, naturally, of my mystified view of him and faced the question 
with all her boldness. “He adores me, you know,” she murmured 
with her nose again in her tapestry—‘he dreams of becoming mon 
amoureux. Yes, il me fait une cour acharnée*—such as you see 
him. That’s what we've come to. He has read some French novel—it 
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took him six months. But ever since that he has thought himself a hero 
and me—such as I am, monsieur—je ne sais quelle dévergondée!” * 

Mr. Mixter may have inferred that he was to that extent the 
object of our reference; but of the manner in which he was handled 
he must have had small suspicion—preoccupied as he was, as to my 
companion, with the ecstasy of contemplation. Our hostess moreover 
at this moment came out of the house, bearing a coffee-pot and three 
cups on a neat little tray. I took from her eyes, as she approached us, 
a brief but intense appeal—the mute expression as I felt, conveyed 
in the hardest little look she had yet addressed me, of her longing to 
know what, as a man of the world in general and of the French 
world in particular, I thought of these allied forces now so encamped 
on the stricken field of her life. I could only “act” however, as they 
said at North Verona, quite impenetrably—only make no answering 
sign. I couldn’t intimate, much less could I frankly utter, my inward 
sense of the Countess’s probable past, with its measure of her virtue, 
value and accomplishments, and of the limits of the consideration to 
which she could properly pretend. I couldn’t give my friend a hint 
of how I myself personally “saw” her interesting pensioner—whether 
as the runaway wife of a too-jealous hairdresser or of a too-morose 
pastry-cook, say; whether as a very small bourgeoise, in fine, who 
had vitiated her case beyond patching up, or even as some character, 
of the nomadic sort, less edifying still. I couldn’t let in, by the jog 
of a shutter, as it were, a hard informing ray and then, washing my 
hands of the business, turn my back for ever. I could on the contrary 
but save the situation, my own at least, for the moment, by pulling 
myself together with a master hand and appearing to ignore every- 
thing but that the dreadful person between us was a “grande dame.” 
This effort was possible indeed but as a retreat in good order and 
with all the forms of courtesy. If I couldn’t speak, still less could I 
stay, and | think I must, in spite of everything, have turned black 
with disgust to see Caroline Spencer stand there like a waiting-maid. 
I therefore won’t answer for the shade of success that may have at- 
tended my saying to the Countess, on my feet and as to leave her: 
“You expect to remain some time in these parages?” ” 

What passed between us, as from face to face, while she looked 
up at me, that at least our companion may have caught, that at least 
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may have sown, for the after-time, some seed of revelation. The 
Countess repeated her terrible shrug. “Who knows? I don’t see my 
way—! It isn’t an existence, but when one’s in misery—! Chere 
belle,” she added as an appeal to Miss Spencer, “you've gone and 
forgotten the ‘fine’!” 

I detained that lady as, after considering a moment in silence the 
small array, she was about to turn off in quest of this article. I held out 
my hand in silence—I had to go. Her wan set little face, severely 
mild and with the question of a moment before now quite cold in it, 
spoke of extreme fatigue, but also of something else strange and 
conceived—whether a desperate patience.still, or at last some other 
desperation, being more than I can say. What was clearest on the 
whole was that she was glad I was going. Mr. Mixter had risen to 
his feet and was pouring out the Countess’s coffee. As I went back 
past the Baptist church I could feel how right my poor friend had been 
in her conviction at the other, the still intenser, the now historic crisis, 
that she should still see something of that dear old Europe. 


Es Vir EARS 


The April day was soft and bright, and poor Dencombe, happy in 
the conceit of reasserted strength, stood in the garden of the hotel, 
comparing, with a deliberation in which however there was still some- 
thing of languor, the attractions of easy strolls. He liked the feeling 
of the south so far as you could have it in the north, he liked the 
sandy cliffs and the clustered pines, he liked even the colourless sea. 
“Bournemouth as a health-resort”” had sounded like a mere advertise- 
ment, but he was thankful now for the commonest conveniences. 
The sociable country postman, passing through the garden, had just 
given him a small parcel which he took out with him, leaving the 
hotel to the right and creeping to a bench he had already haunted, 


a safe recess in the cliff. It looked to the south, to the tinted walls of 
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the Island, and was protected behind by the sloping shoulder of the 


down. He was tired enough when he reached it, and for a moment 
was disappointed; he was better of course, but better, after all, than 
what? He should never again, as at one or two great moments of the 
past, be better than himself. The infinite of life was gone, and what 
remained of the dose a small glass scored like a thermometer by the 
apothecary. He sat and stared at the sea, which appeared all surface 
and twinkle, far shallower than the spirit of man. It was the abyss of 
human illusion that was the real, the tideless deep. He held his 
packet, which had come by book-post, unopened on his knee, liking, 
in the lapse of so many joys—his illness had made him feel his age— 
to know it was there, but taking for granted there could be no com- 
plete renewal of the pleasure, dear to young experience, of seeing one’s 
self “just out.” Dencombe, who had a reputation, had come out too 
often and knew too well in advance how he should look. 

His postponement associated itself vaguely, after a little, with a 
group of three persons, two ladies and a young man, whom, beneath 
him, straggling and seemingly silent, he could see move slowly to- 
gether along the sands. The gentleman had his head bent over a book 
and was occasionally brought to a stop by the charm of this volume, 
which, as Dencombe could perceive even at a distance, had a cover 
alluringly red. Then his companions, going a little further, waited for 
him to come up, poking their parasols into the beach, looking around 
them at the sea and sky and clearly sensible of the beauty of the day. 
To these things the young man with the book was still more clearly 
indifferent; lingering, credulous, absorbed, he was an object of envy 
to an observer from whose connexion with literature all such artless- 
ness had faded. One of the ladies was large and mature; the other 
had the spareness of comparative youth and of a social situation pos- 
sibly inferior. The large lady carried back Dencombe’s imagination to 
the age of crinoline; she wore a hat of the shape of a mushroom, 
decorated with a blue veil, and had the air, in her aggressive ampli- 
tude, of clinging to a vanished fashion or even a lost cause. Presently 
her companion produced from under the folds of a mantle a limp 
portable chair which she stiffened out and of which the large lady 
took possession. This act, and something in the movement of either 
party, at once characterised the performers—they performed for Den- 
combe’s recreation—as opulent matron and humble dependent. Where 
moreover was the virtue of an approved novelist if one couldn’t estab- 
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lish a relation between such figures? the clever theory for instance 
that the young man was the son of the opulent matron and that the 
humble dependent, the daughter of a clergyman or an officer, nour- 
ished a secret passion for him. Was that not visible from the way she 
stole behind her protectress to look back at him?—back to where he 
had let himself come to a full stop when his mother sat down to rest. 
His book was a novel, it had the catchpenny binding; so that while 
the romance of life stood neglected at his side he lost himself in that 
of the circulating library. He moved mechanically to where the sand 
was softer and ended by plumping down in it to finish his chapter 
at his ease. The humble dependent, discouraged by his remoteness, 
wandered with a martyred droop of the head in another direction, and 
the exorbitant lady, watching the waves, offered a confused resem- 
blance to a flying-machine that had broken down. 

When his drama began to fail Dencombe remembered that he had 
after all another pastime. Though such promptitude on the part of 
the publisher was rare he was already able to draw from its wrapper 
his “latest,” perhaps his last. The cover of “The Middle Years” was 
duly meretricious, the smell of the fresh pages the very odour of sanc- 
tity; but for the moment he went no further—he had become con- 
scious of a strange alienation. He had forgotten what his book was 
about. Had the assault of his old ailment, which he had so fallaciously 
come to Bournemouth to ward off, interposed utter blankness as to 
what had preceded it? He had finished the revision of proof before 
quitting London, but his subsequent fortnight in bed had passed the 
sponge over colour. He couldn’t have chanted to himself a single 
sentence, couldn’t have turned with curiosity or confidence to any 
particular page. His subject had already gone from him, leaving 
scarce a superstition behind. He uttered a low moan as he breathed 
the chill of this dark void, so desperately it seemed to represent the 
completion of a sinister process. The tears filled his mild eyes; some- 
thing precious had passed away. This was the pang that had been 
sharpest during the last few years—the sense of ebbing time, of shrink- 
ing opportunity; and now he felt not so much that his last chance 
was going as that it was gone indeed. He had done all he should ever 
do, and yet hadn’t done what he wanted. This was the laceration— 
that practically his career was over; it was as violent as a grip at his 
throat. He rose from his seat nervously—a creature hunted by a dread; 


then he fell back in his weakness and nervously opened his book. It 
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was a single volume; he preferred single volumes and aimed at a rare 
compression. He began to read and, little by little, in this occupation, 
was pacified and reassured. Everything came back to him, but came 
back with a wonder, came back above all with a high and magnifi- 
cent beauty. He read his own prose, he turned his own leaves, and 
had as he sat there with the spring sunshine on the page an emotion 
peculiar and intense. His career was over, no doubt, but it was over, 
when all was said, with that. 

He had forgotten during his illness the work of the previous year; 
but what he had chiefly forgotten was that it was extraordinarily good. 
He dived once more into his story and was drawn down, as by a siren’s 
hand, to where, in the dim underworld of fiction, the great glazed 
tank of art, strange silent subjects float. He recognised his motive and 
surrendered to his talent. Never probably had that talent, such as it 
was, been so fine. His difficulties were still there, but what was also 
there, to his perception, though probably, alas! to nobody’s else, was 
the art that in most cases had surmounted them. In his surprised en- 
joyment of this ability he had a glimpse of a possible reprieve. Surely 
its force wasn’t spent—there was life and service in it yet. It hadn't 
come to him easily, it had been backward and roundabout. It was the 
child of time, the nursling of delay; he had struggled and suffered for 
it, making sacrifices not to be counted, and now that it was really 
mature was it to cease to yield, to confess itself brutally beaten? There 
was an infinite charm for Dencombe in feeling as he had never felt 
before that diligence vincit omnia. The result produced in his little 
book was somehow a result beyond his conscious intention: it was as 
if he had planted his genius, had trusted his method, and they had 
grown up and flowered with this sweetness. If the achievement had 
been real, however, the process had been painful enough. What he 
saw so intensely today, what he felt as a nail driven in, was that only 
now, at the very last, had he come into possession. His development 
had been abnormally slow, almost grotesquely gradual. He had been 
hindered and retarded by experience, he had for long periods only 
groped his way. It had taken too much of his life to produce too little 
of his art. The art had come, but it had come after everything else. 
At such a rate a first existence was too short—long enough only to 
collect material; so that to fructify, to use the material, one should 
have a second age, an extension. This extension was what poor Den- 
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combe sighed for. As he turned the last leaves of his volume he mur- 
mured “Ah for another go, ah for a better chance!” 

The three persons drawing his attention to the sands had vanished 
and then reappeared; they had now wandered up a path, an artificial 
and easy ascent, which led to the top of the cliff. Dencombe’s bench 
was halfway down, on a sheltered ledge, and the large lady, a massive 
heterogeneous person with bold black eyes and kind red cheeks, now 
took a few moments to rest. She wore dirty gauntlets and immense 
diamond earrings; at first she looked vulgar, but she contradicted this 
announcement in an agreeable off-hand tone. While her companions 
stood waiting for her she spread her skirts-on the end of Dencombe’s 
seat. The young man had gold spectacles, through which, with his 
finger still in his red-covered book, he glanced at the volume, bound 
in the same shade of the same colour, lying on the lap of the original 
occupant of the bench. After an instant Dencombe felt him struck 
with a resemblance; he had recognised the gilt stamp on the crimson 
cloth, was reading “The Middle Years” and now noted that some- 
body else had kept pace with him. The stranger was startled, pos- 
sibly even a little ruffled, to find himself not the only person favoured 
with an early copy. The eyes of the two proprietors met a moment, 
and Dencombe borrowed amusement from the expression of those of 
his competitor, those, it might even be inferred, of his admirer. They 
confessed to some resentment—they seemed to say: “Hang it, has he 
got it already? Of course he’s a brute of a reviewer!” Dencombe 
shuffled his copy out of sight while the opulent matron, rising from 
her repose, broke out: “I feel already the good of this air!” 

“T can’t say I do,” said the angular lady. “I find myself quite let 
down.” 

“T find myself horribly hungry. At what time did you order lunch- 
eon?” her protectress pursued. 

The young person put the question by. “Doctor Hugh always 
orders it.” 

“T ordered nothing today—I’m going to make you diet,” said their 
comrade. 

“Then I shall go home and sleep. Qui dort dine!” 

“Can I trust you to Miss Vernham?” asked Doctor Hugh of his 
elder companion. 

“Don’t I trust you?” she archly enquired. 

“Not too much!” Miss Vernham, with her eyes on the ground, 
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permitted herself to declare. “You must come with us at least to the 
house,” she went on while the personage on whom they appeared to 
be in attendance began to mount higher. She had got a little out of 
ear-shot; nevertheless Miss Vernham became, so far as Dencombe 
was concerned, less distinctly audible to murmur to the young man: 
“I don’t think you realise all you owe the Countess!” 

Absently, a moment, Doctor Hugh caused his gold-rimmed spec- 
tacles to shine at her. “Is that the way I strike your I see—I see!” 

“She’s awfully good to us,” continued Miss Vernham, compelled 
by the lapse of the other’s motion to stand there in spite of his dis- 
cussion of private matters. Of what use would it have been that Den- 
combe should be sensitive to shades hadn’t he detected in that arrest 
a strange influence from the quiet old convalescent in the great tweed 
cape? Miss Vernham appeared suddenly to become aware of some 
such connexion, for she added in a moment: “If you want to sun your- 
self here you can come back after you've seen us home.” 

Doctor Hugh, at this, hesitated, and Dencombe, in spite of a de- 
sire to pass for unconscious, risked a covert glance at him. What his 
eyes met this time, as happened, was, on the part of the young lady, 
a queer stare, naturally vitreous, which made her remind him of some 
figure—he couldn’t name it—in a play or a novel, some sinister gov- 
erness or tragic old maid. She seemed to scan him, to challenge him, 
to say out of general spite: “What have you got to do with us?” At 
the same instant the rich humour of the Countess reached them from 
above: “Come, come, my little lambs; you should follow your old 
bergére!” Miss Vernham turned away for it, pursuing the ascent, and 
Doctor Hugh, after another mute appeal to Dencombe and a minute’s 
evident demur, deposited his book on the bench as if to keep his 
place, or even as a gage of earnest return, and bounded without diffi- 
culty up the rougher part of the cliff. 

Equally innocent and infinite are the pleasures of observation and 
the resources engendered by the trick of analysing life. It amused poor 
Dencombe, as he dawdled in his tepid air-bath, to believe himself 
awaiting a revelation of something at the back of a fine young mind. 
He looked hard at the book on the end of the bench, but wouldn’t 
have touched it for the world. It served his purpose to have a theory 
that shouldn’t be exposed to refutation. He already felt better of his 
melancholy; he had, according to his old formula, put his head at the 
window. A passing Countess could draw off the fancy when, like 
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the elder of the ladies who had just retreated, she was as obvious as 
the giantess of a caravan. It was indeed general views that were tet- 
rible; short ones, contrary to an opinion sometimes expressed, were 
the refuge, were the remedy. Doctor Hugh couldn't possibly be any- 
thing but a reviewer who had understandings for early copies with 
publishers or with newspapers. He reappeared in a quarter of an hour 
with visible relief at finding Dencombe on the spot and the gleam 
of white teeth in an embarrassed but generous smile. He was per- 
ceptibly disappointed at the eclipse of the other copy of the book; 
it made a pretext the less for speaking to the quiet gentleman. But 
he spoke notwithstanding; he held up his own copy and broke out 
pleadingly: “Do say, if you have occasion to speak of it, that it’s the 
best thing he has done yet!” 

Dencombe responded with a laugh: “Done yet” was so amusing to 
him, made such-a grand avenue of the future. Better still, the young 
man took him for a reviewer. He pulled out “The Middle Years” 
from under his cape, but instinctively concealed any telltale look of 
fatherhood. This was partly because a petson was always a fool for 
insisting to others on his work. “Is that what you're going to say 
yourself?” he put to his visitor. 

“[m not quite sure I shall write anything. I don’t, as a regular 
thing—I enjoy in peace. But it’s awfully fine.” 

Dencombe just debated. If the young man had begun to abuse 
him he would have confessed on the spot to his identity, but there 
was no harm in drawing out any impulse to praise. He drew it out 
with such success that in a few moments his new acquaintance, seated 
by his side, was confessing candidly that the works of the author of 
the volumes before them were the only ones he could read a second 
time. He had come the day before from London, where a friend of 
his, a journalist, had lent him his copy of the last, the copy sent to 
the office of the journal and already the subject of a “notice” which, 
as was pretended there—but one had to allow for “swagger”—it had 
taken a full quarter of an hour to prepare. He intimated that he was 
ashamed for his friend, and in the case of a work demanding and 
repaying study, of such inferior manners; and, with his fresh appre- 
ciation and his so irregular wish to express it, he speedily became for 
poor Dencombe a remarkable, a delightful apparition. Chance had 
brought the weary man of letters face to face with the greatest ad- 
mirer in the new generation of whom it was supposable he might 
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boast. The admirer in truth was mystifying, so rare a case was it to 
find a bristling young doctor—he looked like a German physiologist 
—enamoured of literary form. It was an accident, but happier than 
most accidents, so that Dencombe, exhilarated as well as confounded, 
spent half an hour in making his visitor talk while he kept himself 
quiet. He explained his premature possession of “The Middle Years” 
by an allusion to the friendship of the publisher, who, knowing he was 
at Bournemouth for his health, had paid him this graceful attention. 
He allowed he had been ill, for Doctor Hugh would infallibly have 
guessed it; he even went so far as to wonder if he mightn’t look for 
some hygienic “tip” from a personage combining so bright an en- 
thusiasm with a presumable knowledge of the remedies now in vogue. 
It would shake his faith a little perhaps to have to take a doctor seri- 
ously who could take him so seriously, but he enjoyed this gushing 
modern youth and felt with an acute pang that there would still be 
work to do in a world in which such odd combinations were pre- 
sented. It wasn’t true, what he had tried for renunciation’s sake to 
believe, that all the combinations were exhausted. They weren't by 
any means—they were infinite; the exhaustion was in the miserable 
artist. 

Doctor Hugh, an ardent physiologist, was saturated with the spirit 
of the age—in other words he had just taken his degree; but he was 
independent and various, he talked like a man who would have pre- 
ferred to love literature best. He would fain have made fine phrases, 
but nature had denied him the trick. Some of the finest in “The 
Middle Years” had struck him inordinately, and he took the liberty 
of reading them to Dencombe in support of his plea. He grew vivid, 
in the balmy air, to his companion, for whose deep refreshment he 
seemed to have been sent; and was particularly ingenuous in describ- 
ing how recently he had become acquainted, and how instantly in- 
fatuated, with the only man who had put flesh between the ribs of an 
art that was starving on superstitions. He hadn't yet written to him— 
he was deterred by a strain of respect. Dencombe at this moment re- 
joiced more inwardly than ever that he had never answered the pho- 
tographers. His visitor's attitude promised him a luxury of intercourse, 
though he was sure a due freedom for Doctor Hugh would depend 
not a little on the Countess. He learned without delay what type of 
Countess was involved, mastering as well the nature of the tie that 
united the curious trio. The large lady, an Englishwoman by birth 
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and the daughter of a celebrated baritone, whose taste minus his tal- 
ent she had inherited, was the widow of a French nobleman and mis- 
tress of all that remained of the handsome fortune, the fruit of her 
father’s earnings, that had constituted her dower. Miss Vernham, an 
odd creature but an accomplished pianist, was attached to her person 
at a salary. The Countess was generous, independent, eccentric; she 
travelled with her minstrel and her medical man. Ignorant and pas- 
sionate she had nevertheless moments in which she was almost irre- 
sistible. Dencombe saw her sit for her portrait in Doctor Hugh’s free 
sketch, and felt the picture of his young friend’s relation to her frame 
itself in his mind. This young friend, for a representative of the new 
psychology, was himself easily hypnotised, and if he became abnor- 
mally communicative it was only sign of his real subjection. Den- 
combe did accordingly what he wanted with him, even without be- 
ing known as Dencombe. 

Taken ill on a journey in Switzerland the Countess had picked him 
up at an hotel, and the accident of his happening to please her had 
made her offer him, with her imperious liberality, terms that couldn’t 
fail to dazzle a practitioner without patients and whose resources had 
been drained dry by his studies. It wasn’t the way he would have pro- 
posed to spend his time, but it was time that would pass quickly, 
and meanwhile she was wonderfully kind. She exacted perpetual at- 
tention, but it was impossible not to like her. He gave details about 
his queer patient, a “type” if there ever was one, who had in con- 
nexion with her flushed obesity, and in addition to the morbid strain 
of a violent and aimless will, a grave organic disorder; but he came 
back to his loved novelist, whom he was so good as to pronounce 
more essentially a poet than many of those who went in for verse, 
with a zeal excited, as all his indiscretion had been excited, by the 
happy chance of Dencombe’s sympathy and the coincidence of their 
occupation. Dencombe had confessed to a slight personal acquaintance 
with the author of “The Middle Years,” but had not felt himself as 
ready as he could have wished when his companion, who had never 
yet encountered a being so privileged, began to be eager for particu- 
lars. He even divined in Doctor Hugh’s eye at that moment a glim- 
mer of suspicion. But the young man was too inflamed to be shrewd 
and repeatedly caught up the book to exclaim: “Did you notice this?” 
or “Weren't you immensely struck with that?” “There’s a beautiful 


passage toward the end,” he broke out; and again he laid his hand on 
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the volume. As he turned the pages he came upon something else, 
while Dencombe saw him suddenly change colour. He had taken up 
as it lay on the bench Dencombe’s copy instead of his own, and his 
neighbour at once guessed the reason of his start. Doctor Hugh looked 
grave an instant; then he said: “I see you ve been altering the text!” 
Dencombe was a passionate corrector, a fingerer of style; the last 
thing he ever arrived at was a form final for himself. His ideal would 
have been to publish secretly, and then, on the published text, treat 
himself to the terrified revise, sacrificing always a first edition and 
beginning for posterity and even for the collectors, poor dears, with 
a second. This morning, in “The Middle Years,” his pencil had 
pricked a dozen lights. He was amused at the effect of the young 
man’s reproach; for an instant it made him change colour. He stam- 
mered at any rate ambiguously, then through a blur of ebbing con- 
sciousness saw Doctor Hugh’s mystified eyes. He only had time to 
feel he was about to be ill again—that emotion, excitement, fatigue, 
the heat of the sun, the solicitation of the air, had combined to play 
him a trick, before, stretching out a hand to his visitor with a plain- 
tive cry, he lost his senses altogether. 

Later he knew he had fainted and that Doctor Hugh had got him 
home in a Bath-chair, the conductor of which, prowling within hail 
for custom, had happened to remember seeing him in the garden of 
the hotel. He had recovered his perception on the way, and had, in 
bed that afternoon, a vague recollection of Doctor Hugh’s young face, 
as they went together, bent over him in a comforting laugh and 
expressive of something more than a suspicion of his identity. That 
identity was ineffaceable now, and all the more that he was rueful 
and sore. He had been rash, been stupid, had gone out too soon, 
stayed out too long. He oughtn’t to have exposed himself to strangers, 
he ought to have taken his servant. He felt as if he had fallen into 
a hole too deep to descty any little patch of heaven. He was con- 
fused about the time that had passed—he pieced the fragments to- 
gether. He had seen his doctor, the real one, the one who had treated 
him from the first and who had again been very kind. His servant 
was in and out on tiptoe, looking very wise after the fact. He said 
more than once something about the sharp young gentleman. The 
rest was vagueness in so far as it wasn’t despair. The vagueness, how- 
ever, justified itself by dreams, dozing anxieties from which he finally 
emerged to the consciousness of a dark room and a shaded candle. 
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“You'll be all right again—I know all about you now,” said a voice 
near him that he felt to be young. Then his meeting with Doctor 
Hugh came back. He was too discouraged to joke about it yet, but 
made out after a little that the interest was intense for his visitor. 
“Of course I can’t attend you ptofessionally—you’ve got your own 
man, with whom I’ve talked and who’s excellent,” Doctor Hugh went 
on. “But you must let me come to see you as a good friend. I’ve just 
looked in before going to bed. You're doing beautifully, but it’s a 
good job I was with you on the cliff. I shall come in early tomorrow. 
I want to do something for you. I want to do everything. You've done 
a tremendous lot for me.” The young man held his hand, hanging 
over him, and poor Dencombe, weakly aware of this living pressure, 
simply lay there and accepted his devotion. He couldn’t do anything 
less—he needed help too much. 

The idea of the help he needed was very present to him that night, 
which he spent in a lucid stillness, an intensity of thought that con- 
stituted a reaction from his hours of stupor. He was lost, he was lost-— 
he was lost if he couldn’t be saved. He wasn’t afraid of suffering, of 
death, wasn’t even in love with life; but he had had a deep demon- 
stration of desire. It came over him in the long quiet hours that only 
with “The Middle Years” had he taken his flight; only on that day, 
visited by soundless processions, had he recognised his kingdom. He 
had had a revelation of his range. What he dreaded was the idea that 
his reputation should stand on the unfinished. It wasn’t with his past 
but with his future that it should properly be concerned. Illness and 
age rose before him like spectres with pitiless eyes: how was he to 
bribe such fates to give him the second chance? He had had the one 
chance that all men have—he had had the chance of life. He went 
to sleep again very late, and when he awoke Doctor Hugh was sit- 
ting at hand. There was already by this time something beautifully 
familiar in him. 

“Don’t think I’ve turned out your physician,” he said; “I’m acting 
with his consent. He has been here and seen you. Somehow he seems 
to trust me. I told him how we happened to come together yesterday, 
and he recognises that I’ve a peculiar right.” 

Dencombe felt his own face pressing. “How have you squared the 
Countess?” 

The young man blushed a little, but turned it off. “Oh never rind 
the Countess!” 
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“You told me she was very exacting.” 

Doctor Hugh had a wait. “So she is.” 

“And Miss Vernham’s an intrigante.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“IT know everything. One has to, to write decently!” 

“T think she’s mad,” said limpid Doctor Hugh. 

“Well, don’t quarrel with the Countess—she’s a present help to 

ou. 

“T don’t quarrel,” Doctor Hugh returned. “But I don’t get on with 
silly women.” Presently he added: “You seem very much alone.” 

“That often happens at my age. I’ve outlived, I’ve lost by the way.” 

Doctor Hugh faltered; then surmounting a soft scruple: “Whom 
have you lost?” 

“Every one.” 

“Ah no,” the young man breathed, laying a hand on his arm. 

“T once had a wife—I once had a son. My wife died when my child 
was born, and my boy, at school, was carried off by typhoid.” 

“I wish I’d been there!” cried Doctor Hugh. 

“Well—if you're here!” Dencombe answered with a smile that, in 
spite of dimness, showed how he valued being sure of his compan- 
ion’s whereabouts. 

“You talk strangely of your age. You're not old.” 

“Hypocrite—so early!” 

“T speak physiologically.” 

“That’s the way I’ve been speaking for the last five years, and it’s 
exactly what I’ve been saying to myself. It isn’t till we are old that 
we begin to tell ourselves we're not.” 

“Yet I know I myself am young,’ Doctor Hugh returned. 

“Not so well as I!” laughed his patient, whose visitor indeed would 
have established the truth in question by the honesty with which he 
changed the point of view, remarking that it must be one of the 
charms of age—at any rate in the case of high distinction—to feel 
that one has laboured and achieved. Doctor Hugh employed the com- 
mon phrase about earning one’s rest, and it made poor Dencombe 
for an instant almost angry. He recovered himself, however, to ex- 
plain, lucidly enough, that if, ungraciously, he knew nothing of such 
a balm, it was doubtless because he had wasted inestimable years. 
He had followed literature from the first, but he had taken a lifetime 
to get abreast of her. Only today at last had he begun to see, so that 
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all he had hitherto shown was a movement without a direction. He 
had ripened too late and was so clumsily constituted that he had had 
to teach himself by mistakes. 

“T prefer your flowers then to other people’s fruit, and your mis- 
takes to other people’s successes,” said gallant Doctor Hugh. “It’s 
for your mistakes I admire you.” 

“You're happy—you don’t know,” Dencombe answered. 

Looking at his watch the young man had got up; he named the 
hour of the afternoon at which he would return. Dencombe warned 
him against committing himself too deeply, and expressed again all 
his dread of making him neglect the Countess—perhaps incur her 
displeasure. 

“I want to be like you—I want to learn by mistakes!” Doctor Hugh 
laughed. 

“Take care you don’t make too grave a one! But do come back, ‘a 
Dencombe added with the glimmer of a new idea. 

“You should have had more vanity!” His friend spoke as if he knew 
the exact amount required to make a man of letters normal. 

“No, no—I only should have had more time. I want another go.” 

“Another go?” 

“IT want an extension.” 

“An extension?” Again Doctor Hugh repeated Dencombe’s words, 
with which he seemed to have been struck. 

“Don’t you know?—I want to what they call ‘live.’ 

The young man, for good-bye, had taken his hand, which closed 
with a certain force. They looked at each other hard. “You will live,” 
said Doctor Hugh. 

“Don’t be superficial. It’s too serious!” 

“You shall live!” Dencombe’s visitor declared, turning pale. 

“Ah that’s better!” And as he retired the invalid, with a troubled 
laugh, sank gratefully back. 

All that day and all the following night he wondered if it mightn’t 
be arranged. His doctor came again, his servant was attentive, but it 
was to his confident young friend that he felt himself mentally appeal. 
His collapse on the cliff was plausibly explained and his liberation, 
on a better basis, promised for the morrow; meanwhile, however, the 
intensity of his meditations kept him tranquil and made him indif- 
ferent. The idea that occupied him was none the less absorbing be- 
cause it was a morbid fancy. Here was a clever son of the age, in- 
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genious and ardent, who happened to have set him up for connoisseurs 
to worship. This servant of his altar had all the new learning in sci- 
ence and all the old reverence in faith; wouldn’t he therefore put his 
knowledge at the disposal of his sympathy, his craft at the disposal 
of his love? Couldn’t he be trusted to invent a remedy for a poor 
artist to whose art he had paid a tribute? If he couldn’t the alterna- 
tive was hard: Dencombe would have to surrender to silence unvindi- 
cated and undivined. The rest of the day and all the next he toyed in 
secret with this sweet futility. Who would work the miracle for him 
but the young man who could combine such lucidity with such pas- 
sion? He thought of the fairy-tales of science and charmed himself 
into forgetting that he looked for a magic that was not of this world. 
Doctor Hugh was an apparition, and that placed him above the law. 
He came and went while his patient, who now sat up, followed him 
with supplicating eyes. The interest of knowing the great author had 
made the young man begin “The Middle Years” afresh and would 
help him to find a richer sense between its covers. Dencombe had 
told him what he “tried for”; with all his intelligence, on a first 
perusal, Doctor Hugh had failed to guess it. The baffled celebrity 
wondered then who in the world would guess it: he was amused 
once more at the diffused massive weight that could be thrown into 
the missing of an intention. Yet he wouldn’t rail at the general mind 
today—consoling as that ever had been: the revelation of his own 
slowness had seemed to make all stupidity sacred. 

Doctor Hugh, after a little, was visibly worried, confessing, on 
enquiry, to a source of embarrassment at home. “Stick to the Count- 
ess—don’t mind me,” Dencombe said repeatedly; for his companion 
was frank enough about the large lady’s attitude. She was so jealous 
that she had fallen ill—she resented such a breach of allegiance. She 
paid so much for his fidelity that she must have it all: she refused 
him the right to other sympathies, charged him with scheming to 
make her die alone, for it was needless to point out how little Miss 
Vernham was a resource in trouble. When Doctor Hugh mentioned 
that the Countess would already have left Bournemouth if he hadn’t 
kept her in bed, poor Dencombe held his arm tighter and said with 
decision: “Take her straight away.” They had gone out together, 
walking back to the sheltered nook in which, the other day, they 
had met. The young man, who had given his companion a per- 
sonal support, declared with emphasis that his conscience was clear— 
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he could ride two horses at once. Didn’t he dream for his future of 
a time when he should have to ride five hundred? Longing equally 
for virtue, Dencombe replied that in that golden age no patient 
would pretend to have contracted with him for his whole attention. 
On the part of the Countess wasn’t such an avidity lawful? Doctor 
Hugh denied it, said there was no contract, but only a free under- 
standing, and that a sordid servitude was impossible to a generous 
spirit; he liked moreover to talk about art, and that was the subject 
on which, this time, as they sat together on the sunny bench, he 
tried most to engage the author of “The Middle Years.” Dencombe, 
soaring again a little on the weak wings of convalescence and still 
haunted by that happy notion of an organised rescue, found another 
strain of eloquence to plead the cause of a certain splendid “last man- 
net,” the very citadel, as it would prove, of his reputation, the strong- 
hold into which his real treasure would be gathered. While his listener 
gave up the morning and the great still sea ostensibly waited he had 
a wondrous explanatory hour. Even for himself he was inspired as 
he told what his treasure would consist of; the precious metals he 
would dig from the mine, the jewels rare, strings of pearls, he would 
hang between the columns of his temple. He was wondrous for him- 
self, so thick his convictions crowded, but still more wondrous for 
Doctor Hugh, who assured him none the less that the very pages 
he had just published were already encrusted with gems. This ad- 
mirer, however, panted for the combinations to come and, before the 
face of the beautiful day, renewed to Dencombe his guarantee that 
his profession would hold itself responsible for such a life. Then he 
suddenly clapped his hand upon his watch-pocket and asked leave 
to absent himself for half an hour. Dencombe waited there for his 
return, but was at last recalled to the actual by the fall of a shadow 
across the ground. The shadow darkened into that of Miss Vernham, 
the young lady in attendance on the Countess; whom Dencombe, 
recognising her, perceived so clearly to have come to speak to him 
that he rose from his bench to acknowledge the civility. Miss Vern- 
ham indeed proved not particularly civil; she looked strangely agi- 
tated, and her type was now unmistakeable. 

“Excuse me if I do ask,” she said, “whether it’s too much to hope 
that you may be induced to leave Doctor Hugh alone.” Then before 
our poor friend, greatly disconcerted, could protest: “You ought to 
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be informed that you stand in his light—that you may do him a 
terrible injury.” 

' a you mean by causing the Countess to dispense with his serv- 
ices 

“By causing her to disinherit him.” Dencombe stared at this, and 
Miss Vernham pursued, in the gratification of seeing she could pro- 
duce an impression: “It has depended on himself to come into some- 
thing very handsome. He has had a grand prospect, but I think you've 
succeeded in spoiling it.” 

“Not intentionally, I assure you. Is there no hope the accident may 
be repaired?” Dencombe asked. 

“She was ready to do anything for him. She takes great fancies, 
she lets herself go—it’s her way. She has no relations, she’s free to 
dispose of her money, and she’s very ill,” said Miss Vernham for a 
climax. 

“[’m very sorry to hear it,” Dencombe stammered. 

“Wouldn't it be possible for you to leave Bournemouth? That’s 
what I’ve come to see about.” 

He sank to his bench. “I’m very ill myself, but I'll try!” 

Miss Vernham still stood there with her colourless eyes and the 
brutality of her good conscience. “Before it’s too late, please!” she 
said; and with this she turned her back, in order, quickly, as if it 
had been a business to which she could spare but a precious moment, 
to pass out of his sight. 

Oh yes, after this Dencombe was certainly very ill. Miss Vernham 
had upset him with her rough fierce news; it was the sharpest shock 
to him to discover what was at stake for a penniless young man of fine 
parts. He sat trembling on his bench, staring at the waste of waters, 
feeling sick with the directness of the blow. He was indeed too weak, 
too unsteady, too alarmed; but he would make the effort to get away, 
for he couldn’t accept the guilt of interference and his honour was 
really involved. He would hobble home, at any rate, and then think 
what was to be done. He made his way back to the hotel and, as he 
went, had a characteristic vision of Miss Vernham’s great motive. 
The Countess hated women of course—Dencombe was lucid about 
that; so the hungry pianist had no personal hopes and could only con- 
sole herself with the bold conception of helping Doctor Hugh in 
order to marry him after he should get his money or else induce him 
to recognise her claim for compensation and buy her off. If she had 
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befriended him at a fruitful crisis he would really, as a man of deli- 
cacy—and she knew what to think of that point—have to reckon 
with her. 

At the hotel Dencombe’s servant insisted on his going back to bed. 
The invalid had talked about catching a train and had begun with 
orders to pack; after which his racked nerves had yielded to a sense 
of sickness. He consented to see his physician, who immediately was 
sent for, but he wished it to be understood that his door was irrev- 
ocably closed to Doctor Hugh. He had his plan, which was so fine 
that he rejoiced in it after getting back to bed. Doctor Hugh, sud- 
denly finding himself snubbed without metcy, would, in natural dis- 
gust and to the joy of Miss Vernham, renew his allegiance to the 
Countess. When his physician arrived Dencombe learned that he was 
feverish and that this was very wrong: he was to cultivate calmness 
and try, if possible, not to think. For the rest of the day he wooed 
stupidity; but there was an ache that kept him sentient, the prob- 
able sacrifice of his “extension,” the limit of his course. His medical 
adviser was anything but pleased; his successive relapses were omi- 
nous. He charged this personage to put out a strong hand and take 
Doctor Hugh off his mind—it would contribute so much to his be- 
ing quiet. The agitating name, in his room, was not mentioned again, 
but his security was a smothered fear, and it was not confirmed by the 
receipt, at ten o’clock that evening, of a telegram which his servant 
opened and read him and to which, with an address in London, the 
signature of Miss Vernham was attached. “Beseech you to use all 
influence to make our friend join us here in the morning. Countess 
much the worse for dreadful journey, but everything may still be 
saved.” The two ladies had gathered themselves up and had been 
capable in the afternoon of a spiteful revolution. They had started for 
the capital, and if the elder one, as Miss Vernham had announced, 
was very ill, she had wished to make it clear that she was proportion- 
ately reckless. Poor Dencombe, who was not reckless and who only 
desired that everything should indeed be “saved,” sent this missive 
straight off to the young man’s lodging and had on the morrow the 
pleasure of knowing that he had quitted Bournemouth by an early 
train. 

Two days later he pressed in with a copy of a literary journal in his 
hand. He had returned because he was anxious and for the pleasure 


of flourishing the great review of “The Middle Years.” Here at least 
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was something adequate—it rose to the occasion; it was an acclama- 
tion, a reparation, a critical attempt to place the author in the niche 
he had fairly won. Dencombe accepted and submitted; he made 
neither objection nor enquiry, for old complications had returned and 
he had had two dismal days. He was convinced not only that he 
should never again leave his bed, so that his young friend might 
pardonably remain, but that the demand he should make on the 
patience of beholders would be of the most moderate. Doctor Hugh 
had been to town, and he tried to find in his eyes some confession 
that the Countess was pacified and his legacy clinched; but all he 
could see there was the light of his juvenile joy in two or three of 
the phrases of the newspaper. Dencombe couldn’t read them, but 
when his visitor had insisted on repeating them more than once he 
was able to shake an unintoxicated head. “Ah no—but they would 
have been true of what I could have done!” 

“What people ‘could have done’ is mainly what they’ve in fact 
done,” Doctor Hugh contended. 

“Mainly, yes; but I’ve been an idiot!” Dencombe said. 

Doctor Hugh did remain; the end was coming fast. Two days later 
his patient observed to him, by way of the feeblest of jokes, that 
there would now be no question whatever of a second chance. At 
this the young man stared; then he exclaimed: “Why it has come 
to pass—it has come to pass! The second chance has been the public’s 
—the chance to find the point of view, to pick up the pearl!” 

“Oh the pearl!” poor Dencombe uneasily sighed. A smile as cold 
as a winter sunset flickered on his drawn lips as he added: “The pearl 
is the unwritten—the pearl is the unalloyed, the rest, the lost!” 

From that hour he was less and less present, heedless to all appear- 
ance of what went on round him. His disease was definitely mortal, 
of an action as relentless, after the short arrest that had enabled him 
to fall in with Doctor Hugh, as a leak in a great ship. Sinking stead- 
ily, though this visitor, a man of rare resources, now cordially ap- 
proved by his physician, showed endless art in guarding him from 
pain, poor Dencombe kept no reckoning of favour or neglect, be- 
trayed no symptom of regret or speculation. Yet toward the last he 
gave a sign of having noticed how for two days Doctor Hugh hadn’t 
been in his room, a sign that consisted of his suddenly opening his 
eyes to put a question. Had he spent those days with the Countess? 
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ticular contingency she wouldn’t resist. | went to her grave.” 

Dencombe’s eyes opened wider. “She left you ‘something hand- 
some’?” 

The young man gave a laugh almost too light for a chamber of 
woe. “Never a penny. She roundly cursed me.” 

“Cursed you?” Dencombe wailed. 

“For giving her up. I gave her up for you. I had to choose,” his 
companion explained. 

“You chose to let a fortune go?” 

“T chose to accept, whatever they might be, the consequences of m 
infatuation,” smiled Doctor Hugh. Then as a larger pleasantry: “The 
fortune be hanged! It’s your own fault if I can’t get your things out 
of my head.” 

The immediate tribute to his humour was a long bewildered moan; 
after which, for many hours, many days, Dencombe lay motionless 
and absent. A response so absolute, such a glimpse of a definite re- 
sult and such a sense of credit, worked together in his mind and, 
producing a strange commotion, slowly altered and transfigured his 
despair. The sense of cold submersion left him—he seemed to float 
without an effort. The incident was extraordinary as evidence, and it 
shed an intenser light. At the last he signed to Doctor Hugh to 
listen and, when he was down on his knees by the pillow, brought 
him very near. “You’ve made me think it all a delusion.” 

“Not your glory, my dear friend,” stammered the young man. 

“Not my glory—what there is of it! It is glory—to have been 
tested, to have had our little quality and cast our little spell. The 
thing is to have made somebody care. You happen to be crazy of 
course, but that doesn’t affect the law.” 

“You're a great success!” said Doctor Hugh, putting into his young 
voice the ring of a matriage-bell. 

Dencombe lay taking this in; then he gathered strength to speak 
once more. “A second chance—that’s the delusion. There never was 
to be but one. We work in the dark—we do what we can—we give 
what we have. Our doubt is our passion and our passion is our task. 
The rest is the madness of art.” 

“If you've doubted, if you've despaired, you've always ‘done’ it,” 
his visitor subtly argued. 

“We've done something or other,” Dencombe conceded. 
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“Something or other is everything. It’s the feasible. It’s youl” 

“Comforter!” poor Dencombe ironically sighed, 

“But it’s true,” insisted his friend. 

“Te’s true. It’s frustration that doesn’t count.” 

“Frustration’s only life,” said Doctor Hugh. 

“Yes, it’s what passes.” Poor Dencombe was barely audible, but he 
had marked with the words the virtual end of his first and only chance. 


THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE 


It was one of the secret opinions, such as we all have, of Peter 
Brench that his main success in life would have consisted in his never 
having committed himself about the work, as it was called, of his 
friend Morgan Mallow. This was a subject on which it was, to the 
best of his belief, impossible with veracity to quote him, and it was 
nowhere on record that he had, in the connexion, on any occasion 
and in any embarrassment, either lied or spoken the truth. Such a 
triumph had its honour even for a man of other triumphs—a man 
who had reached fifty, who had escaped marriage, who had lived 
within his means, who had been in love with Mrs. Mallow for years 
without breathing it, and who, last not least, had judged himself once 
for all. He had so judged himself in fact that he felt an extreme and 
general humility to be his proper portion; yet there was nothing that 
made him think so well of his parts as the course he had steered so 
often through the shallows just mentioned. It became thus a real 
wonder that the friends in whom he had most confidence were just 
those with whom he had most reserves. He couldn’t tell Mrs. Mallow 
—or at least he supposed, excellent man, he couldn’t—that she was 
the one beautiful reason he had never married; any more than he 
could tell her husband that the sight of the multiplied marbles in that 
gentleman's studio was an affliction of which even time had never 
blunted the edge. His victory, however, as I have intimated, in regard 
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to these productions, was not simply in his not having let it out that 
he deplored them; it was, remarkably, in his not having kept it in 
by anything else. 

The whole situation, among these good people, was verily a marvel, 
and there was probably not such another for a long way from the spot 
that engages us—the point at which the soft declivity of Hampstead 
began at that time to confess in broken accents to Saint John’s Wood. 
He despised Mallow’s statues and adored Mallow’s wife, and yet was 
distinctly fond of Mallow, to whom, in turn, he was equally dear. 
Mrs. Mallow rejoiced in the statues—though she preferred, when 
pressed, the busts; and if she was visibly attached to Peter Brench it 
was because of his affection for Morgan. Each loved the other more- 
over for the love borne in each case to Lancelot, whom the Mallows 
respectively cherished as their only child and whom the friend of 
their fireside identified as the third—but decidedly the handsomest— 
of his godsons. Already in the old years it had come to that—that no 
one, for such a relation, could possibly have occurred to any of them, 
even to the baby itself, but Peter. There was luckily a certain inde- 
pendence, of the pecuniary sort, all round: the Master could never 
otherwise have spent his solemn Wanderjahre in Florence and Rome, 
and continued by the Thames as well as by the Arno and the Tiber 
to add unpurchased group to group and model, for what was too apt 
to prove in the event mere love, fancy-heads of celebrities either too 
busy or too buried—too much of the age or too little of it—to sit. 
Neither could Peter, lounging in almost daily, have found time to 
keep the whole complicated tradition so alive by his presence. He 
was massive but mild, the depositary of these mysteries—large and 
loose and ruddy and curly, with deep tones, deep eyes, deep pockets, 
to say nothing of the habit of long pipes, soft hats and brownish 
greyish weather-faded clothes, apparently always the same. 

He had “written,” it was known, but had never spoken, never 
spoken in particular of that; and he had the air (since, as was be- 
lieved, he continued to write) of keeping it up in order to have some- 
thing more—as if he hadn’t at the worst enough—to be silent about. 
Whatever his air, at any rate, Peter’s occasional unmentioned prose 
and verse were quite truly the result of an impulse to maintain the 
purity of his taste by establishing still more firmly the right relation 
of fame to feebleness. The little green door of his domain was in a 
garden-wall on which the discoloured stucco made patches, and in the 
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small detached villa behind it everything was old, the furniture, the 
servants, the books, the prints, the immemorial habits and the new 
improvements. The Mallows, at Carrara Lodge, were within ten 
minutes, and the studio there was on their little land, to which they 
had added, in their happy faith, for building it. This was the good 
fortune, if it was not the ill, of her having brought him in marriage 
a portion that put them in a manner at their ease and enabled them 
thus, on their side, to keep it up. And they did keep it up—they 
always had—the infatuated sculptor and his wife, for whom nature 
had refined on the impossible by relieving them of the sense of the 
difficult. Morgan had at all events everything of the sculptor but the 
spirit of Phidias—the brown velvet, the becoming beretto, the “plas- 
tic” presence, the fine fingers, the beautiful accent in Italian and the 
old Italian factotum. He seemed to make up for everything when 
he addressed Egidio with the “tu” and waved him to turn one of the 
rotary pedestals of which the place was full. They were tremendous 
Italians at Carrara Lodge, and the secret of the part played by this 
fact in Peter’s life was in a large degree that it gave him, sturdy Briton 
as he was, just the amount of “going abroad” he could bear. The 
Mallows were all his Italy, but it was in a measure for Italy he liked 
them. His one worry was that Lance—to which they had shortened 
his godson—was, in spite of a public school, perhaps a shade too 
Italian. Morgan meanwhile looked like somebody’s flattering idea of 
somebody's own person as expressed in the great room provided at 
the Uffizzi Museum for the general illustration of that idea by emi- 
nent hands. The Mastet’s sole regret that he hadn’t been born rather 
to the brush than to the chisel sprang from his wish that he might 
have contributed to that collection. 

It appeared with time at any rate to be to the brush that Lance 
had been born; for Mrs. Mallow, one day when the boy was turning 
twenty, broke it to their friend, who shared, to the last delicate mor- 
sel, their problems and pains, that it seemed as if nothing would 
really do but that he should embrace the career. It had been impos- 
sible longer to remain blind to the fact that he was gaining no glory 
at Cambridge, where Brench’s own college had for a year tempered 
its tone to him as for Brench’s own sake. Therefore why renew the 
vain form of preparing him for the impossible? The impossible—it 
had become clear—was that he should be anything but an artist. 

“Oh dear, dear!” said poor Peter. 
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“Don’t you believe in it?” asked Mrs. Mallow, who still, at more 
than forty, had her violet velvet eyes, her creamy satin skin and her 
silken chestnut hair. 

“Believe in what?” 

“Why in Lance’s passion.” 

“T don’t know what you mean by ‘believing in it.’ ve never been 
unaware, certainly, of his disposition, from his earliest time, to daub 
and draw; but I confess I’ve hoped it would burn out.” 

“But why should it,” she sweetly smiled, “with his wonderful 
heredity? Passion is passion—though of course indeed you, dear 
Peter, know nothing of that. Has the Master’s ever burned out?” 

Peter looked off a little and, in his familiar formless way, kept up 
for a moment, a sound between a smothered whistle and a subdued 
hum. “Do you think he’s going to be another Master?” 

She seemed scarce prepared to go that length, yet she had on the 
whole a marvellous trust. “I know what you mean by that. Will it 
be a career to incur the jealousies and provoke the machinations that 
have been at times almost too much for his father? Well—say it may 
be, since nothing but clap-trap, in these dreadful days, can, it would 
seem, make its way, and since, with the curse of refinement and dis- 
tinction, one may easily find one’s self begging one’s bread. Put it 
at the worst—say he has the misfortune to wing his flight further 
than the vulgar taste of his stupid countrymen can follow. Think, all 
the same, of the happiness—the same the Master has had. He'll 
know.” 

Peter looked rueful. “Ah but what will he know?” 

“Quiet joy!” cried Mrs. Mallow, quite impatient and turning away. 


II 


He had of course before long to meet the boy himself on it and to 
hear that practically everything was settled. Lance was not to go up 
again, but to go instead to Paris where, since the die was cast, he 
would find the best advantages. Peter had always felt he must be 
taken as he was, but had never perhaps found him so much of that 
pattern as on this occasion. “You chuck Cambridge then altogether? 
Doesn’t that seem rather a pity?” 

Lance would have been like his father, to his friend’s sense, had he 
had less humour, and like his mother had he had more beauty. Yet 


it was a good middle way for Peter that, in the modern manner, he 
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was, to the eye, rather the young stockbroker than the young artist. 
The youth reasoned that it was a question of time—there was such 
a mill to go through, such an awful lot to learn. He had talked with 
fellows and had judged. “One has got, today,” he said, “don’t you 
see? to know.” 

His interlocutor, at this, gave a groan. “Oh hang it, don’t know!” 

Lance wondered. ““Don’t?? Then what’s the use—?” 

“The use of what?” 

“Why of anything. Don’t you think I’ve talent?” 

Peter smoked away for a little in silence; then went on: “It isn’t 
knowledge, it’s ignorance that—as we've been beautifully told—is 
bliss.” 

“Don’t you think I’ve talent?” Lance repeated. 

Peter, with his trick of queer kind demonstrations, passed his arm 
round his godson and held him a moment. “How do I know?” 

“Oh,” said the boy, “if it’s your own ignorance you're defend- 
ing—!” 

Again, for a pause, on the sofa, his godfather smoked. “It isn’t. 
I've the misfortune to be omniscient.” 

“Oh, well,” Lance laughed again, “if you know too much—!” 

“That’s what I do, and it’s why I’m so wretched.” 

Lance’s gaiety grew. “Wretched? Come, I say!” 

“But I forgot,” his companion went on—“you're not to know about 
that. It would indeed for you too make the too much. Only I'll tell 
you what I'll do.” And Peter got up from the sofa. “If you'll go up 
again I'll pay your way at Cambridge.” 

Lance stared, a little rueful in spite of being still more amused. 
“Oh Peter! You disapprove so of Paris?” 

“Well, I’m afraid of it.” 

“Ah I see!” 

“No, you don’t see—yet. But you will—that is you would. And 
you mustn't.” 

The young man thought more gravely. “But one’s innocence, 
already—!” 

“Is considerably damaged? Ah that won't matter,” Peter persisted 
—“we'll patch it up here.” 

“Here? Then you want me to stay at home?” 

Peter almost confessed to it. “Well, we're so right—we four to- 
gether—just as we are. We're so safe. Come, don’t spoil it.” 
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The boy, who had turned to gravity, turned from this, on the real 
pressure in his friend’s tone, to consternation. “Then what’s a fellow 
to be?” 

“My particular care. Come, old man’—and Peter now fairly 
pleaded—‘T'll look out for you.” 

Lance, who had remained on the sofa with his legs out and his 
hands in his pockets, watched him with eyes that showed suspicion. 
Then he got up. “You think there’s something the matter with me— 
that I can’t make a success.” 

“Well, what do you call a success?” 

Lance thought again. “Why the best sort, | suppose, is to please 
one’s self. Isn’t that the sort that, in spite of cabals and things, is— 
in his own peculiar line—the Mastet’s?” 

There were so much too many things in this question to be an- 
swered at once.that they practically checked the discussion, which 
became particularly difficult in the light of such renewed proof that, 
though the young man’s innocence might, in the course of his studies, 
as he contended, somewhat have shrunken, the finer essence of it still 
remained. That was indeed exactly what Peter had assumed and what 
above all he desired; yet perversely enough it gave him a chill. The 
boy believed in the cabals and things, believed in the peculiar line, 
believed, to be brief, in the Master. What happened a month or two 
later wasn’t that he went up again at the expense of his godfather, 
but that a fortnight after he had got settled in Paris this personage 
sent him fifty pounds. 

He had meanwhile at home, this personage, made up his mind to 
the worst; and what that might be had never yet grown quite so vivid 
to him as when, on his presenting himself one Sunday night, as he 
never failed to do, for supper, the mistress of Carrara Lodge met him 
with an appeal as to—of all things in the world—the wealth of the 
Canadians. She was earnest, she was even excited. “Are many of them 
really rich?” 

He had to confess he knew nothing about them, but he often 
thought afterwards of that evening. The room in which they sat was 
adorned with sundry specimens of the Master’s genius, which had the 
merit of being, as Mrs. Mallow herself frequently suggested, of an 
unusually convenient size. They were indeed of dimensions not cus- 
tomary in the products of the chisel, and they had the singularity 
that, if the objects and features intended to be small looked too large, 
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the objects and features intended to be large looked too small. The 
Master’s idea, either in respect to this matter or to any other, had in 
almost any case, even after years, remained undiscoverable to Peter 
Brench. The creations that so failed to reveal it stood about on pedes- 
tals and brackets, on tables and shelves, a little staring white popula- 
tion, heroic, idyllic, allegoric, mythic, symbolic, in which “scale” had 
so strayed and lost itself that the public square and the chimney- 
piece seemed to have changed places, the monumental being all di- 
minutive and the diminutive all monumental; branches at any rate, 
markedly, of a family in which stature was rather oddly irrespective 
of function, age and sex. They formed, like the Mallows themselves, 

oor Brench’s own family—having at least to such a degree the note 
of familiarity. The occasion was one of those he had long ago learnt 
to know and to name—short flickers of the faint flame, soft gusts of a 
kinder air. Twice a year regularly the Master believed in his fortune, 
in addition to believing all the year round in his genius. This time it 
was to be made by a bereaved couple from Toronto, who had given 
him the handsomest order for a tomb to three lost children, each of 
whom they desired to see, in the composition, emblematically and 
characteristically represented. 

Such was naturally the moral of Mrs. Mallow’s question: if their 
wealth was to be assumed, it was clear, from the nature of their ad- 
miration, as well as from mysterious hints thrown out (they were a 
little odd!) as to other possibilities of the same mortuary sort, that 
their further patronage might be; and not less evident that should 
the Master become at all known in those climes nothing would be 
more inevitable than a run of Canadian custom. Peter had been present 
before at runs of custom, colonial and domestic—present at each of 
those of which the aggregation had left so few gaps in the marble 
company round him; but it was his habit never at these junctures to 
prick the bubble in advance. The fond illusion, while it lasted, eased 
the wound of elections never won, the long ache of medals and di- 
plomas carried off, on every chance, by every one but the Master; it 
moreover lighted the lamp that would glimmer through the next 
eclipse. They lived, however, after all—as it was always beautiful to 
see—at a height scarce susceptible of ups and downs. They strained a 

oint at times charmingly, strained it to admit that the public was 
here and there not too bad to buy; but they would have been no- 
where without their attitude that the Master was always too good to 
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sell. They were at all events deliciously formed, Peter often said to 
himself, for their fate; the Master had a vanity, his wife had a loyalty, 
of which success, depriving these things of innocence, would have 
diminished the merit and the grace. Any one could be charming under 
a charm, and as he looked about him at a world of prosperity more 
void of proportion even than the Master's museum he wondered if 
he knew another pair that so completely escaped vulgarity. 

“What a pity Lance isn’t with us to rejoice!” Mrs. Mallow on this 
occasion sighed at supper. 

“We'll drink to the health of the absent,” her husband replied, fill- 
ing his friend’s glass and his own and giving a drop to their com- 
panion; “but we must hope he’s preparing himself for a happiness 
much less like this of ours this evening—excusable as I grant it to be! 
—than like the comfort we have always (whatever has happened or 
has not happened) been able to trust ourselves to enjoy. [he comfort,” 
the Master explained, leaning back in the pleasant lamplight and 
firelight, holding up his glass and looking round at his marble family, 
quartered more or less, a monstrous brood, in every room—"the com- 
fort of art in itself!” 

Peter looked a little shyly at his wine. “Well—I don’t care what 
you may call it when a fellow doesn’t—but Lance must learn to sell, 
you know. I drink to his acquisition of the secret of a base popularity!” 

“Oh yes, be must sell,” the boy’s mother, who was still more, 
however, this seemed to give out, the Mastet’s wife, rather artlessly 
allowed. 

“Ah,” the sculptor after a moment confidently pronounced, “Lance 
will. Don’t be afraid. He'll have learnt.” 

“Which is exactly what Peter,” Mrs. Mallow gaily returned— 
“why in the world were you so perverse, Peter?—wouldn’t when he 
told him hear of.” 

Peter, when this lady looked at him with accusatory affection—a 
grace on her part not infrequent—could never find a word; but the 
Master, who was always all amenity and tact, helped him out now 
as he had often helped him before. “That’s his old idea, you know— 
on which we've so often differed: his theory that the artist should be 
all impulse and instinct. J go in of course for a certain amount to 
school. Not too much—but a due proportion. There’s where his pro- 
test came in,” he continued to explain to his wife, “as against what 
might, don’t you see? be in question for Lance.” 
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“Ah well’—and Mrs. Mallow turned the violet eyes across the 
table at the subject of this discourse—‘“he’s sure to have meant of 
course nothing but good. Only that wouldn’t have prevented him, if 
Lance had taken his advice, from being in effect horribly cruel.” 

They had a sociable way of talking of him to his face as if he had 
been in the clay or—at most—in the plaster, and the Master was un- 
failingly generous. He might have been waving Egidio to make him 
revolve. “Ah but poor Peter wasn’t so wrong as to what it may after 
all come to that he will learn.” 

“Oh but nothing artistically bad,” she urged—still, for poor Peter, 
arch and dewy. 

“Why just the little French tricks,” said the Master: on which 
their friend had to pretend to admit, when pressed by Mrs. Mallow, 
that these aesthetic vices had been the objects of his dread. 


III 


“I know now,” Lance said to him the next year, “why you were 
so much against it.” He had come back supposedly for a mere interval 
and was looking about him at Carrara Lodge, where indeed he had 
already on two or three occasions since his expatriation briefly re- 
appeared. This had the air of a longer holiday. “Something rather 
awful has happened to me. It isn’t so very good to know.” 

“I’m bound to say high spirits don’t show in your face,’ Peter was 
rather ruefully forced to confess. “Still, are you very sure you do 
know?” 

“Well, I at least know about as much as I can bear.” These re- 
marks were exchanged in Peter's den, and the young man, smoking 
cigarettes, stood before the fire with his back against the mantel. 
Something of his bloom seemed really to have left him. 

Poor Peter wondered. “You're clear then as to what in particular 
I wanted you not to go for?” 

fin particular?” Lance thought. “It seems to me that in particular 
there can have been only one thing.” 

They stood for a little sounding each other. “Are you quite sure?” 

“Quite sure I’m a beastly duffer? Quite—by this time.” 

“Oh!”—and Peter turned away as if almost with relief. 

“Tt’s that that isn’t pleasant to find out.” 

“Oh I don’t care for ‘that,’” said Peter, presently coming round 
again. “I mean | personally don’t.” 
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“Yet I hope you can understand a little that I myself should!” 

“Well, what do you mean by it?” Peter sceptically asked. 

And on this Lance had to explain—how the upshot of his studies 
in Paris had inexorably proved a mere deep doubt of his means. 
These studies had so waked him up that a new light was in his eyes; 
but what the new light did was really to show him too much. “Do 
you know what’s the matter with me? I’m too horribly intelligent. 
Paris was really the last place for me. I’ve learnt what I can’t do.” 

Poor Peter stared—it was a staggerer; but even after they had had, 
on the subject, a longish talk in which the boy brought out to the full 
the hard truth of his lesson, his friend betrayed less pleasure than 
usually breaks into a face to the happy tune of “I told you so!” Poor 
Peter himself made now indeed so little a point of having told him 
so that Lance broke ground in a different place a day or two after. 
“What was it then that—before I went—you were afraid I should 
find out?” This, however, Peter refused to tell him—on the ground 
that if he hadn’t yet guessed perhaps he never would, and that in 
any case nothing at all for either of them was to be gained by giving 
the thing a name. Lance eyed him on this an instant with the bold 
curiosity of youth—with the air indeed of having in his mind two or 
three names, of which one or other would be right. Peter nevertheless, 
turning his back again, offered no encouragement, and when they 
parted afresh it was with some show of impatience on the side of the 
boy. Accordingly on their next encounter Peter saw at a glance that 
he had now, in the interval, divined and that, to sound his note, he 
was only waiting till they should find themselves alone. This he had 
soon atranged and he then broke straight out. “Do you know your 
conundrum has been keeping me awake? But in the watches of the 
night the answer came over me—so that, upon my honour, | quite 
laughed out. Had you been supposing I had to go to Paris to learn 
that?’ Even now, to see him still so sublimely on his guard, Peter’s 
young friend had to laugh afresh. “You won't give:a sign till you're 
sure? Beautiful old Peter!” But Lance at last produced it. “Why, 
hang it, the truth about the Master.” 

It made between them for some minutes a lively passage, full of 
wonder for each at the wonder of the other. “Then how long have 
you understood—” 

“The true value of his work? I understood it,” Lance recalled, “as 


The Tree of Knowledge 241 


soon as I began to understand anything. But I didn’t begin fully to 
do that, I admit, till I got la-bas.” 

“Dear, dear!”—Peter gasped with retrospective dread. 

“But for what have you taken me? I’m a hopeless muff—that I had 
to have rubbed in. But Pm not such a muff as the Master!” Lance 
declared. 

“Then why did you never tell me—?” 

“That I hadn’t, after all”—the boy took him up—“remained such 
an idiot? Just because I never dreamed you knew. But I beg your par- 
don. I only wanted to spare you. And what I don’t now understand 
is how the deuce then for so long you've managed to keep bottled.” 

Peter produced his explanation, but only after some delay, and 
with a gravity not void of embarrassment. “It was for your mother.” 

“Oh!” said Lance. 

“And that’s the great thing now—since the murder is out. I want 
a promise from you. I mean’ —and Peter almost feverishly followed 
it up—"a vow from you, solemn and such as you owe me hete on 
the spot, that you'll sacrifice anything rather than let her ever guess—” 

“That I’ve guessed?”—Lance took it in. “I see.” He evidently 
after a moment had taken in much. “But what is it you’ve in mind 
that I may have a chance to sacrifice?” 

“Oh one has always something.” 

Lance looked at him hard. “Do you mean that you've had—?” The 
look he received back, however, so put the question by that he found 
soon enough another. “Are you really sure my mother doesn’t know?” 

Peter, after renewed reflexion, was really sure. “If she does she’s too 
wonderful.” 

“But aren’t we all too wonderful?” 

“Yes,” Peter granted—‘‘but in different ways. The thing’s so des- 
perately important because your father’s little public consists only, as 
you know then,” Peter developed—‘“well, of how many?” 

“First of all,” the Master’s son risked, “of himself. And last of all 
too. I don’t quite see of whom else.” 

Peter had an approach to impatience. “Of your mother, I say— 
always.” 

Lance cast it all up. “You absolutely feel that?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Well then with yourself that makes three.” 
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“Oh me!”—and Peter, with a wag of his kind old head, modestly 


excused himself. “The number’s at any rate small enough for any indi- 
vidual dropping out to be too dreadfully missed. Therefore, to put it 
in a nutshell, take care, my boy—that’s all—that you're not!” 

“T've got to keep on humbugging?” Lance wailed. 

“It’s just to warn you of the danger of your failing of that that 
I've seized this opportunity.” 

“And what do you regard in particular,” the young man asked, “as 
the danger?” 

“Why this certainly: that the moment your mother, who feels so 
strongly, should suspect your secret—well,” said Peter desperately, 
“the fat would be on the fire.” 

Lance for a moment seemed to stare at the blaze. “She'd throw me 
over?” 

“She'd throw him over.” 

“And come round to us?” 

Peter, before he answered, turned away. “Come round to you.” 
But he had said enough to indicate—and, as he evidently trusted, to 
avert—the horrid contingency. 


IV 


Within six months again, none the less, his fear was on more occa- 
sions than one all before him. Lance had returned to Paris for another 
trial; then had reappeared at home and had had, with his father, for 
the first time in his life, one of the scenes that strike sparks. He de- 
scribed it with much expression to Peter, touching whom (since they 
had never done so before) it was the sign of a new reserve on the part 
of the pair at Carrara Lodge that they at present failed, on a matter 
of intimate interest, to open themselves—if not in joy then in sorrow 
—to their good friend. This produced perhaps practically between the 
parties a shade of alienation and a slight intermission of commerce— 
marked mainly indeed by the fact that to talk at his ease with his 
old playmate Lance had in general to come to see him. The closest 
if not quite the gayest relation they had yet known together was thus 
ushered in. The difficulty for poor Lance was a tension at home—be- 
gotten by the fact that his father wished him to be at least the sort of 
success he himself had been. He hadn’t “chucked” Paris—though 
nothing appeared more vivid to him than that Paris had chucked him: 


The Tree of Knowledge 243 


he would go back again because of the fascination in trying, in see- 
ing, in sounding the depths—in learning one’s lesson, briefly, even if 
the lesson were simply that of one’s impotence in the presence of one’s 
larger vision. But what did the Master, all aloft in his senseless fluency, 
know of impotence, and what vision—to be called such—had he in 
all his blind life ever had? Lance, heated and indignant, frankly 
appealed to his godparent on this score. 

His father, it appeared, had come down on him for having, after 
so long, nothing to show, and hoped that on his next return this de- 
ficiency would be repaired. The thing, the Master complacently set 
forth was—for any artist, however inferior to himself—at least to “do” 
something. “What can you dor That’s all I ask!” He had certainly 
done enough, and there was no mistake about what he had to show. 
Lance had tears in his eyes when it came thus to letting his old 
friend know how great the strain might be on the “sacrifice” asked 
of him. It wasn’t so easy to continue humbugging—as from son to 
parent—after feeling one’s self despised for not grovelling in medi- 
ocrity. Yet a noble duplicity was what, as they intimately faced the 
situation, Peter went on requiring; and it was still for a time what his 
young friend, bitter and sore, managed loyally to comfort him with. 
Fifty pounds more than once again, it was true, rewarded both in 
London and in Paris the young friend’s loyalty; none the less sensibly, 
doubtless, at the moment, that the money was a direct advance on a 
decent sum for which Peter had long since privately prearranged an 
ultimate function. Whether by these arts or others, at all events, 
Lance’s just resentment was kept for a season—but only for a season 
—at bay. The day arrived when he warned his companion that he 
could hold out—or hold in—no longer. Carrara Lodge had had to 
listen to another lecture delivered from a great height—an infliction 
really heavier at last than, without striking back or in some way let- 
ting the Master have the truth, flesh and blood could bear. 

“And what I don’t see is,’ Lance observed with a certain irritated 
eye for what was after all, if it came to that, owing to himself too; 
“what I don’t see is, upon my honour, how yow, as things are going, 
can keep the game up.” 

“Oh the game for me is only to hold my tongue,” said placid 
Peter. “And I have my reason.” 

“Still my mother?” 
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Peter showed a queer face as he had often shown it before—that is 
by turning it straight away. “What will you have? I haven’t ceased 
to like her.” 

“She’s beautiful—she’s a dear of course,” Lance allowed; “but what 
is she to you, after all, and what is it to you that, as to anything what- 
ever, she should or she shouldn’t?” 

Peter, who had turned red, hung fire a little. “Well—it’s all simply 
what I make of it.” 

There was now, however, in his young friend a strange, an adopted 
insistence. “What are you after all to her?” 

“Oh nothing. But that’s another matter.” 

“She cares only for my father,” said Lance the Parisian. 

“Naturally—and that’s just why.” 

“Why you've wished to spare her?” 

“Because she cares so tremendously much.” 

Lance took a turn about the room, but with his eyes still on his 
host. “How awfully—always—you must have liked her!” 

“Awltully. Always,” said Peter Brench. 

The young man continued for a moment to muse—then stopped 
again in front of him. “Do you know how much she cares?” Their 
eyes met on it, but Peter, as if his own found something new in 
Lance's, appeared to hesitate, for the first time in an age, to say he 
did know. “J’ve only just found out,” said Lance. “She came to my 
room last night, after being present, in silence and only with her eyes 
on me, at what I had had to take from him: she came—and she was 
with me an extraordinary hour.” 

He had paused again and they had again for a while sounded each 
other. Then something—and it made him suddenly turn pale—came 
to Peter. “She does know?” 

“She does know. She let it all out to me—so as to demand of me 
no more than ‘that,’ as she said, of which she herself had been capable. 
She has always, always known,” said Lance without pity. 

Peter was silent a long time; during which his companion might 
have heard him gently breathe, and on touching him might have 
felt within him the vibration of a long low sound suppressed. By the 
time he spoke at last he had taken everything in. “Then I do see how 
tremendously much.” 

“Isn’t it wonderful?” Lance asked. 
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“Wonderful,” Peter mused. 

“So that if your original effort to keep me from Paris was to keep 
me from knowledge—!” Lance exclaimed as if with a sufficient indi- 
cation of this futility. 

It might have been at the futility Peter appeared for a little to 
gaze. “I think it must have been—without my quite at the time 
knowing it—to keep me!” he replied at last as he turned away. 
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James Joyce 


1882-1941 


ARABY 


COUNTERPARTS ° THE DEAD 


James Joyce was the eldest of fourteen children in the family 
of a Dublin government clerk and minor politician. When 
James was a small boy, his father was prosperous enough to 
send him to the best Jesuit boarding school in Ireland. Later, 
because of the number of children and the father’s convivial 
habits, the family fortunes declined rapidly. James managed to 
finish his education at University College, Dublin, but in the 
year following his graduation, trying to make his way as a 
writer in Paris, he was so near starvation most of the time that 
his health was permanently affected. 

His mother’s approaching death brought him back to Ireland. 
There he spent the two years of intellectual excitement but of 
personal disorder so fully described later in his great novel 
Ulysses. Then in 1904, newly married and twenty-two years 
old, Joyce left Ireland for good. 

During the next sixteen years, always in financial difficulties, 
he supported himself, his wife, and two children by giving 
language lessons in Trieste, Rome, and Zurich. He worked stub- 
bornly at his writing, though its unusual form and subject matter 
made publication difficult. In 1920, when his genius was begin- 
ning at last to receive recognition, Joyce moved to Paris, where 
he remained until the Germans forced him out in World War 
II. He returned to Zurich, his refuge in World War I, and died 
there in 1941. During his most productive years as a writer, 
Joyce suffered from illnesses of the eyes which kept him near 
blindness much of the time and required a long series of painful 
operations. 

Joyce had an Irish love of music and language. In a national 
competition in 1904 he proved himself to be one of the best 
young singers in Ireland. The rather conventional lyrics of 
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Chamber Music (1907) are distinctive chiefly for their subtle 
effects of sound. Joyce learned Latin in school, studied French 
and Italian at the university, taught himself Norwegian and 
German in order to read in the original the plays of Henrik 
Ibsen and Gerhart Hauptmann. At eighteen he published an 
article on Ibsen in a leading British journal. In the cafes of 
Trieste and Zurich, Joyce conversed fluently with his friends in 
half a dozen languages. These languages all merge into one 
language in the half-waking consciousness of the hero of Joyce’s 
last and very difficult work, Finnegans Wake (1939). In reaction, 
however, to what he considered the parochialism of the Irish 
nationalist movement, Joyce refused to learn Gaelic. 

Joyce's ambitions as a writer were by no means limited to 
experiments with language and form. Although he left the 
Catholic Church, his modes of thought remained Catholic, both 
in his respect for exact intellectual definition and in his rich 
use of symbols. His characters debate aesthetic and theological 
questions brilliantly. Similarly, although Joyce left Ireland to 
spend his life in voluntary exile, he remained preoccupied with 
Ireland and made it the setting of all his works. At the end of 
the autobiographical novel, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young 
Man (1916), the hero declares that his purpose as a writer is 
“to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of 
my race.” Joyce was determined to outdo the great French 
novelists Flaubert, Balzac, and Zola in the documented particu- 
larity with which he recreated the inner and outer lives of his 
characters. 

Joyce’s first published volume of fiction is the collection of 
short stories, Dubliners (1914). These not only resemble Che- 
khov’s stories, but were written under similar political circum- 
stances. Joyce grew up in the period of discouraged reaction 
which followed the humiliation and death of the Irish inde- 
pendence leader Charles Stuart Parnell in 1891. Joyce wrote to 
a publisher that his intention in Dubliners was to “write a 
chapter of the moral history of my country, and I chose Dublin 
for the scene because that city seemed to me the center of 
paralysis.” Very little appears to happen in some of these stories, 
and they often end in frustration. Through symbolic suggestion, 
however, and moments of unconscious self-revelation which he 
called “epiphanies,” Joyce is able to universalize and make deeply 
affecting quite trivial incidents in the lives of very ordinary 
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Dubliners was followed by A Portrait of the Artist as a Young 
Man, a partly lyrical, partly ironic account of the struggles of 
a highly sensitive young writer to become independent of fam- 
ily, church, and state. Ulysses is also autobiographical, but brings 
into conjunction with its hero the contrasted personality of a 
Dublin advertising agent named Leopold Bloom. During the 
course of a single day in Dublin in 1904, the experiences of its 
two principal characters parallel or parody the events of Homer’s 
Odyssey. The work is marvelously intricate in design, and later 
writers were particularly influenced by its stream-of-conscious- 
ness technique. 

Finnegans Wake exploits to the utmost the modern interest 
in psychoanalysis and myth. In his dreaming or hypnagogic 
state a Dublin citizen mixes up his personal history with the 
history first of Ireland and then of the human race. Since the 
connecting links are Freudian or cabalistic, and the language 
full of polyglot puns, the book is extremely difficult to read. 
This very difficulty, however, along with its wit, erudition, and 
comprehensiveness, makes it a persistent and rewarding challenge 
to interpreters. 

The three stories from Dubliners printed here are all stories 
of frustration. The circumstances and meanings are very dif- 
ferent, however. The young romantic in “Araby,” defeated by 
commonplace realities and his own inexperience, judges him- 
self far too severely. The hopelessly trapped Farrington in “Coun- 
terparts” directs his brutal aggressiveness toward others because 
he can no longer bear to judge himself. In “The Dead,” one of 
the most moving of all modern short stories, Gabriel Conroy 
does come to see his life truly, despite his complacency, selfish- 
ness, and vanity. The way in which the shock of revelation occurs 
makes him able to feel not only the character of his own life, 
but the pathos of life generally. Because of the subtlety and 
complexity with which closely observed details are made to serve 
symbolic and thematic purposes, this story deserves very careful 
analysis. 
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ARABY 


North Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street except at 
the hour when the Christian Brothers’ School set the boys free. An 
uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the blind end, detached 
from its neighbours in a square ground, The other houses of the 
street, conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another 
with brown imperturbable faces. 

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back 
drawing-room. Air, musty from having been long enclosed, hung in 
all the rooms, and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered 
with old useless papers. Among these I found a few papet-covered 
books, the pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by 
Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant and The Memoirs of 
Vidocg. | liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild 
garden behind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few 
straggling bushes under one of which I found the late tenant’s rusty 
bicycle-pump. He had been a very charitable priest; in his will he 
had left all his money to institutions and the furniture of his house 
to his sister. 

When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well 
eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown 
sombre. The space of sky above us was the colour of ever-changing 
violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted their feeble lan- 
terns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. 
Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought 
us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran 
the gauntlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors 
of the dark dripping gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, to 
the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and combed 
the horse or shook music from the buckled harness. When we re- 
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turned to the street light from the kitchen windows had filled the 


areas. If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the shadow 
until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan’s sister came out 
on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from 
our shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether 
she would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow 
and walked up to Mangan’s steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, 
her figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother 
always teased her before he obeyed and I stood by the railings look- 
ing at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the soft rope 
of her hair tossed from side to side. 

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watching her 
door. The blind was pulled down to within an inch of the sash so that 
I could not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart 
leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept 
her brown figure always in my eye and, when we came near the 
point at which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed 
her. This happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to 
her, except for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a 
summons to all my foolish blood. 

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to 
romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing | 
had to go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring 
streets, jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the 
curses of labourers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on 
guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal chanting of street- 
singers, who sang a come-all-you about O'Donovan Rossa, or a ballad 
about the troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a 
single sensation of life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice 
safely through a throng of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at mo- 
ments in strange prayers and praises which I myself did not under- 
stand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell why) and at 
times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out into my bosom. 
I thought little of the future. I did not know whether I would ever 
speak to her or not or, if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my 
confused adoration. But my body was like a harp and her words and 
gestures were like fingers running upon the wires. 

One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the 
priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound 
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in the house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain 
impinge upon the earth, the fine incessant needles of water playing 
in the sodden beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed 
below me. I was thankful that I could see so little. All my senses 
‘seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was about to 
‘slip from them, I pressed the palms of my hands together until they 
trembled, murmuring: “O love! O love!” many times. 

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to me 
I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me 
was I going to Araby. | forgot whether | answered yes or no. It 
would be a splendid bazaar, she said she would love to go. 

“And why can’t you?” I asked. 

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her 
wrist. She could not go, she said, because there would be a retreat 
that week in her convent. Her brother and two other boys were fight- 
‘ing for their caps and I was alone at the railings. She held one of 
the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light from the lamp 
opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up. her 
hair that rested there and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It 
fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petti- 
coat, just visible as she stood at ease. 

“It’s well for you,” she said. 

“Tf I go,” I said, “I will bring you something.” 

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping 
thoughts after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious in- 
tervening days. I chafed against the work of school. At night in my 
bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came between me 
and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the word 4 raby were 
called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated and 
cast an Eastern enchantment over me. I asked for leave to go to the 
bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was 
not some Freemason affair. I answered few questions in class. | watched 
my master’s face pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was 
not beginning to idle. I could not call my wandering thoughts to- 
gether. | had hardly any patience with the serious work of life which, 
now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s 
play, ugly monotonous child’s play. 

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go 
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to the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hallstand, looking 
for the hat-brush, and answered me curtly: 

“Yes, boy, I know.” 

As he was in the hall I could not go into the front patlour and 
lie at the window. I left the house in bad humour and walked slowly 
towards the school. The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart 
misgave me. 

When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. 
Still it was early. I sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its 
ticking began to irritate me, I left the room. I mounted the staircase 
and gained the upper part of the house. The high cold empty gloomy 
rooms liberated me and I went from room to room singing. From the 
front window I saw my companions playing below in the street. 
Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my 
forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where 
she lived. I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the 
brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the, 
lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at 
the border below the dress. 

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs. Mercer sitting at 
the fire. She was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker’s widow, 
who collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I had to endure 
the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was prolonged beyond an hour 
and still my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up to go: she 
was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it was after eight o’clock- 
and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. 
When she had gone I began to walk up and down the room, clench- 
ing my fists. My aunt said: 

“Tm afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our 
Lord.” 

At nine o'clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in the halldoor. I 
heard him talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when 
it had received the weight of his overcoat, I could interpret these signs. 
When he was midway through his dinner I asked him to give me 
the money to go to the bazaar. He had forgotten. 

“The people are in bed and after their first sleep now,” he said. 

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically: 

“Can't you give him the money and let him go? You've kept him 
late enough as it is.” 
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My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he 
believed in the old saying: “All work and no play makes Jack a dull 
boy.” He asked me where I was going and, when I had told him a 
second time he asked me did I know The Arab’s Farewell to his 
Steed. When I left the kitchen he was about to recite the opening 
lines of the piece to my aunt. 

I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham 
Street towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with 
buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. 
I took my seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an 
intolerable delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept 
onward among ruinous houses and over the twinkling river. At West- 
land Row Station a crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but 
the porters moved them back, saying that it was a special train for the 
bazaar. I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the 
train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform. I passed out 
on to the road and saw by the lighted dial of a clock that it was 
ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a large building which dis- 
played the magical name. 

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar 
would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a 
shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled 
at half its height by a gallery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and 
the greater part of the hall was in darkness. I recognised a silence like 
that which pervades a church after a service. I walked into the centre 
of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls 
which were still open. Before a curtain, over which the words Café 
Chantant were written in coloured lamps, two men were counting 
money on a salver. I listened to the fall of the coins. 

Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over to one 
of the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the 
door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two 
young gentlemen. I remarked their English accents and listened 
vaguely to their conversation. 

“O, I never said such a thing!” 

“O, but you did!” 

“O, but I didn’t!” 

“Didn't she say that?” 
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“Yes. I heard her.” 

“O, there’s a... fib!” 

Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I 
wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; 
she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked 
humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side 
of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured: 

“No, thank you.” 

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went 
back to the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. 
Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder. 

I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to 
make my interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned 
away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed 
the two pennies to fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard 
a voice call from one end of the gallery that the light was out. The 
upper part of the hall was now completely dark. 

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and 


derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger. 


COUNTERPARTS 


The bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went to the tube, 
a furious voice called out in a piercing North of Ireland accent: 

“Send Farrington here!” 

Miss Parker returned to her machine, saying to a man who was 
writing at a desk: 

“Mr. Alleyne wants you upstairs.” 

The man muttered “Blast him!” under his breath and pushed back 
his chair to stand up. When he stood up he was tall and of great 
bulk. He had a hanging face, dark wine-coloured, with fair eye- 
brows and moustache: his eyes bulged forward slightly and the whites 


COUNTERPARTS from Dubliners by James Joyce. First published 1916 by B. 
W. Huebsch. Reprinted by permission of The Viking Press, Inc., New York. 


256 James Joyce 


of them were dirty. He lifted up the counter and, passing by the 
clients, went out of the office with a heavy step. 

He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second landing, 
where a door bore a brass plate with the inscription Mr. Alleyne. 
Here he halted, puffing with labour and vexation, and knocked. The 
shrill voice cried: 

"Come in!” 

The man entered Mr. Alleyne’s room. Simultaneously Mr. Alleyne, 
a little man wearing gold-rimmed glasses on a clean-shaven face, shot 
his head up over a pile of documents. The head itself was so pink 
and hairless it seemed like a large egg reposing on the papers. Mr. 
Alleyne did not lose a moment: ; 

“Farrington? What is the meaning of this? Why have I always to 
complain of you? May I ask you why you haven’t made a copy of 
that contract between Bodley and Kirwan? I told you it must be 
ready by four-o’clock.” 

“But Mr. Shelley said, sir—” 

“Mr. Shelley said, sir... . Kindly attend to what I say and not 
to what Mr. Shelley says, sir. You have always some excuse or an- 
other for shirking work. Let me tell you that if the contract is not 
copied before this evening I'll lay the matter before Mr. Crosbie. . . . 
Do you hear me now?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Do you hear me now? .. . Ay and another little matter! | 
might as well be talking to the wall as talking to you. Understand 
once for all that you get a half an hour for your lunch and not an 
hour and a half. How many courses do you want, I'd like to know. 
. . . Do you mind me now?” 

TY és,¥sir.’ 

Mr. Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. The man 
stared fixedly at the polished skull which directed the affairs of 
Crosbie & Alleyne, gauging its fragility. A spasm of rage gripped 
his throat for a few moments and then passed, leaving after it a sharp 
sensation of thirst. The man recognised the sensation and felt that he 
must have a good night’s drinking. The middle of the month was 
passed and, if he could get the copy done in time, Mr. Alleyne might 
give him an order on the cashier. He stood still, gazing fixedly at 
the head upon the pile of papers. Suddenly Mr. Alleyne began to 
upset all the papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had been 
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unaware of the man’s presence till that moment, he shot up his head 
again, saying: 

“Eh? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my word, Far- 
rington, you take things easy!” 

“IT was waiting to see...” 

“Very good, you needn’t wait to see. Go downstairs and do your 
work.” 

The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he went out 
of the room, he heard Mr. Alleyne cry after him that if the contract 
was not copied by evening Mr. Crosbie would hear of the matter. 

He returned to his desk in the lower office and counted the sheets 
which remained to be copied. He took up his pen and dipped it in 
the ink but he continued to stare stupidly at the last words he had 
written: In no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be . . . The eve- 
ning was falling and in a few minutes they would be lighting the 
gas: then he could write. He felt that he must slake the thirst in his 
throat. He stood up from his desk and, lifting the counter as before, 
passed out of the office. As he was passing out the chief clerk looked 
at him inquiringly. 

“Te’s all right, Mr. Shelley,” said the man, pointing with his finger: 
to indicate the objective of his journey. 

The chief clerk glanced at the hat-rack, but, seeing the row com- 
plete, offered no remark. As soon as he was on the landing the man 
pulled a shepherd’s plaid cap out of his pocket, put it on his head 
and ran quickly down the rickety stairs. From the- street door. he 
walked on furtively on the inner side of the path towards the corner 
and all at once dived into a doorway. He was now safe in the dark 
snug of O’Neill’s shop, and filling up the little window that looked 
into the bar with his inflamed face, the colour of dark wine ot dark: 
meat, he called out: 

“Here, Pat, give us a g-p.; like a good fellow.” 

The curate brought him a glass of plain porter. The man drank 
it at a gulp and asked for a caraway seed. He put his penny on the 
counter and, leaving the curate to grope for it in the gloom, re- 
treated out of the snug as furtively as he had entered it. 

Darkness, accompanied by a thick fog, was gaining upon the dusk 
of February and the lamps in Eustace Street had been lit. The man 
went up by the houses until he reached the door of the office, wonder- 
ing whether he could finish his copy in time. On the stairs a moist 
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pungent odour of perfumes saluted his nose: evidently Miss Dela- 
cour had come while he was out in O’Neill’s. He crammed his cap 
back again into his pocket and re-entered the office, assuming an air of 
absentmindedness. 

“Mr. Alleyne has been calling for you,” said the chief clerk severely. 
“Where were you?” 

The man glanced at the two clients who were standing at the coun- 
ter as if to intimate that their presence prevented him from answer- 
ing. As the clients were both male the chief clerk allowed himself 
a laugh. 

“I know that game,” he said. “Five times in one day is a little bit 
.. « Well, you better look sharp and geta copy of our correspondence 
in the Delacour case for Mr. Alleyne.” 

This address in the presence of the public, his run upstairs and the 
porter he had gulped down so hastily confused the man and, as he 
sat down at his desk to get what was required, he realised how hope- 
less was the task of finishing his copy of the contract before half past 
five. The dark damp night was coming and he longed to spend it in 
the bars, drinking with his friends amid the glare of gas and the clat- 
ter of glasses. He got out the Delacour correspondence and passed out 
of the office. He hoped Mr. Alleyne would not discover that the last 
two letters were missing. 

The moist pungent, perfume lay all the way up to Mr. Alleyne’s 
room. Miss Delacour was a middle-aged woman of Jewish appearance. 
Mr. Alleyne was said to be sweet on her or on her money. She came 
to the office often and stayed a long time when she came. She was 
sitting beside his desk now in an aroma of perfumes, smoothing the 
handle of her umbrella and nodding the great black feather in her 
hat. Mr. Alleyne had swivelled his chair round to face her and thrown 
his right foot jauntily upon his left knee. The man put the corre- 
spondence on the desk and bowed respectfully but neither Mr. AL 
leyne nor Miss Delacour took any notice of his bow. Mt. Alleyne 
tapped a finger on the correspondence and then flicked it towards 
him as if to say: “That's all right: you can go.” 

The man returned to the lower office and sat down again at his 
desk. He stared intently at the incomplete phrase: In no case shall 
the said Bernard Bodley be... and thought how strange it was 
that the last three words began with the same letter. The chief clerk 
began to hurry Miss Parker, saying she would never have the letters 
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typed in time for post. The man listened to the clicking of the ma- 
chine for a few minutes and then set to work to finish his copy. But 
his head was not clear and his mind wandered away to the glare and 
rattle of the public-house. It was a night for hot punches. He strug- 
gled on with his copy, but when the clock struck five he had still 
fourteen pages to write. Blast it! He couldn’t finish it in time. He 
longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down on something vio- 
lently. He was so enraged that he wrote Bernard Bernard instead of 
Bernard Bodley and had to begin again on a clean sheet. 

He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office singlehanded. 
His body ached to do something, to rush out and revel in violence. 


All the indignities of his life enraged him. .. . Could he ask the 
cashier privately for an advance? No, the cashier was no good, no 
damn good; he wouldn't give an advance. . . . He knew where he 


would meet the boys: Leonard and O'Halloran and Nosey Flynn. 
The barometer of his emotional nature was set for a spell of riot. 

His imagination had so abstracted him that his name was called 
twice before he answered. Mr. Alleyne and Miss Delacour were 
standing outside the counter and all the clerks had turned round in 
anticipation of something. The man got up from his desk. Mr. Al- 
leyne began a tirade of abuse, saying that two letters were missing. 
The man answered that he knew nothing about them, that he had 
made a faithful copy. The tirade continued: it was so bitter and vio- 
lent that the man could hardly restrain his fist from descending upon 
the head of the manikin before him: 

“T know nothing about any other two letters,” he said stupidly. 

“You—know—nothing. Of course you know nothing,” said Mr. 
Alleyne. “Tell me,” he added, glancing first for approval to the lady 
beside him, “do you take me for a fool? Do you think me an utter 
fool?” 

The man glanced from the lady’s face to the little egg-shaped 
head and back again; and, almost before he was aware of it, his 
tongue had found a felicitous moment: 

“T don’t think, sir,” he said, “that that’s a fair question to put to me.” 

There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. Everyone 
was astounded (the author of the witticism no less than his neigh- 
bours) and Miss Delacour, who was a stout amiable person, began 
to smile broadly. Mr. Alleyne flushed to the hue of a wild rose and 
his mouth twitched with a dwarf’s passion. He shook his fist in the 
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man’s face till it seemed to vibrate like the knob of some electric 
machine: 

“You impertinent ruffan! You impertinent ruffian! I’ll make short 
work of you! Wait till you see! You'll apologise to me for your im- 
pertinence or you'll quit the office instanter! You'll quit this, I’m 
telling you, or you'll apologise to me!” 


He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching to see if the 
cashier would come out alone. All the clerks passed out and finally 
the cashier came out with the chief clerk. It was no use trying to say 
a word to him when he was with the chief clerk. The man felt that 
his position was bad enough. He had been obliged to offer an abject 
apology to Mr. Alleyne for his impertinence but he knew what a 
hornet’s nest the office would be for him. He could remember the 
way in which Mr. Alleyne had hounded little Peake out of the office 
in order to make room for his own nephew. He felt savage and thirsty 
and revengeful, annoyed with himself and with everyone else. Mr. 
Alleyne would never give him an hour’s rest; his life would be a 
hell to him. He had made a proper fool of himself this time. Could 
he not keep his tongue in his cheek? But they had never pulled to- 
gether from the first, he and Mr. Alleyne, ever since the day Mr. 
Alleyne had overheard him mimicking his North of Ireland accent 
to amuse Higgins and Miss Parker: that had been the beginning of 
it. He might have tried Higgins for the money, but sure Higgins 
never had anything for himself. A man with two establishments to 
keep up, of course he couldn’t. . . . 

He felt his great body again aching for the comfort of the public- 
house. The fog had begun to chill him and he wondered could he 
touch Pat in O’Neill’s. He could not touch him for more than a bob 
—and a bob was no use. Yet he must get money somewhere or other: 
he had spent his last penny for the g.p. and soon it would be too late 
for getting money anywhere. Suddenly, as he was fingering his 
watch-chain, he thought of Terry Kelly’s pawn-office in Fleet Street. 
That was the dart! Why didn’t he think of it sooner? 

He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar quickly, mut- 
tering to himself that they could all go to hell because he was going 
to have a good night of it. The clerk in Terry Kelly’s said 4 crown! 
but the consignor held out for six shillings; and in the end the six 
shillings was allowed him literally. He came out of the pawn-office 
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joyfully, making a little cylinder of the coins between his thumb and 
fingers. In Westmoreland Street the footpaths were crowded with 
young men and women returning from business and ragged urchins 
ran here and there yelling out the names of the evening editions. The 
man passed through the crowd, looking on the spectacle generally 
with proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at the office-girls. His 
head was full of the noises of tram-gongs and swishing trolleys and 
his nose already sniffed the curling fumes of punch. As he walked 
on he preconsidered the terms in which he would narrate the incident 
to the boys: 

“So, I just looked at him—coolly, you know, and looked at her. 
Then I looked back at him again—taking my time, you know. ‘I don’t 
think that that’s a fair question to put to me,’ says I.” 

Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of Davy Byrne’s 
and, when he heard the story, he stood Farrington a half-one, saying 
it was as smart a thing as ever he heard. Farrington stood a drink in 
his turn. After a while O'Halloran and Paddy Leonard came in and 
the story was repeated to them. O'Halloran stood tailors of malt, hot, 
all round and told the story of the retort he had made to the chief 
clerk when he was in Callan’s of Fownes’s Street; but, as the retort 
was after the manner of the liberal shepherds in the eclogues, he had 
to admit that it was not as clever as Farrington’s retort. At this Far- 
rington told the boys to polish off that and have another. 

Just as they were naming their poisons who should come in but 
Higgins! Of course he had to join in with the others. The men asked 
him to give his version of it, and he did so with great vivacity for 
the sight of five small hot whiskies was very exhilarating. Everyone 
roared laughing when he showed the way in which Mr. Alleyne 
shook his fist in Farrington’s face. Then he imitated Farrington, say- 
ing, “And here was my nabs, as cool as you please,” while Farrington 
looked at the company out of his heavy dirty eyes, smiling and at 
times drawing forth stray drops of liquor from his moustache with 
the aid of his lower lip. 

When that round was over there was a pause. O'Halloran had 
money but neither of the other two seemed to have any; so the whole 
party left the shop somewhat regretfully. At the corner of Duke 
Street Higgins and Nosey Flynn bevelled off to the left while the 
other three turned back towards the city. Rain was drizzling down on 
the cold streets and, when they reached the Ballast Office, Farrington 
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suggested the Scotch House. The bar was full of men and loud with 
the noise of tongues and glasses. The three men pushed past the 
whining matchsellers at the door and formed a little party at the cor- 
ner of the counter. They began to exchange stories. Leonard intro- 
duced them to a young fellow named Weathers who was performing 
at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knockabout artiste. Farrington stood 
a drink all round. Weathers said he would take a small Irish and 
Apollinaris. Farrington, who had definite notions of what was what, 
asked the boys would they have an Apollinaris too; but the boys told 
Tim to make theirs hot. The talk became theatrical. O’Halloran 
stood a round and then Farrington stood another round, Weathers 
protesting that the hospitality was too Irish. He promised to get them 
in behind the scenes and introduce them to some nice girls. O’Hal- 
loran said that he and Leonard would go, but that Farrington wouldn’t 
go because he was a married man; and Farrington’s heavy dirty eyes 
leered at the company in token that he understood he was being 
chaffed. Weathers made them all have just one little tincture at his 
expense and promised to meet them later on at Mulligan’s in Poolbeg 
Street. 

When the Scotch House closed they went round to Mulligan’s. 
They went into the parlour at the back and O’Halloran ordered small 
hot specials all round. They were all beginning to feel mellow. Far- 
rington was just standing another round when Weathers came back. 
Much to Farrington’s relief he drank a glass of bitter this time. Funds 
were getting low but they had enough to keep them going. Presently 
two young women with big hats and a young man in a check suit 
came in and sat at a table close by. Weathers saluted them and told 
the company that they were out of the Tivoli. Farrington’s eyes wan- 
dered at every moment in the direction of one of the young women. 
There was something striking in her appearance. An immense scarf 
of peacock-blue muslin was wound round her hat and knotted in a 
great bow under her chin; and she wore bright yellow gloves, reach- 
ing to the elbow. Farrington gazed admiringly at the plump arm 
which she moved very often and with much grace; and when, after 
a little time, she answered his gaze he admired still more her large 
dark brown eyes. The oblique staring expression in them fascinated 
him. She glanced at him once or twice and, when the party was leav- 
ing the room, she brushed against his chair and said “O, pardon!” 
in a London accent. He watched her leave the room in the hope that 
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she would look back at him, but he was disappointed. He cursed his 


want of money and cursed all the rounds he had stood, particularly 
to all the whiskies and Apollinaris which he had stood to Weathers. 
If there was one thing that he hated it was a sponge. He was so angry 
that he lost count of the conversation of his friends. 

When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they were talking 
about feats of strength. Weathers was showing his biceps muscle to 
to the company and boasting so much that the other two had called 
on Farrington to uphold the national honour. Farrington pulled up 
his sleeve accordingly and showed his biceps muscle to the company. 
The two arms were examined and compared and finally it was agreed 
to have a trial of strength. The table was cleared and the two men 
rested their elbows on it, clasping hands. When Paddy Leonard said 
“Go!” each was to try to bring down the other’s hand on to the table. 
Farrington looked very serious and determined. 

The trial began. After about thirty seconds Weathers brought his 
opponent's hand slowly down on to the table. Farrington’s dark wine- 
coloured face flushed darker still with anger and humiliation at hav- 
ing been defeated by such a stripling. 

“You're not to put the weight of your body behind it. Play fair,” 
he said. 

“Who's not playing fair?” said the other. 

“Come on again. The two best out of three.” 

The trial began again. The veins stood out on Farrington’s fore- 
head, and the pallor of Weathers’ complexion changed to peony. 
Their hands and arms trembled under the stress. After a long strug- 
gle Weathers again brought his opponent’s hand slowly on to the 
table. There was a murmur of applause from the spectators. The 
curate, who was standing beside the table, nodded his red head to- 
wards the victor and said with stupid familiarity: 

“Ah! that’s the knack!” 

“What the hell do you know about it?” said Farrington fiercely, 
turning on the man. “What do you put in your gab for?” 

“Sh, sh!” said O'Halloran, observing the violent expression of Far- 
rington’s face. “Pony up, boys. We'll have just one little smahan 
more and then we'll be off.” 


A very sullen-faced man stood at the corner of O’Connell Bridge 
waiting for the little Sandymount tram to take him home. He was 
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full of smouldering anger and revengefulness. He felt humiliated and 
discontented; he did not even feel drunk; and he had only twopence 
in his pocket. He cursed everything. He had done for himself in the 
office, pawned his watch, spent all his money; and he had not even 
got drunk. He began to feel thirsty again and he longed to be back 
again in the hot reeking public-house. He had lost his reputation as 
a strong man, having been defeated twice by a mere boy. His heart 
swelled with fury and, when he thought of the woman in the big hat 
who had brushed against him and said Pardon! his fury nearly choked 
him. 

His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he steered his great 
body along in the shadow of the wall of the barracks. He loathed re- 
turning to his home. When he went in by the side-door he found 
the kitchen empty and the kitchen fire nearly out. He bawled up- 
stairs: 

“Ada! Ada!” 

His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who bullied her husband 
when he was sober and was bullied by him when he was drunk. They 
had five children. A little boy came running down the stairs. 

“Who is that?” said the man, peering through the darkness. 


Biviewpa.: 
“Who are you? Charlie?” 
eINGwpas Lom. 


“Where’s your mother?” 

“She’s out at the chapel.” 

“That's right. . . . Did she think of leaving any dinner for me?” 

“Yes, pa. [—” 

“Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the place in dark- 
ness? Are the other children in bed?” 

The man sat down heavily on one of the chairs while the little boy 
lic the lamp. He began to mimic his son’s flat accent, saying half to 
himself: “At the chapel. At the chapel, if you please!” When the 
lamp was lit he banged his fist on the table and shouted: 

“What's for my dinner?” 

“Tm going . . . to cook it, pa,” said the little boy. 

The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire. 

“On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I'll teach you to do 


that again!” 
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He took a step to the door and seized the walking-stick which was 
standing behind it. 

“TI teach you to let the fire out!” he said, rolling up his sleeve in 
order to give his arm free play. 

The little boy cried “O pa!” and ran whimpering round the table, 
but the man followed him and caught him by the coat. The little 
boy looked about him wildly but, seeing no way of escape, fell upon 
his knees. 

“Now, you'll let the fire out the next time!” said the man, striking 
at him vigorously with the stick. “Take that, you little whelp!” 

The boy uttered a squeal of pain as the stick cut his thigh. He 
clasped his hands together in the air and his voice shook with fright. 

“O, pa!” he cried. “Don’t beat me, pa! And Pll... I'll say a 
Hail Mary for you... . I'll say a Hail Mary for you, pa, if you 
don’t beat me... . I'll say a Hail Mary... .” 


PEMD E Ad 


Lily, the caretaker’s daughter, was literally run off her feet. Hardly 
had she brought one gentleman into the little pantry behind the 
office on the ground floor and helped him off with his overcoat than 
the wheezy hall-door bell clanged again and she had to scamper along 
the bare hallway to let in another guest. It was well for her she had 
not to attend to the ladies also. But Miss Kate and Miss Julia had 
thought of that and had converted the bathroom upstairs into a 
ladies’ dressing-room. Miss Kate and Miss Julia were there, gossiping 
and laughing and fussing, walking after each other to the head of the 
stairs, peering down over the banisters and calling down to Lily to 
ask her who had come. 

It was always a great affair, the Misses Morkan’s annual dance. 
Everybody who knew them came to it, members of the family, old 
friends of the family, the members of Julia’s choir, any of Kate’s 
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pupils that were grown up enough, and even some of Mary Jane's 
pupils too. Never once had it fallen flat. For years and years it had 
gone off in splendid style, as long as anyone could remember; ever 
since Kate and Julia, after the death of their brother Pat, had left the 
house in Stoney Batter and taken Mary Jane, their only niece, to live 
with them in the dark, gaunt house on Usher’s Island, the upper part 
of which they had rented from Mr. Fulham, the corn-factor on the 
ground floor. That was a good thirty years ago if it was a day. Mary 
Jane, who was then a little girl in short clothes, was now the main 
prop of the household, for she had the organ in Haddington Road. 
She had been through the Academy and gave a pupils’ concert every 
year in the upper room of the Antient Concert Rooms. Many of her 
pupils belonged to the better-class families on the Kingstown and 
Dalkey line. Old as they were, her aunts also did their share. Julia, 
though she was quite grey, was still the leading soprano in Adam and 
Eve’s, and Kate, being too feeble to go about much, gave music les- 
sons to beginners on the old square piano in the back room. Lily, the 
caretaker’s daughter, did housemaid’s work for them. Though their 
life was modest, they believed in eating well; the best of everything: 
diamond-bone sirloins, three-shilling tea and the best bottled stout. 
But Lily seldom made a mistake in the orders, so that she got on well 
with her three mistresses. They were fussy, that was all. But the only 
thing they would not stand was back answers. 

Of course, they had good reason to be fussy on such a night. And 
then it was long after ten o’clock and yet there was no sign of Gabriel 
and his wife. Besides they were dreadfully afraid that Freddy Malins 
might turn up screwed. They would not wish for worlds that any of 
Mary Jane’s pupils should see him under the influence; and when 
he was like that it was sometimes very hard to manage him. Freddy 
Malins always came late, but they wondered what could be keeping 
Gabriel: and that was what brought them every two minutes to the 
banisters to ask Lily had Gabriel or Freddy come. 

“O, Mr. Conroy,” said Lily to Gabriel when she opened the door 
for him, “Miss Kate and Miss Julia thought you were never coming. 
Good-night, Mrs. Conroy.” 

ed Uh engage they did,” said Gabriel, “but they forget that my wife 
here takes three mortal hours to dress herself.” 

He stood on the mat, scraping the snow from his goloshes, while 
Lily led his wife to the foot of the stairs and called out: 
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Kate and Julia came toddling down the dark stairs at once. Both 
of them kissed Gabriel’s wife, said she must be perished alive, and 
asked was Gabriel with her. 

“Here I am as right as the mail, Aunt Kate! Go on up. I'll follow,” 
called out Gabriel from the dark. 

He continued scraping his feet vigorously while the three women 
went upstairs, laughing, to the ladies’ dressing-room. A light fringe 
of snow lay like a cape on the shoulders of his overcoat and like toe- 
caps on the toes of his goloshes; and, as the buttons of his overcoat 
slipped with a squeaking noise through the snow-stiffened frieze, a 
cold, fragrant air from out-of-doors escaped from crevices and folds. 

“Ts it snowing again, Mr. Conroy?” asked Lily. 

She had preceded him into the pantry to help him off with his 
overcoat. Gabriel smiled at the three syllables she had given his sur- 
name and glanced at her. She was a slim, growing girl, pale in com- 
plexion and with hay-coloured hair. The gas in the pantry made her 
look still paler. Gabriel had known her when she was a child and 
used to sit on the lowest step nursing a rag doll. 

“Yes, Lily,” he answered, “and I think we're in for a night of it.” 

He looked up at the pantry ceiling, which was shaking with the 
stamping and shuffling of feet on the floor above, listened for a mo- 
ment to the piano and then glanced at the girl, who was folding his 
overcoat carefully at the end of a shelf. 

“Tell me, Lily,” he said in a friendly tone, “do you still go to 
school?” 

“O no, sir,” she answered. “I’m done schooling this year and more.” 

“O, then,” said Gabriel gaily, “I suppose we'll be going to your 
wedding one of these fine days with your young man, eh?” 

The girl glanced back at him over her shoulder and said with great 


bitterness: 
“The men that is now is only all palaver and what they can get out 


of you.” 

Cabri coloured, as if he felt he had made a mistake and, with- 
out looking at her, kicked off his goloshes and flicked actively with 
his muffler at his patent-leather shoes. 

He was a stout, tallish young man. The high colour of his cheeks 
pushed upwards even to his forehead, where it scattered itself in a 
few formless patches of pale red; and on his hairless face there scin- 
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tillated restlessly the polished lenses and the bright gilt rims of the 
glasses which screened his delicate and restless eyes. His glossy black 
hair was parted in the middle and brushed in a long curve behind 
his ears where it curled slightly beneath the groove left by his hat. 

When he had flicked lustre into his shoes he stood up and pulled 
his waistcoat down more tightly on his plump body. Then he took 
a coin rapidly from his pocket. 

“O Lily,” he said, thrusting it into her hands, “it’s Christmas- 
time Hisheritriajustee ci hereisia little) WG" 

He walked rapidly towards the door. 

“O no, sir!” cried the girl, following him. “Really, sir, I wouldn’t 
take it.” 

“Christmas-time! Christmas-time!” said Gabriel, almost trotting 
to the stairs and waving his hand to her in deprecation. 

The girl, seeing that he had gained the stairs, called out after him: 

“Well, thank you, sir.” 

He waited outside the drawing-room door until the waltz should 
finish, listening to the skirts that swept against it and to the shuf- 
fling of feet. He was still discomposed by the girl’s bitter and sudden 
retort. It had cast a gloom over him which he tried to dispel by 
arranging his cuffs and the bows of his tie. He then took from his 
waistcoat pocket a little paper and glanced at the headings he had 
made for his speech. He was undecided about the lines from Robert 
Browning, for he feared they would be above the heads of his hearers. 
Some quotation that they would recognise from Shakespeare or from 
the Melodies would be better. The indelicate clacking of the men’s 
heels and the shuffling of their soles reminded him that their grade 
of culture differed from his. He would only make himself ridiculous 
by quoting poetry to them which they could not understand. They 
would think that he was airing his superior education. He would fail 
with them just as he had failed with the girl in the pantry. He had 
taken up a wrong tone. His whole speech was a mistake from first 
to last, an utter failure. 

Just then his aunts and his wife came out of the ladies’ dressing- 
room. His aunts were two small, plainly dressed old women. Aunt 
Julia was an inch or so the taller. Her hair, drawn low over the tops 
of her ears, was grey; and grey also, with darker shadows, was her 
large flaccid face. Though she was stout in build and stood erect, her 
slow eyes and parted lips gave her the appearance of a woman who 
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did not know where she was or where she was going. Aunt Kate was 
more vivacious. Her face, healthier than her sistet’s, was all puckers 
and creases, like a shrivelled red apple, and her hair, braided in the 
same old-fashioned way, had not lost its ripe nut colour. 

They both kissed Gabriel frankly. He was their favourite nephew, 
the son of their dead elder sister, Ellen, who had married T. J. Con- 
roy of the Port and Docks. 

“Gretta tells me you're not going to take a cab back to Monkstown 
tonight, Gabriel,” said Aunt Kate. 

“No,” said Gabriel, turning to his wife, “we had quite enough of 
that last year, hadn’t we? Don’t you remember, Aunt Kate, what a 
cold Gretta got out of it? Cab windows rattling all the way, and the 
east wind blowing in after we passed Merrion. Very jolly it was. 
Gretta caught a dreadful cold.” 

Aunt Kate frowned severely and nodded her head at every word. 

“Quite right, Gabriel, quite right,” she said. “You can’t be too 
careful.” 

“But as for Gretta there,” said Gabriel, “she’d walk home in the 
snow if she were let.” 

Mrs. Conroy laughed. 

“Don’t mind him, Aunt Kate,” she said. “He’s really an awful 
bother, what with green shades for Tom’s eyes at night and making 
him do the dumb-bells, and forcing Eva to eat the stirabout. The 
poor child! And she simply hates the sight of it! . . . O, but you'll 
never guess what he makes me wear now!” 

She broke out into a peal of laughter and glanced at her husband, 
whose admiring and happy eyes had been wandering from her dress 
to her face and hair. The two aunts laughed heartily, too, for Gab- 
riel’s solicitude was a standing joke with them. 

“Goloshes!” said Mrs. Conroy. “That’s the latest. Whenever it’s 
wet underfoot I must put on my goloshes. Tonight even, he wanted 
me to put them on, but I wouldn’t. The next thing he'll buy me 
will be a diving suit.” 

Gabriel laughed nervously and patted his tie reassuringly, while 
Aunt Kate nearly doubled herself, so heartily did she enjoy the joke. 
The smile soon faded from Aunt Julia’s face and her mirthless eyes 
were directed towards her nephew’s face. After a pause she asked: 

“And what are goloshes, Gabriel?” 


“Goloshes, Julia!” exclaimed her sister. “Goodness me, don’t you 
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know what goloshes are? You wear them over your . . . over your 
boots, Gretta, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Conroy. “Guttapercha things. We both have a 
pair now. Gabriel says everyone wears them on the Continent.” 

“O, on the Continent,” murmured Aunt Julia, nodding her head 
slowly. 

Gabriel knitted his brows and said, as if he were slightly angered: 

“It’s nothing very wonderful, but Gretta thinks it very funny be- 
cause she says the word reminds her of Christy Minstrels.” 

“But tell me, Gabriel,” said Aunt Kate, with brisk tact. “Of course, 
you've seen about the room. Gretta was saying . . A 

“O, the room is all right,” replied Gabriel. “I’ve taken one in the 
Gresham.” 

“To be sure,” said Aunt Kate, “by far the best thing to do. And 
the children, Gretta, you’re not anxious about them?” 

“O, for one night,” said Mrs. Conroy. “Besides, Bessie will look 
after them.” 

“To be sure,” said Aunt Kate again. “What a comfort it is to have 
a girl like that, one you can depend on! There’s that Lily, I’m sure 
I don’t know what has come over her lately. She’s not the girl she 
was at all.” 

Gabriel was about to ask his aunt some questions on this point, 
but she broke off suddenly to gaze after her sister, who had wan- 
dered down the stairs and was craning her neck over the banisters. 

“Now, I ask you,” she said almost testily, “where is Julia going? 
Julia! Julia! Where are you going?” 

Julia, who had gone half way down one flight, came back and 
announced blandly: 

“Here’s Freddy.” 

At the same moment a clapping of hands and a final flourish of 
the pianist told that the waltz had ended. The drawing-room door was 
opened from within and some couples came out. Aunt Kate drew 
Gabriel aside hurriedly and whispered into his ear: 

“Slip down, Gabriel, like a good fellow and see if he’s all right, 
and don’t let him up if he’s screwed. I’m sure he’s screwed. I’m sure 
he is.” 

Gabriel went to the stairs and listened over the banisters. He could 
hear two persons talking in the pantry. Then he recognised Freddy 
Malins’ laugh. He went down the stairs noisily. 
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is here, I always feel easier in my mind when he’s here. . . . Julia, 
there’s Miss Daly and Miss Power will take some refreshment. 
Thanks for your beautiful waltz, Miss Daly. It made lovely time.” 

A tall wizen-faced man, with a stiff grizzled moustache and swarthy 
skin, who was passing out with his partner, said: 

“And may we have some refreshment, too, Miss Morkan?” 

“Julia,” said Aunt Kate summarily, “and here’s Mr. Browne and 
Miss Furlong. Take them in, Julia, with Miss Daly and Miss Power.” 

“Tm the man for the ladies,” said Mr. Browne, pursing his lips 
until his moustache bristled and smiling in all his wrinkles. “You 
know, Miss Morkan, the reason they are so fond of me is—” 

He did not finish his sentence, but, seeing that Aunt Kate was out 
of earshot, at once led the three young ladies into the back room. 
The middle of the room was occupied by two square tables placed 
end to end, and on these Aunt Julia and the caretaker were straight- 
ening and smoothing a large cloth. On the sideboard were arrayed 
dishes and plates, and glasses and bundles of knives and forks and 
spoons. The top of the closed square piano served also as a sideboard 
for viands and sweets. At a smaller sideboard in one cornet two young 
men were standing, drinking hop-bitters. 

Mr. Browne led his charges thither and invited them all, in jest, 
to some ladies’ punch, hot, strong and sweet. As they said they never 
took anything strong, he opened three bottles of lemonade for them. 
Then he asked one of the young men to move aside, and, taking hold 
of the decanter, filled out for himself a goodly measure of whisky. 
The young men eyed him respectfully while he took a trial sip. 

“God help me,” he said, smiling, “it’s the doctor’s orders.” 

His wizened face broke into a broader smile, and the three young 
ladies laughed in musical echo to his pleasantry, swaying their bodies 
to and fro, with nervous jerks of their shoulders. The boldest said: 

“O, now, Mr. Browne, I’m sure the doctor never ordered anything 
of the kind.” 

Mr. Browne took another sip of his whisky and said, with sidling 
mimicry: 

“Well, you see, I’m like the famous Mrs. Cassidy, who is reported 
to have said: ‘Now, Mary Grimes, if I don’t take it, make me take 
it, for I feel I want it.’” 

His hot face had leaned forward a little too confidentially and he 
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had assumed a very low Dublin accent so that the young ladies, with 
one instinct, received his speech in silence. Miss Furlong, who was 
one of Mary Jane’s pupils, asked Miss Daly what was the name of 
the pretty waltz she had played; and Mr. Browne, seeing that he was 
ignored, turned promptly to the two young men who were more ap- 
pteciative. 

A red-faced young woman, dressed in pansy, came into the room, 
excitedly clapping her hands and crying: 

“Quadrilles! Quadrilles!” 

Close on her heels came Aunt Kate, crying: 

“Two gentlemen and three ladies, Mary Jane!” 

“O, here’s Mr. Bergin and Mr. Kerrigan,” said Mary Jane. “Mr. 
Kerrigan, will you take Miss Power? Miss Furlong, may I get you 
a partner, Mr. Bergin. O, that'll just do now.” 

“Three ladies, Mary Jane,” said Aunt Kate. 

The two young gentlemen asked the ladies if they might have the 
pleasure, and Mary Jane turned to Miss Daly. 

“O, Miss Daly, you're really awfully good, after playing for the 
last two dances, but really we're so short of ladies tonight.” 

“T don’t mind in the least, Miss Morkan.” 

“But I’ve a nice partner for you, Mr. Bartell D’Arcy, the tenor. 
Pll get him to sing later on. All Dublin is raving about him.” 

“Lovely voice, lovely voice!” said Aunt Kate. 

As the piano had twice begun the prelude to the first figure Mary 
Jane led her recruits quickly from the room. They had hardly gone 
when Aunt Julia wandered slowly into the room, looking behind her 
at something. 

“What is the matter, Julia?” asked Aunt Kate anxiously. “Who 
isp tC. 

Julia, who was carrying in a column of table-napkins, turned to her 
sister and said, simply, as if the question had surprised her: 

“Tt’s only Freddy, Kate, and Gabriel with him.” 

In fact right behind her Gabriel could be seen piloting Freddy 
Malins across the landing. The latter, a young man of about forty, 
was of Gabriel’s size and build, with very round shoulders. His face 
was fleshy and pallid, touched with colour only at the thick hanging 
lobes of his ears and at the wide wings of his nose. He had coarse 
features, a blunt nose, a convex and receding brow, tumid and pro- 


truded lips. His heavy-lidded eyes and the disorder of his scanty hair 
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made him look sleepy. He was laughing heartily in a high key at a 
story which he had been telling Gabriel on the stairs and at the same 
time rubbing the knuckles of his left fist backwards and forwards into 
his left eye. 

“Good-evening, Freddy,” said Aunt Julia. 

Freddy Malins bade the Misses Morkan good-evening in what 
seemed an offhand fashion by reason of the habitual catch in his voice 
and then, seeing that Mr. Browne was grinning at him from the 
sideboard, crossed the room on rather shaky legs and began to repeat 
in an undertone the story he had just told to Gabriel. 

“He’s not so bad, is he?” said Aunt Kate to Gabriel. 

Gabriel’s brows were dark but he raised them quickly and answered: 
“O, no, hardly noticeable.” 

“Now, isn’t he a terrible fellow!” she said. “And his poor mother 
made him take the pledge on New Year's Eve. But come on, Gabriel, 
into the drawing-room.” 

Before leaving the room with Gabriel she signalled to Mr. Browne 
by frowning and shaking her forefinger in warning to and fro. Mr. 
Browne nodded in answer and, when she had gone, said to Freddy 
Malins: 

“Now, then, Teddy, I’m going to fill you out a good glass of lem- 
onade just to buck you up.” 

Freddy Malins, who was nearing the climax of his story, waved 
the offer aside impatiently but Mr. Browne, having first called Freddy 
Malins’ attention to a disarray in his dress, filled out and handed him 
a full glass of lemonade. Freddy Malins’ left hand accepted the glass 
mechanically, his right hand being engaged in the mechanical read- 
justment of his dress. Mr. Browne, whose face was once more wrin- 
kling with mirth, poured out for himself a glass of whisky while 
Freddy Malins exploded, before he had well reached the climax of 
his story, in a kink of high-pitched bronchitic laughter and, setting 
down his untasted and overflowing glass, began to rub the knuckles 
of his left fist backwards and forwards into his left eye, repeating 
words of his last phrase as well as his fit of laughter would allow him. 

Gabriel could not listen while Mary Jane was playing her Academy 
piece, full of runs and difficult passages, to the hushed drawing-room. 
He liked music but the piece she was playing had no melody for him 
and he doubted whether it had any melody for the other listeners, 
though they had begged Mary Jane to play something. Four young 
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men, who had come from the refreshment-room to stand in the door- 
way at the sound of the piano, had gone away quietly in couples 
after a few minutes. The only persons who seemed to follow the 
music were Mary Jane herself, her hands racing along the key-board 
or lifted from it at the pauses like those of a priestess in momentary 
imprecation, and Aunt Kate standing at her elbow to turn the page. 

Gabriel’s eyes, irritated by the floor, which glittered with beeswax 
under the heavy chandelier, wandered to the wall above the piano. 
A picture of the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet hung there and 
beside it was a picture of the two murdered princes in the Tower 
which Aunt Julia had worked in red, blue and brown wools when 
she was a girl. Probably in the school they had gone to as girls that 
kind of work had been taught for one year. His mother had worked 
for him as a birthday present a waistcoat of purple tabinet, with little 
foxes’ heads upon it, lined with brown satin and having round mul- 
berry buttons. It was strange that his mother had had no musical 
talent though Aunt Kate used to call her the brains carrier of the 
Morkan family. Both she and Julia had always seemed a little proud 
of their serious and matronly sister. Her photograph stood before the 
pierglass. She held an open book on her knees and was pointing out 
something in it to Constantine who, dressed in a man-o’-war suit, 
lay at her feet. It was she who had chosen the names of her sons for she 
was very sensible of the dignity of family life. Thanks to her, Con- 
stantine was now senior curate in Balbriggan and, thanks to her, 
Gabriel himself had taken his degree in the Royal University. A 
shadow passed over his face as he remembered her sullen opposition 
to his marriage. Some slighting phrases she had used still rankled in 
his memory; she had once spoken of Gretta as being country cute 
and that was not true of Gretta at all. It was Gretta who had nursed 
her during all her last long illness in their house at Monkstown. 

He knew that Mary Jane must be near the end of her piece for 
she was playing again the opening melody with runs of scales after 
every bar and while he waited for the end the resentment died down 
in his heart. The piece ended with a trill of octaves in the treble and 
a final deep octave in the bass. Great applause greeted Mary Jane as, 
blushing and rolling up her music nervously, she escaped from the 
room. The most vigorous clapping came from the four young men 
in the doorway who had gone away to the refreshment-room at the 


beginning of the piece but had come back when the piano had stopped. 
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Lancers were arranged. Gabriel found himself partnered with Miss 
Ivors. She was a frank-mannered talkative young lady, with a freck- 
led face and prominent brown eyes. She did not wear a low-cut bodice 
and the large brooch which was fixed in the front of her collar bore 
on it an Irish device and motto. 

When they had taken their places she said abruptly: 

“I have a crow to pluck with you.” 

“With me?” said Gabriel. 

She nodded her head gravely. 

“What is it?” asked Gabriel, smiling at her solemn manner. 

“Who is G. C.?” answered Miss Ivors, turning her eyes upon him. 

Gabriel coloured and was about to knit his brows, as if he did not 
understand, when she said bluntly: 

“O, innocent Amy! I have found out that you write for The Daily 
Express. Now, aren’t you ashamed of yourself?” 

“Why should I be ashamed of myself?” asked Gabriel, blinking 
his eyes and trying to smile. 

“Well, I'm ashamed of you,” said Miss Ivors frankly. “To say 
you'd write for a paper like that. I didn’t think you were a West 
Briton.” 

A look of perplexity appeared on Gabriel’s face. It was true that 
he wrote a literary column every Wednesday in The Daily Express, 
for which he was paid fifteen shillings. But that did not make him 
a West Briton surely. The books he received for review were almost 
more welcome than the paltry cheque. He loved to feel the covers 
and turn over the pages of newly printed books. Nearly every day 
when his teaching in the college was ended he used to wander down 
the quays to the second-hand booksellers, to Hickey’s on Bachelor’s 
Walk, to Web’s or Massey’s on Aston’s Quay, or to O’Clohissey’s 
in the bystreet. He did not know how to meet her charge. He wanted 
to say that literature was above politics. But they were friends of many 
years’ standing and their careers had been parallel, first at the Uni- 
versity and then as teachers: he could not risk a grandiose phrase with 
her. He continued blinking his eyes and trying to smile and mur- 
mured lamely that he saw nothing political in writing reviews of 
books. 
When their turn to cross had come he was still perplexed and in- 
attentive. Miss Ivors promptly took his hand in a warm grasp and 
said in a soft friendly tone: 
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“OF course, I was only joking. Come, we cross now.” 

When they were together again she spoke of the University ques- 
tion and Gabriel felt more at ease. A friend of hers had shown her 
his review of Browning’s poems. That was how she had found out 
the secret: but she liked the review immensely. Then she said sud- 
denly: 

“, Mr. Conroy, will you come for an excursion to the Aran Isles 
this summer? We're going to stay there a whole month. It will be 
splendid out in the Atlantic. You ought to come. Mr. Clancy is 
coming, and Mr. Kilkelly and Kathleen Kearney. It would be splen- 
did for Gretta too if she’d come. She’s from Connacht, isn’t she?” 

“Her people are,” said Gabriel shortly. 

“But you will come, won't your” said Miss Ivors, laying her warm 
hand eagerly on his arm. 

“The fact is,” said Gabriel, “I have just arranged to go—” 

“Go where?” asked Miss Ivors. 

“Well, you know, every year I go for a cycling tour with some 
fellows and so—” 

“But where?” asked Miss Ivors. 

“Well, we usually go to France or Belgium or perhaps Germany,” 
said Gabriel awkwardly. 

“And why do you go to France and Belgium,” said Miss Ivors, 
“instead of visiting your own land?” 

“Well,” said Gabriel, “it’s partly to keep in touch with the lan- 
guages and partly for a change.” 

“And haven't you your own language to keep in touch with— 
Irish?” asked Miss Ivors. 

“Well,” said Gabriel, “if it comes to that, you know, Irish is not 
my language.” 

Their neighbours had turned to listen to the cross-examination. 
Gabriel glanced right and left nervously and tried to keep his good 
humour under the ordeal which was making a blush invade his fore- 
head. 

“And haven’t you your own land to visit,” continued Miss Ivors, 
“that you know nothing of, your own people, and your own country?” 

“O, to tell you the truth,” retorted Gabriel suddenly, “I’m sick of 
my own country, sick of it!” 

“Whye” asked Miss Ivors. 

Gabriel did not answer for his retort had heated him. 
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“Why?” repeated Miss Ivors. 

They had to go visiting together and, as he had not answered her, 
Miss Ivors said warmly: 

“OF course, you’ve no answer.” 

Gabriel tried to cover his agitation by taking part in the dance with 
great energy. He avoided her eyes for he had seen a sour expression 
on her face. But when they met in the long chain he was surprised 
to feel his hand firmly pressed. She looked at him from under her 
brows for a moment quizzically until he smiled. Then, just as the 
chain was about to start again, she stood on tiptoe and whispered into 
his ear: 

“West Briton!” 

When the lancers were over Gabriel went away to a remote corner 
of the room where Freddy Malins’ mother was sitting. She was a 
stout feeble old woman with white hair. Her voice had a catch in it 
like her son’s and she stuttered slightly. She had been told that Freddy 
had come and that he was nearly all right. Gabriel asked her whether 
she had had a good crossing. She lived with her married daughter in 
Glasgow and came to Dublin on a visit once a year. She answered 
placidly that she had had a beautiful crossing and that the captain 
had been most attentive to her. She spoke also of the beautiful house 
her daughter kept in Glasgow, and of all the friends they had there. 
While her tongue rambled on Gabriel tried to banish from his mind 
all memory of the unpleasant incident with Miss Ivors. Of course 
the girl or woman, or whatever she was, was an enthusiast but there 
was a time for all things. Perhaps he ought not to have answered her 
like that. But she had no right to call him a West Briton before peo- 
ple, even in joke. She had tried to make him ridiculous before people, 
heckling him and staring at him with her rabbit's eyes. 

He saw his wife making her way towards him through the waltzing 
couples. When she reached him she said into his ear: 

“Gabriel, Aunt Kate wants to know won’t you carve the goose as 
usual. Miss Daly will carve the ham and I'll do the pudding.” 

“All right,” said Gabriel. 

“She’s sending in the younger ones first as soon as this waltz is 
over so that we'll have the table to ourselves.” 

“Were you dancing?” asked Gabriel. 

“Of course I was. Didn’t you see me? What row had you with 


Molly Ivorse” 
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“No row. Why? Did she say so?” 

“Something like that. I’m trying to get that Mr. D’Arcy to sing. 
He’s full of conceit, I think.” 

“There was no row,” said Gabriel moodily, “only she wanted me 
to go for a trip to the west of Ireland and I said I wouldn’t.” 

His wife clasped her hands excitedly and gave a little jump. 

“O, do go, Gabriel,” she cried. “I’d love to see Galway again.” 

“You can go if you like,” said Gabriel coldly. 

She looked at him for a moment, then turned to Mrs. Malins and 
said: 

“There’s a nice husband for you, Mrs. Malins.” 

While she was threading her way back across the room Mrs. 
Malins, without adverting to the interruption, went on to tell Gabriel 
what beautiful places there were in Scotland and beautiful scenery. 
Her son-in-law brought them every year to the lakes and they used 
to go fishing. Her son-in-law was a splendid fisher. One day he caught 
a beautiful big fish and the man in the hotel cooked it for their dinner. 

Gabriel hardly heard what she said. Now that supper was coming 
near he began to think again about his speech and about the quota- 
tion. When he saw Freddy Malins coming across the room to visit 
his mother Gabriel left the chair free for him and retired into the 
embrasure of the window. The room had already cleared and from 
the back room came the clatter of plates and knives. Those who still 
remained in the drawing-room seemed tired of dancing and were con- 
versing quietly in little groups. Gabriel’s warm trembling fingers 
tapped the cold pane of the window. How cool it must be outside! 
How pleasant it would be to walk out alone, first along by the river 
and then through the park! The snow would be lying on the branches 
of the trees and forming a bright cap on the top of the Wellington 
Monument. How much more pleasant it would be there than at the 
supper-table! 

He ran over the headings of his speech: Irish hospitality, sad mem- 
ories, the Three Graces, Paris, the quotation from Browning. He re- 
peated to himself a phrase he had written in his review: “One feels 
that one is listening to a thought-tormented music.” Miss Ivors had 
praised the review. Was she sincere? Had she really any life of her 
own behind all her propagandism? There had never been any ill- 
feeling between them until that night. It unnerved him to think that 
she would be at the supper-table, looking up at him while he spoke 
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with her critical quizzing eyes. Perhaps she would not be sorry to 
see him fail in his speech. An idea came into his mind and gave him 
courage. He would say, alluding to Aunt Kate and Julia: “Ladies 
and Gentlemen, the generation which is now on the wane among us 
may have had its faults but for my part I think it had certain quali- 
ties of hospitality, of humour, of humanity, which the new and very 
serious and hypereducated generation that is growing up around us 
seems to me to lack.” Very good: that was one for Miss Ivors. What 
did he care that his aunts were only two ignorant old women? 

A murmur in the room attracted his attention. Mr. Browne was 
advancing from the door, gallantly escorting Aunt Julia, who leaned 
upon his arm, smiling and hanging her head. An irregular musketry 
of applause escorted her also as far as the piano and then, as Mary 
Jane seated herself on the stool, and Aunt Julia, no longer smiling, 
half turned so as to pitch her voice fairly into the room, gradually 
ceased. Gabriel recognised the prelude. It was that of an old song of 
Aunt Julia’s—Arrayed for the Bridal. Her voice, strong and clear in 
tone, attacked with great spirit the runs which embellish the air and 
though she sang very rapidly she did not miss even the smallest of 
the grace notes. To follow the voice, without looking at the singer’s 
face, was to feel and share the excitement of swift and secure flight. 
Gabriel applauded loudly with all the others at the close of the song 
and loud applause was borne in from the invisible supper-table. It 
sounded so genuine that a little colour struggled into Aunt Julia’s 
face as she bent to replace in the music-stand the old leather-bound 
songbook that had her initials on the cover. Freddy Malins, who had 
listened with his head perched sideways to hear her better, was still 
applauding when everyone else had ceased and talking animatedly to 
his mother who nodded her head gravely and slowly in acquiescence. 
At last, when he could clap no more, he stood up suddenly and hur- 
ried across the room to Aunt Julia whose hand he seized and held in 
both his hands, shaking it when words failed him or the catch in his 
voice proved too much for him. 

“I was just telling my mother,” he said, “I never heard you sing 
so well, never. No, I never heard your voice so good as it is tonight. 
Now! Would you believe that now? That’s the truth. Upon my 
word and honour that’s the truth. I never heard your voice sound so 
fresh and so. . . so clear and fresh, never.” 

Aunt Julia smiled broadly and murmured something about com- 
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pliments as she released her hand from his grasp. Mr. Browne ex- 
tended his open hand towards her and said to those who were near 
him in the manner of a showman introducing a prodigy to an audi- 
ence: 

“Miss Julia Morkan, my latest discovery!” 

He was laughing very heartily at this himself when Freddy Malins 
turned to him and said: 

“Well, Browne, if you're serious you might make a worse dis- 
covery. All I can say is [ never heard her sing half so well as long as 
I am coming here. And that’s the honest truth.” 

“Neither did I,” said Mr. Browne. ail! think her voice has greatly 
improved.” 

Aunt Julia shrugged her shoulders and said with meek pride: 

“Thirty years ago I hadn’t a bad voice as voices go.” 

“I often told Julia,” said Aunt Kate emphatically, “that she was 
simply thrown away in that choir. But she never would be said by me.” 

She turned as if to appeal to the good sense of the others against 
a refractory child while Aunt Julia gazed in front of her, a vague 
smile of reminiscence playing on her face. 

“No,” continued Aunt Kate, “she wouldn’t be said or led by any- 
one, slaving there in that choir night and day, night and day. Six 
o'clock on Christmas morning! And all for what?” 

“Well, isn’t it for the honour of God, Aunt Kate?” asked Mary 
Jane, twisting round on the piano-stool and smiling. 

Aunt Kate turned fiercely on her niece and said: 

“T know all about the honour of God, Mary Jane, but I think it’s 
not at all honourable for the pope to turn out the women out of the 
choirs that have slaved there all their lives and put little whipper- 
snappers of boys over their heads. I suppose it is for the good of the 
Church if the pope does it. But it’s not just, Mary Jane, and it’s 
not right.” 

She had worked herself into a passion and would have continued 
in defence of her sister for it was a sore subject with her but Mary 
Jane, seeing that all the dancers had come back, intervened pacific- 
ally: 

“Now, Aunt Kate, you're giving scandal to Mr. Browne who is 
of the other persuasion.” 

Aunt Kate turned to Mr. Browne, who was grinning at this al- 
lusion to his religion, and said hastily: 
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“O, I don’t question the pope’s being right. ’'m only a stupid 
old woman and I wouldn’t presume to do such a thing. But there’s 
such a thing as common everyday politeness and gratitude. And if I 
were in Julia’s place I'd tell that Father Healey straight up to his 
face a ler? 

“And besides, Aunt Kate,” said Mary Jane, “we really are all hun- 
gry and when we are hungry we are all very quarrelsome.” 

“And when we are thirsty we are also quarrelsome,” added Mr. 
Browne. 

“So that we had better go to supper,” said Mary Jane, “and finish 
the discussion afterwards.” 

On the landing outside the drawing-room Gabriel found his wife 
and Mary Jane trying to persuade Miss Ivors to stay for supper. But 
Miss Ivors, who had put on her hat and was buttoning her cloak, 
would not stay. She did not feel in the least hungry and she had 
already overstayed her time. 

“But only for ten minutes, Molly,” said Mrs. Conroy. “That 
won't delay you.” 

“To take a pick itself,” said Mary Jane, “after all your dancing.” 

“T really couldn’t,” said Miss Ivors. 

“Tam afraid you didn’t enjoy yourself at all,” said Mary Jane hope- 
lessly. 

“Pver so much, I assure you,” said Miss Ivors, “but you really must 
let me run off now.” 

“But how can you get home?” asked Mrs. Conroy. 

“O, it’s only two steps up the quay.” 

Gabriel hesitated a moment and said: 

“If you will allow me, Miss Ivors, Pll see you home if you are 
really obliged to go.” 

But Miss Ivors broke away from them. 

“IT won't hear of it,” she cried. “For goodness’ sake go in to your 
suppers and don’t mind me. I’m quite well able to take care of my- 
self.” 

“Well, you're the comical girl, Molly,” said Mrs. Conroy frankly. 

“Beannacht libh,” cried Miss Ivors, with a laugh, as she ran down 
the staircase. 

Mary Jane gazed after her, a moody puzzled expression on her 
face, while Mrs. Conroy leaned over the banisters to listen for the 


hall-door. Gabriel asked himself was he the cause of her abrupt de- 
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parture. But she did not seem to be in ill humour: she had gone away 
laughing. He stared blankly down the staircase. 

At the moment Aunt Kate came toddling out of the supper-room, 
almost wringing her hands in despair. 

“Where is Gabriel?” she cried. ““Where on earth is Gabriel? There’s 
everyone waiting in there, stage to let, and nobody to carve the goose!” 

“Here I am, Aunt Kate!” cried Gabriel, with sudden animation, 
“ready to carve a flock of geese, if necessary.” 

A fat brown goose lay at one end of the table and at the other end, 
on a bed of creased paper strewn with sprigs of parsley, lay a great 
ham, stripped of its outer skin and peppered over with crust crumbs, 
a neat paper frill round its shin and beside this was a round of spiced 
beef. Between these rival ends ran parallel lines of side-dishes: two 
little minsters of jelly, red and yellow; a shallow dish full of blocks 
of blancmange and red jam, a large green leaf-shaped dish with a 
stalk-shaped handle, on which lay bunches of purple raisins and peeled 
almonds, a companion dish on which lay a solid rectangle of Smyrna 
figs, a dish of custard topped with grated nutmeg, a small bowl full 
of chocolates and sweets wrapped in gold and silver papers and a 
glass vase in which stood some tall celery stalks. In the centre of the 
table there stood, as sentries to a fruit-stand which upheld a pyramid 
of oranges and American apples, two squat old-fashioned decanters of 
cut glass, one containing port and the other dark sherry. On the 
closed square piano a pudding in a huge yellow dish lay in waiting and 
behind it were three squads of bottles of stout and ale and minerals, 
drawn up according to the colours of their uniforms, the first two 
black, with brown and red labels, the third and smallest squad white, 
with transverse green sashes. 

Gabriel took his seat boldly at the head of the table and, having 
looked to the edge of the carver, plunged his fork firmly into the 
goose. He felt quite at ease now for he was an expert carver and liked 
nothing better than to find himself at the head of a well-laden table. 

“Miss Furlong, what shall I send your” he asked. “A wing or a 
slice of the breast?” 

“Just a small slice of the breast.” 

“Miss Higgins, what for you?” 

‘O, anything at all, Mr. Conroy.” 

While Gabriel and Miss Daly exchanged plates of goose and plates 
of ham and spiced beef Lily went from guest to guest with a dish 
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of hot floury potatoes wrapped in a white napkin. This was Mary 
Jane’s idea and she had also suggested apple sauce for the goose but 
Aunt Kate had said that plain roast goose without any apple sauce 
had always been good enough for her and she hoped she might never 
eat worse. Mary Jane waited on her pupils and saw that they got the 
best slices and Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia opened and carried across 
from the piano bottles of stout and ale for the gentlemen and bottles 
of minerals for the ladies. There was a great deal of confusion and 
laughter and noise, the noise of orders and counter-orders, of knives 
and forks, of corks and glass-stoppers. Gabriel began to carve second 
helpings as soon as he had finished the first round without serving 
himself. Everyone protested loudly so that he compromised by taking 
a long draught of stout for he had found the carving hot work. Mary 
Jane settled down quietly to her supper but Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia 
were still toddling round the table, walking on each othet’s heels, 
getting in each other’s way and giving each other unheeded orders. 
Mr. Browne begged of them to sit down and eat their suppers and 
so did Gabriel but they said there was time enough, so that, at last, 
Freddy Malins stood up and, capturing Aunt Kate, plumped her 
down on her chair amid general laughter. ; 

When everyone had been well served Gabriel said, smiling: 

“Now, if anyone wants a little more of what vulgar people call 
stuffing let him or her speak.” 

A chorus of voices invited him to begin his own supper and Lily 
came forward with three potatoes which she had reserved for him. 

“Very well,” said Gabriel amiably, as he took another preparatory 
draught, “kindly forget my existence, ladies and gentlemen, for a 
few minutes.” 

He set to his supper and took no part in the conversation with 
which the table covered Lily’s removal of the plates. The subject of 
talk was the opera company which was then at the Theatre Royal. 
Mr. Bartell D’Arcy, the tenor, a dark-compexioned young man with 
a smart moustache, praised very highly the leading contralto of the 
company but Miss Furlong thought she had a rather vulgar style of 
production. Freddy Malins said there was a Negro chieftain singing 
in the second part of the Gaiety pantomime who had one of the 
Gnest tenor voices he had ever heard. 

“Have you heard him?” he asked Mr. Bartell D’Arcy across the 
table. 


284 James Joyce 
“No,” answered Mr. Bartell D’Arcy carelessly. 


“Because,” Freddy Malins explained, “now I’d be curious to hear 
your opinion of him. I think he has a grand voice.” 

“It takes Teddy to find out the really good things,” said Mr. 
Browne familiarly to the table. 

“And why couldn’t he have a voice too?” asked Freddy Malins 
sharply. “Is it because he’s only a black?” 

Nobody answered this question and Mary Jane led the table back 
to the legitimate opera. One of her pupils had given her a pass for 
Mignon. Of course it was very fine, she said, but it-made her think 
of poor Georgina Burns. Mr. Browne could go back farther still, to 
the old Italian companies that used to-come to Dublin—Tietjens, 
Ilma de Murzka, Campanini, the great Trebelli, Giuglini, Ravelli, 
Aramburo. Those were the days, he said, when there was something 
like singing to be heard in Dublin. He told too of how the top gal- 
lery of the old Royal used to be packed night after night, of how one 
night an Italian tenor had sung five encores to Let me like a Soldier 
fall, introducing a high C every time, and of how the gallery boys 
would sometimes in their enthusiasm unyoke the horses from the 
carriage of some great prima donna and pull her themselves through 
the streets to her hotel. Why did they never play the grand old operas 
now, he asked, Dinorah, Lucrezia Borgia? Because they could not get 
the voices to. sing them: that was why. 

“Oh, well,” said Mr. Bartell D’Arcy, “I presume there are as good 
singers today as there were then.” 

“Where are they?” asked Mr. Browne defiantly. 

“In London, Paris, Milan,” said Mr. Bartell D’Arcy warmly. “I 
suppose Caruso, for example, is quite as good, if not better than any 
of the men you have mentioned.” 

“Maybe so,” said Mr. Browne. “But I may tell you I doubt it 
strongly.” 

“O, I'd give anything to hear Caruso sing,” said Mary Jane. 

“For me, said Aunt Kate, who had been picking a bone, “there 
was only one tenor. To please me, I mean. But | suppose none of 
you ever heard of him.” 

“Who was he, Miss Morkan?” asked Mr. Bartell D’Arcy politely. 

“His name,” said Aunt Kate, “was Parkinson. I heard him when 
he was in his prime and I think he had then the purest tenor voice 
that was ever put into a man’s throat.” 
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“Strange, “said Mr. Bartell D’Arcy. “I never even heard of him.” 

“Yes, yes, Miss Morkan is right,” said Mr. Browne. “I remember 
hearing of old Parkinson but he’s too far back for me.” 

“A beautiful, pure, sweet, mellow English tenor,” said Aunt Kate 
with enthusiasm. 

Gabriel having finished, the huge pudding was transferred to the 
table. The clatter of forks and spoons began again. Gabriel’s wife 
served out spoonfuls of the pudding and passed the plates down the 
table. Midway down they were held up by Mary Jane, who replen- 
ished them with raspberry or orange jelly or with blancmange and 
jam. The pudding was of Aunt Julia’s making and she received praises 
for it from all quarters. She herself said that it was not quite brown 
enough. 

“Well, I hope, Miss Morkan,” said Mr. Browne, “that I’m brown 
enough for you because, you know, I’m all brown.” 

All the gentlemen, except Gabriel, ate some of the pudding out 
of compliment to Aunt Julia. As Gabriel never ate sweets the celery 
had been left for him. Freddy Malins also took a stalk of celery and 
ate it with his pudding. He had been told that celery was a capital 
thing for the blood and he was just then under doctor’s care. Mrs. 
Malins, who had been silent all through the supper, said that her son 
was going down to Mount Melleray in a week or so. The table then 
spoke of Mount Medlleray, how bracing the air was down there, how 
hospitable the monks were and how they never asked for a penny- 
piece from their guests. 

“And do you mean to say,” asked Mr. Browne incredulously, “that 
a chap can go down there and put up there as if it were a hotel and 
live on the fat of the land and then come away without paying any- 
thing?” 

“OQ, most people give some donation to the monastery when they 
leave,” said Mary Jane. 

“T wish we had an institution like that in our Church,” said Mr. 
Browne candidly. 

He was astonished to hear that the monks never spoke, got up at 
two in the morning and slept in their coffins. He asked what they 
did it for. 

“That’s the rule of the order,” said Aunt Kate firmly. 

“Yes, but why?” asked Mr. Browne. 

Aunt Kate repeated that it was the rule, that was all. Mr. Browne 
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still seemed not to understand. Freddy Malins explained to him, as 
best he could, that the monks were trying to make up for the sins 
committed by all the sinners in the outside world. The explanation 
was not very clear for Mr. Browne grinned and said: 

“T like that idea very much but wouldn’t a comfortable spring bed 
do them as well as a coffin?” 

“The coffin,” said Mary Jane, “is to remind them of their last end.” 

As the subject had grown lugubrious it was buried in a silence 
of the table during which Mrs. Malins could be heard saying to her 
neighbour in an indistinct undertone: 

“They are very good men, the monks, very pious men.” 

The raisins and almonds and figs and apples and oranges and choc- 
olates and sweets were now passed about the table and Aunt Julia 
invited all the guests to have either port or sherry. At first Mr. Bar- 
tell D’Arcy refused to take either but one of his neighbours nudged 
him and whispered something to him upon which he allowed his 
glass to be filled. Gradually as the last glasses were being filled the 
conversation ceased. A pause followed, broken only by the noise of 
the wine and by unsettlings of chairs. The Misses Morkan, all three, 
looked down at the tablecloth. Someone coughed once or twice and 
then a few gentlemen patted the table gently as a signal for silence. 
The silence came and Gabriel pushed back his chair and stood up. 

The patting at once grew louder in encouragement and then ceased 
altogether. Gabriel leaned his ten trembling fingers on the tablecloth 
and smiled nervously at the company. Meeting a row of upturned 
faces he raised his eyes to the chandelier. The piano was playing a 
waltz tune and he could hear the skirts sweeping against the drawing- 
room door. People, perhaps, were standing in the snow on the quay 
outside, gazing up at the lighted windows and listening to the waltz 
music. The air was pure there. In the distance lay the park where the 
trees were weighted with snow. The Wellington Monument wore a 
gleaming cap of snow that flashed westward over the white field of 
Fifteen Acres. 

He began: 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, 

“Tt has fallen to my lot this evening, as in years past, to perform 
a very pleasing task but a task for which I am afraid my poor powers 
as a speaker are all too inadequate.” 

“No, no!” said Mr. Browne. 
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“But, however that may be, I can only ask you tonight to take the 
will for the deed and to lend me your attention for a few moments 
while I endeavour to express to you in words what my feelings are 
on this occasion. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, it is not the first time that we have gath- 
ered together under this hospitable roof, around this hospitable board. 
It is not the first time that we have been the recipients—or perhaps, 
I had better say, the victims—of the hospitality of certain good ladies.” 

He made a circle in the air with his arm and paused. Everyone 
laughed or smiled at Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia and Mary Jane who 
all turned crimson with pleasure. Gabriel went on more boldly: 

“I feel more strongly with every recurring year that our country 
has no tradition which does it so much honour and which it should 
guard so jealously as that of its hospitality. It is a tradition that is 
unique as far as my experience goes (and I have visited not a few 
places abroad) among the modern nations. Some would say, perhaps, 
that with us it is rather a failing than anything to be boasted of. But 

ranted even that, it is, to my mind, a princely failing, and one that 
I trust will long be cultivated among us. Of one thing, at least, I 
am sure. As long as this one roof shelters the good ladies aforesaid— 
and I wish from my heart it may do so for many and many a long 
year to come—the tradition of genuine warm-hearted courteous Irish 
hospitality, which our forefathers have handed down to us and which 
we in turn must hand down to our descendants, is still alive among 


» 


us. 
A hearty murmur of assent ran round the table. It shot through 


Gabriel’s mind that Miss Ivors was not there and that she had gone 
away discourteously: and he said with confidence in himself: 

‘T_adies and Gentlemen, 

“A new generation is growing up in our midst, a generation actu- 
ated by new ideas and new principles. It is serious and enthusiastic 
for these new ideas and its enthusiasm, even when it is misdirected, 
is, I believe, in the main sincere. But we are living in a sceptical and, 
if I may use the phrase, a thought-tormented age: and sometimes 
I fear that this new generation, educated or hypereducated as it is, 
will lack those qualities of humanity, of hospitality, of kindly humour 
which belonged to an older day. Listening tonight to the names of 
all those great singers of the past it seemed to me, I must confess, 
that we were living in a less spacious age. Those days might, without 
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exaggeration, be called spacious days: and if they are gone beyond 
recall let us hope, at least, that in gatherings such as this we shall still 
speak of them with pride and affection, still cherish in our hearts the 
memory of those dead and gone great ones whose fame the world 
will not willingly let die.” 

“Hear, hear!” said Mr. Browne loudly. 

“But yet,” continued Gabriel, his voice falling into a softer inflec- 
tion, “there are always in gatherings such as this sadder thoughts 
that will recur to our minds: thoughts of the past, of youth, of 
changes, of absent faces that we miss here tonight. Our path through 
life is strewn with many such sad memories: and were we to brood 
upon them always we could not find the heart to go on bravely with 
our work among the living. We have all of us living duties and living 
affections which claim, and rightly claim, our strenuous endeavours. 

“Therefore, I will not linger on the past. I will not let any gloomy 
moralising intrude upon us here tonight. Here we are gathered to- 
gether for a brief moment from the bustle and rush of our everyda 
routine. We are met here as friends, in the spirit of good-fellowship, 
as colleagues, also to a certain extent, in the true spirit of camaraderie, 
and as the guests of—what shall I call them?—the Three Graces of 
the Dublin musical world.” 

The table burst into applause and laughter at this allusion. Aunt 
Julia vainly asked each of her neighbours in turn to tell her what 
Gabriel had said. 

“He says we are the Three Graces, Aunt Julia,” said Mary Jane. 

Aunt Julia did not understand but she looked up, smiling, at 
Gabriel, who continued in the same vein: 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, 

“T will not attempt to play tonight the part that Paris played on 
another occasion. I will not attempt to choose between them. The 
task would be an invidious one and one beyond my poor powers. 
For when I view them in turn, whether it be our chief hostess herself, 
whose good heart, whose too good heart, has become a byword with 
all who know her, or her sister, who seems to be gifted with perennial 
youth and whose singing must have been a surprise and a revelation 
to us all tonight, or, last but not least, when I consider our youngest 
hostess, talented, cheerful, hard-working and the best of nieces, [ 
confess, Ladies and Gentlemen, that I do not know to which of them 


I should award the prize.” 


The Dead 289 


Gabriel glanced down at his aunts and, seeing the large smile on 
Aunt Julia’s face and the tears which had risen to Aunt Kate’s eyes, 
hastened to his close. He raised his glass of port gallantly, while every 
member of the company fingered a glass expectantly, and said loudly: 

“Let us toast them all three together. Let us drink to their health, 
wealth, long life, happiness and prosperity and may they long con- 
tinue to hold the proud and self-won position which they hold in 
their profession and the position of honour and affection which they 
hold in our hearts.” 

All the guests stood up, glass in hand, and turning towards the 
three seated ladies, sang in unison, with Mr. Browne as leader: 


For they are jolly gay fellows, 
For they are jolly gay fellows, 
For they are jolly gay fellows, 
Which nobody can deny. 


Aunt Kate was making frank use of her handkerchief and even 
Aunt Julia seemed moved. Freddy Malins beat time with his pud- 
ding-fork and the singers turned towards one another, as if in melodi- 
ous conference, while they sang with emphasis: 


Unless he tells a lie, 
Unless he tells a lie, 


Then, turning once more towards their hostesses, they sang: 


For they are jolly gay fellows, 
For they are jolly gay fellows, 
For they are jolly gay fellows, 
Which nobody can deny. 


The acclamation which followed was taken up beyond the door 
of the supper-room by many of the other guests and renewed time 
after time. Freddy Malins acting as officer with his fork on high. 

The piercing morning air came into the hall where they were 
standing so that Aunt Kate said: 

“Close the door, somebody. Mrs. Malins will get her death of cold.” 

“Browne is out there, Aunt Kate,” said Mary Jane. 

“Browne is everywhere,” said Aunt Kate, lowering her voice. 

Mary Jane laughed at her tone. 

“Really,” she said archly, “he is very attentive.” 
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“He has been laid on here like the gas,” said Aunt Kate in the 
same tone, “all during the Christmas.” 

She laughed herself this time good-humouredly and then added 
quickly: 

“But tell him to come in, Mary Jane, and close the door. I hope to 
goodness he didn’t hear me.” 

At that moment the hall-door was opened and Mr. Browne came 
in from the doorstep, laughing as if his heart would break. He was 
dressed in a long green overcoat with mock astrakhan cuffs and collar 
and wore on his head an oval fur cap. He pointed down the snow- 
covered quay from where the sound of shrill prolonged whistling was 
borne in. 

“Teddy will have all the cabs in Dublin out,” he said. 

Gabriel advanced from the little pantry behind the office, struggling 
into his overcoat and, looking round the hall, said: 

“Gretta not’ down yet?” 

“She’s getting on her things, Gabriel,” said Aunt Kate. 

“Who's playing up there?” asked Gabriel. 

“Nobody. They’re all gone.” 

“O no, Aunt Kate,” said Mary Jane. “Bartell D’Arcy and Miss 
O’Callaghan aren’t gone yet.” 

“Someone is fooling at the piano anyhow,” said Gabriel. 

Mary Jane glanced at Gabriel and Mr. Browne and said with a 
shiver: 

“It makes me feel cold to look at you two gentlemen muffled up 
like that. I wouldn’t like to face your journey home at this hour.” 

‘Td like nothing better this minute,” said Mr. Browne stoutly, 
“than a rattling fine walk in the country or a fast drive with a good 
spanking goer between the shafts.” 

“We used to have a very good horse and trap at home,” said Aunt 
Julia sadly. 

“The never-to-be-forgotten Johnny,” said Mary Jane, laughing. 

Aunt Kate and Gabriel laughed too. 

“Why, what was wonderful about Johnny?” asked Mr. Browne. 

“The late lamented Patrick Morkan, our grandfather, that is,” 
explained Gabriel, “commonly known in his later years as the old 
gentleman, was a glue-boiler.” 

“O, now, Gabriel,” said Aunt Kate, laughing, “he had a starch 


mill.” 
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“Well, glue or starch,” said Gabriel, “the old gentleman had a horse 
by the name of Johnny. And Johnny used to work in the old gentle- 
man’s mill, walking round and round in order to drive the mill. That 
was all very well; but now comes the tragic part about Johnny. One 
fine day the old gentleman thought he’d like to drive out with the 
quality to a military review in the park.” 

“The Lord have mercy on his soul,” said Aunt Kate com passion- 
ately. 

“Amen,” said Gabriel. “So the old gentleman, as I said, harnessed 
Johnny and put on his very best tall hat and his very best stock collar 
and drove out in grand style from his ancestral mansion somewhere 
near Back Lane, I think.” 

Everyone laughed, even Mrs. Malins, at Gabriel’s manner and 
Aunt Kate said: 

“O, now, Gabriel, he didn’t live in Back Lane, really. Only the 
mill was there.” 

“Out from the mansion of his forefathers,” continued Gabriel, “he 
drove with Johnny. And everything went on beautifully until Johnny 
came in sight of King Billy’s statue: and whether he fell in love with 
the horse King Billy sits on or whether he thought he was back again 
in the mill, anyhow he began to walk round the statue.” 

Gabriel paced in a circle round the hall in his goloshes amid the 
laughter of the others. 

“Round and round he went,” said Gabriel, “and the old gentle- 
man, who was a very pompous old gentleman, was highly indignant. 
‘Go on, sir! What do you mean, sir? Johnny! Johnny! Most extraor- 
dinary conduct! Can't understand the horse!’ ” 

The peal of laughter which followed Gabriel’s imitation of the 
incident was interrupted by a resounding knock at the hall door. 
Mary Jane ran to open it and let in Freddy Malins. Freddy Malins, 
with his hat well back on his head and his shoulders humped with 
cold, was puffing and steaming after his exertions. 

“T could only get one cab,” he said. 

“O, we'll find another along the quay,” said Gabriel. 

“Yes,” said Aunt Kate. “Better not keep Mrs. Malins standing in 
the draught.” 

Mrs. Malins was helped down the front steps by her son and Mr. 
Browne and, after many manceuvres, hoisted into the cab. Freddy 
Malins clambered in after her and spent a long time settling her on 
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the seat, Mr. Browne helping him with advice. At last she was 
settled comfortably and Freddy Malins invited Mr. Browne into the 
cab. There was a good deal of confused talk, and then Mr. Browne 
got into the cab. The cabman settled his rug over his knees, and 
bent down for the address. The confusion grew greater and the cab- 
man was directed differently by Freddy Malins and Mr. Browne, 
each of whom had his head out through a window of the cab. The 
difficulty was to know where to drop Mr. Browne along the route, 
and Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and Mary Jane helped the discussion from 
the doorstep with cross-directions and contradictions and abundance 
of laughter. As for Freddy Malins he was speechless with laughter. 
He popped his head in and out of the window every moment to the 
great danger of his hat, and told his mother how the discussion was 
progressing, till at last Mr. Browne shouted to the bewildered cab- 
man above the din of everybody’s laughter: 

“Do you know Trinity College?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the cabman. 

“Well, drive bang up against Trinity College gates,” said Mr. 
Browne, “and then we'll tell you where to go. You understand now?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the cabman. 

“Make like a bird for Trinity College.” 

“Right, sir,” said the cabman. 

The horse was whipped up and the cab rattled off along the quay 
amid a chorus of laughter and adieus. 

Gabriel had not gone to the door with the others. He was in a 
dark part of the hall gazing up the staircase. A woman was standing 
near the top of the first flight, in the shadow also. He could not see 
her face but he could see the terra-cotta and salmon-pink panels of 
her skirt which the shadow made appear black and white. It was his 
wife. She was leaning on the banisters, listening to something. 
Gabriel was surprised at her stillness and strained his ear to listen also. 
But he could hear little save the noise of laughter and dispute on the 
front steps, a few chords struck on the piano and a few notes of a man’s 
voice singing. 

He stood still in the gloom of the hall, trying to catch the air that 
the voice was singing and gazing up at his wife. There was grace and 
mystery in her attitude as if she were a symbol of something. He 
asked himself what is a woman standing on the stairs in the shadow, 
listening to distant music, a symbol of. If he were a painter he would 
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paint her in that attitude. Her blue felt hat would show off the bronze 
of her hair against the darkness and the dark panels of her skirt 
would show off the light ones. Distant Music he would call the pic- 
ture if he were a painter. 

The hall-door was closed; and Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and Mary 
Jane came down the hall, still laughing. 

“Well, isn’t Freddy terrible?” said Mary Jane. “He's really terrible.” 

Gabriel said nothing but pointed up the stairs towards where his 
wife was standing. Now that the hall-door was closed the voice and 
the piano could be heard more clearly. Gabriel held up his hand for 
them to be silent. The song seemed to be in the old Irish tonality 
and the singer seemed uncertain both of his words and of his voice. 
The voice, made plaintive by distance and by. the singer’s hoarseness, 
faintly illuminated the cadence of the air with words expressing grief: 


O, the rain falls on my heavy locks 
And the dew wets my skin, 
My babe lies COld eae 


“O,” exclaimed Mary Jane. “It’s Bartell D’Arcy singing and he 
wouldn’t sing all the night. O, I'll get him to sing a song before he 


» 


oes. 

“O, do, Mary Jane,” said Aunt Kate. 

Mary Jane brushed past the others and ran to the staircase, but 
before she reached it the singing stopped and the piano was closed 
abruptly. 

“O, what a pity!” she cried. “Is he coming down, Gretta?” 

Gabriel heard his wife answer yes and saw her come down towards 
them. A few steps behind her were Mr. Bartell D’Arcy and Miss 
O'Callaghan. 

“O, Me. D’Atcy,/ cried Mary Jane, “i¢'s downright mean of you 
to break off like that when we were all in raptures listening to you.” 

“T have been at him all the evening,” said Miss O'Callaghan, “and 
Mrs. Conroy, too, and he told us he had a dreadful cold and couldn’t 


Ss 


» 
ing. 
“O, Mr. D’Arcy,” said Aunt Kate, “now that was a great fib to 


tell.” 
“Can’t you see that I’m as hoarse as a crow?” said Mr. D'Arcy 


roughly. 


He went into the pantry hastily and put on his overcoat. The others, 
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taken aback by his rude speech, could find nothing to say. Aunt 
Kate wrinkled her brows and made signs to the others to drop the 
subject. Mr. D’Arcy stood swathing his neck carefully and frowning. 

“Tt’s the weather,” said Aunt Julia, after a pause. 

“Yes, everybody has colds,” said Aunt Kate readily, “everybody.” 

“They say,” said Mary Jane, “we haven’t had snow like it for thirty 
years; and I read this morning in the newspapers that the snow is 
general all over Ireland.” 

“T love the look of snow,” said Aunt Julia sadly. 

“So do I,” said Miss O'Callaghan. “I think Christmas is never 
really Christmas unless we have the snow on the ground.” 

“But poor Mr. D’Arcy doesn’t like-the snow,” said Aunt Kate, 
smiling. 

Mr. D’Arcy came from the pantry, fully swathed and buttoned, 
and in a repentant tone told them the history of his cold. Everyone 
gave him advice and said it was a great pity and urged him to be 
very careful of his throat in the night air. Gabriel watched his wife, 
who did not join in the conversation. She was standing right under 
the dusty fanlight and the flame of the gas lit up the rich bronze of 
her hair, which he had seen her drying at the fire a few days before. 
She was in the same attitude and seemed unaware of the talk about 
her. At last she turned towards them and Gabriel saw that there was 
colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining. A sudden tide 
of joy went leaping out of his heart. 

“Mr. D’Arcy,” she said, “what is the name of that song you were 
singing?” 

“It’s called The Lass of Aughrim,” said Mr. D'Arcy, “but I 
couldn’t remember it properly. Why? Do you know it?” 

“The Lass of Aughrim,” she repeated. “I couldn’t think of the 
name. 

“It’s a very nice air,” said Mary Jane. “I’m sorry you were not in 
voice tonight.” 

“Now, Mary Jane,” said Aunt Kate, “don’t annoy Mr. D'Arcy. 
I won’t have him annoyed.” 

Seeing that all were ready to start she shepherded them to the 
door, where good-night was said: 

“Well, good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks for the pleasant eve- 
ning. 


“Good-night, Gabriel. Good-night, Gretta!” 
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“Good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks ever so much. Good-night, 
Aunt Julia.” 

“O, good-night, Gretta, I didn’t see you.” 

“Good-night, Mr. D’Arcy. Good-night, Miss O'Callaghan.” 

“Good-night, Miss Morkan.” 

“Good-night, again.” 

“Good-night, all. Safe home.” 

“Good-night. Good night.” 

The morning was still dark. A dull, yellow light brooded over the 
houses and the river; and the sky seemed to be descending. It was 
slushy underfoot; and only streaks and patches of snow lay on the 
roofs, on the parapets of the quay and on the area railings. The lamps 
were still burning redly in the murky air and, across the river, the 
palace of the Four Courts stood out menacingly against the heavy sky. 

She was walking on before him with Mr. Bartell D'Arcy, her 
shoes in a brown parcel tucked under one arm and her hands holding 
her skirt up from the slush. She had no longer any grace of attitude, 
but Gabriel’s eyes were still bright with happiness. The blood went 
bounding along his veins; and the thoughts went rioting through his 
brain, proud, joyful, tender, valorous. 

She was walking on before him so lightly and so erect that he 
longed to run after her noiselessly, catch her by the shoulder and say 
something foolish and affectionate into her ear. She seemed to him 
so frail that he longed to defend her against something and then to 
be alone with her. Moments of their secret life together burst like 
stars upon his memory. A heliotrope envelope was lying beside his 
breakfast-cup and he was caressing it with his hand. Birds were 
twittering in the ivy and the sunny web of the curtain was shimmer- 
ing along the floor: he could not eat for happiness. They were stand- 
ing on the crowded platform and he was placing a ticket inside the 
warm palm of her glove. He was standing with her in the cold, 
looking in through a grated window at a man making bottles in a 
roaring furnace. It was very cold. Her face, fragrant in the cold air, 
was quite close to his; and suddenly he called out to the man at the 
furnace: 

“Ts the fire hot, sir?” 

But the man could not hear with the noise of the furnace. It was 
just as well. He might have answered rudely. 

A wave of yet more tender joy escaped from his heart and went 
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coursing in warm flood along his arteries. Like the tender fire of stars 
moments of their life together, that no one knew of or would ever 
know of, broke upon and illumined his memory. He longed to recall 
to her those moments, to make her forget the years of their dull 
existence together and remember only their moments of ecstasy. For 
the years, he felt, had not quenched his soul or hers. Their children, 
his writing, her household cares had not quenched all their souls’ 
tender fire. In one letter that he had written to her then he had said: 
“Why is it that words like these seem to me so dull and cold? Is it 
because there is no word tender enough to be your name?” 

Like distant music these words that he had written years before 
were borne towards him from the past. He longed to be alone with 
her. When the others had gone away, when he and she were in the 
room in the hotel, then they would be alone together. He would 
call her softly: 

“Gretta!” 

Perhaps she would not hear at once: she would be undressing. 
Then something in his voice would strike her. She would turn and 
look at him... 

At the corner of Winetavern Street they met a cab. He was glad 
of its rattling noise as it saved him from conversation. She was looking 
out of the window and seemed tired. The others spoke only a few 
words, pointing out some building or street. The horse galloped along 
wearily under the murky morning sky, dragging his old rattling box 
after his heels, and Gabriel was again in a cab with her, galloping to 
catch the boat, galloping to their honeymoon. 

As the cab drove across O'Connell Bridge Miss O’Callaghan said: 

“They say you never cross O'Connell Bridge without seeing a white 
horse.” 

“T see a white man this time,” said Gabriel. 

“Where?” asked Mr. Bartell D'Arcy. 

Gabriel pointed to the statue, on which lay patches of snow. Then 
he nodded familiarly to it and waved his hand. 

“Good-night, Dan,” he said gaily. 

When the cab drew up before the hotel, Gabriel jumped out and, 
in spite of Mr. Bartell D’Arcy’s protest, paid the driver. He gave 
the man a shilling over his fare. The man saluted and said: 

“A prosperous New Year to you, sir.” 


“The same to you,” said Gabriel cordially. 
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She leaned for a moment on his arm in getting out of the cab and 
while standing at the curbstone, bidding the others good-night. She 
leaned lightly on his arm, as lightly as when she had danced with 
him a few hours before. He had felt proud and happy then, happy 
that she was his, proud of her grace and wifely carriage. But now, 
after the kindling again of so many memories, the first touch of her 
body, musical and strange and perfumed, sent through him a keen 
pang of lust. Under cover of her silence he pressed her arm closely 
to his side; and, as they stood at the hotel door, he felt that they had 
escaped from their lives and duties, escaped from home and friends 
and run away together with wild and radiant hearts to a new ad- 
venture. 

An old man was dozing in a great hooded chair in the hall. He 
lit a candle in the office and went before them to the stairs. They 
followed him in silence, their feet falling in soft thuds on the thickly 
carpeted stairs. She mounted the stairs behind the porter, her head 
bowed in the ascent, her frail shoulders curved as with a burden, her 
skirt girt tightly about her. He could have flung his arms about her 
hips and held her still, for his arms were trembling with desire to 
seize her and only the stress of his nails against the palms of his 
hands held the wild impulse of his body in check. The porter halted 
on the stairs to settle his guttering candle. They halted, too, on the 
steps below him. In the silence Gabriel could hear the falling of the 
molten wax into the tray and the thumping of his own heart against 
his ribs. 

The porter led them along a corridor and opened a door. Then 
he set his unstable candle down on a toilet-table and asked at what 
hour they were to be called in the morning. 

“Eight,” said Gabriel. 

The porter pointed to the tap of the electric-bulb and began a 
muttered apology, but Gabriel cut him short. 

“We don’t want any light. We have light enough from the street. 
And I say,” he added, pointing to the candle, “you might remove 
that handsome article, like a good man.” 

The porter took up his candle again, but slowly, for he was sut- 
prised by such a novel idea. Then he mumbled good-night and went 
out. Gabriel shot the lock to. 

A ghastly light from the street lamp lay in a long shaft from one 
window to the door. Gabriel threw his overcoat and hat on a couch 
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and crossed the room towards the window. He looked down into 
the street in order that his emotion might calm a little. Then he 
turned and leaned against a chest of drawers with his back to the 
light. She had taken off her hat and cloak and was standing before a 
large swinging mirror, unhooking her waist. Gabriel paused for a few 
moments, watching her, and then said: 

“Gretta!” 

She turned away from the mirror slowly and walked along the 
shaft of light towards him. Her face looked so serious and weary that 
the words would not pass Gabriel’s lips. No, it was not the moment 

CE: 
: “You looked tired,” he said. 

“T am a little,” she answered. 

“You don’t feel ill or weak?” 

“No, tired: that’s all.” 

She went on to the window and stood there, looking out. Gabriel 
waited again and then, fearing that diffidence was about to conquer 
him, he said abruptly: 

“By the way, Gretta!” 

“What is it?” 

“You know that poor fellow Malins?” he said quickly. 

“Yes. What about him?” 

“Well, poor fellow, he’s a decent sort of chap, after all,” continued 
Gabriel in a false voice. “He gave me back that sovereign I lent him, 
and I didn’t expect it, really. It’s a pity he wouldn’t keep away from 
that Browne, because he’s not a bad fellow, really.” 

He was trembling now with annoyance. Why did she seem so 
abstracted? He did not know how he could begin. Was she annoyed, 
too, about something? If she would only turn to him or come to him 
of her own accord! To take her as she was would be brutal. No, he 
must see some ardour in her eyes first. He longed to be master of her 
strange mood. 

“When did you lend him the pound?” she asked, after a pause. 

Gabriel strove to restrain himself from breaking out into brutal 
language about the sottish Malins and his pound. He longed to cry 
to her from his soul, to crush her body against his, to overmaster her. 
But he said: 

“O, at Christmas, when he opened that little Christmas-card shop 
in Henrv Street.” 
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He was in such a fever of rage and desire that he did not hear her 
come from the window. She stood before him for an instant, looking 
at him strangely. Then, suddenly raising herself on tiptoe and resting 
her hands lightly on his shoulders, she kissed him. 

“You are a very generous person, Gabriel,” she said. 

Gabriel, trembling with delight at her sudden kiss and at the 
quaintness of her phrase, put his hands on her hair and began smooth- 
ing it back, scarcely touching it with his fingers. The washing had 
made it fine and brilliant. His heart was brimming over with hap- 
piness. Just when he was wishing for it she had come to him of her 
own accord. Perhaps her thoughts had been running with his. Per- 
haps she had felt the impetuous desire that was in him, and then the 
yielding mood had come upon her. Now that.she had fallen to him 
so easily, he wondered why he had been so diffident. 

He stood, holding her head between his hands. Then, slipping one 
arm swiftly about her body and drawing her towards him, he said 
softly: 

aaa dear, what are you thinking about?” 

She did not answer nor yield wholly to his arm. He said again, 
softly: 

“Tell me what it is, Gretta. I think I know what is the matter. Do 
I know?” 

She did not answer at once. Then she said in an outburst of tears: 

“O, I am thinking about that song, The Lass of Aughrim.” 

She broke loose from him and ran to the bed and, throwing her 
arms across the bed-tail, hid her face. Gabriel stood stock-still for a 
moment in astonishment and then followed her. As he passed in 
the way of the cheval-glass he caught sight of himself in full length, 
his broad, well-filled shirt-front, the face whose expression always 
puzzled him when he saw it in a mirror, and his glimmering gilt- 
rimmed eyeglasses. He halted a few paces from her and said: 

“What about the song? Why does that make you cry?” 

She taised her head from her arms and dried her eyes with the 
back of her hand like a child. A kinder note than he had intended 
went into his voice. 

“Why, Gretta?” he asked. 

“T am thinking about a person long ago who used to sing that 
song. 

And who was the person long ago?” asked Gabriel, smiling. 
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“It was a person I used to know in Galway when I was living with 
my grandmother,” she said. 

The smile passed away from Gabriel’s face. A dull anger began to 
gather again at the back of his mind and the dull fires of his lust 
began to glow angrily in his veins. 

“Someone you were in love with?” he asked ironically. 

“It was a young boy I used to know,” she answered, “named 
Michael Furey. He used to sing that song The Lass of Aughrim. 
He was very delicate.” 

Gabriel was silent. He did not wish her to think that he was inter- 
ested in this delicate boy. 

“I can see him so plainly,” she said; after a moment. “Such eyes 
as he had: big, dark eyes! And such an expression in them—an 
expression!” 

“O, then, you are in love with him?” said Gabriel. 

“IT used to ‘go out walking with him,” she said, “when I was in 
Galway.” 

A thought flew across Gabriel’s mind. 

“Perhaps that was why you wanted to go to Galway with that 
Ivors girl?” he said coldly. 

She looked at him and asked in surprise: 

“What for?” 

Her eyes made Gabriel feel awkward. He shrugged his shoulders 
and said: 

“How do I know? To see him, perhaps.” 

She looked away from him along the shaft of light towards the 
window in silence. 

“He is dead,” she said at length. “He died when he was only 
seventeen. Isn't it a terrible thing to die so young as that?” 

“What was he?” asked Gabriel, still ironically, 

“He was in the gasworks,” she said. 

Gabriel felt humiliated by the failure of his irony and by the 
evocation of this figure from the dead, a boy in the gasworks. While 
he had been full of memories of their secret life together, full of 
tenderness and joy and desire, she had been comparing him in her 
mind with another. A shameful consciousness of his own person 
assailed him. He saw himself as a ludicrous figure, acting as a penny- 
boy for his aunts, a nervous, well-meaning sentimentalist, orating 
to vulgarians and idealising his own clownish lusts, the pitiable 
fatuous fellow he had caught a glimpse of in the mirror. Instinctively 
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he turned his back more to the light lest she might see the shame 
that burned upon his forehead. 

He tried to keep up his tone of cold interrogation, but his voice 
when he spoke was humble and indifferent. 

“I suppose you were in love with this Michael Furey, Gretta,” he 
said. 

“I was great with him at that time,” she said. 

Her voice was veiled and sad. Gabriel, feeling now how vain it 
would be to try to lead her whither he had purposed, caressed one 
of her hands and said, also sadly: 

“And what did he die of so young, Gretta? Consumption, was it?” 

“T think he died for me,” she answered. 

A vague terror seized Gabriel at this answer, as if, at that hour 
when he had hoped to triumph, some impalpable and vindictive 
being was coming against him, gathering forces against him in its 
vague world. But he shook himself free of it with an effort of reason 
and continued to caress her hand. He did not question her again, 
for he felt that she would tell him of herself. Her hand was warm 
and moist: it did not respond to his touch, but he continued to caress 
it just as he had caressed her first letter to him that spring morning. 

“Tt was in the winter,” she said, “about the beginning of the winter 
when I was going to leave my erandmother’s and come up here to 
the convent. And he was ill at the time in his lodgings in Galway 
and wouldn’t be let out, and his people in Oughterard were written 
to. He was in decline, they said, or something like that. I never knew 
rightly.” 

She paused for a moment and sighed. 

“Door fellow,” she said. “He was very fond of me and he was such 
a gentle boy. We used to go out together, walking, you know, Gabriel, 
like the way they do in the country. He was going to study singing 
only for his health. He had a very good voice, poor Michael Furey.” 

“Well; and then?” asked Gabriel. 

“And then when it came to the time for me to leave Galway and 
come up to the convent he was much worse and I wouldn’t be let 
see him so I wrote a letter saying I was going up to Dublin and would 
be back in the summer, and hoping he would be better then.” 

She paused for a moment to get her voice under control, and then 
went on: 

“Then the night before I left, I was in my grandmother's house 
in Nuns’ Island, packing up, and I heard gravel thrown up against 
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the window. The window was so wet I couldn’t see, so I ran down’ 
stairs as I was and slipped out the back into the garden and there 
was the poor fellow at the end of the garden, shivering.” 

“And did you not tell him to go back?” asked Gabriel. 

“T implored of him to go home at once and told him he would get 
his death in the rain. But he said he did not want to live. I can see 
his eyes as well as well! He was standing at the end of the wall where 
there was a tree.” 

“And did he go home?” asked Gabriel. 

“Yes, he went home. And when I was only a week in the convent 
he died and he was buried in Oughterard, where his people came 
from. O, the day I heard that, that he was dead!” 

She stopped, choking with sobs, and, overcome by emotion, flung 
herself face downward on the bed, sobbing in the quilt. Gabriel held 
her hand for a moment longer, irresolutely, and then, shy of intrud- 
ing on her grief, let it fall gently and walked quietly to the window. 


She was fast asleep. 

Gabriel, leaning on his elbow, looked for a few moments untre- 
sentfully on her tangled hair and half-open mouth, listening to her 
deep-drawn breath. So she had had that romance in her life: a man 
had died for her sake. It hardly pained him now to think how poor 
a part he, her husband, had played in her life. He watched her while 
she slept, as though he and she had never lived together as man and 
wife. His curious eyes rested long upon her face and on her hair; and, 
as he thought of what she must have been then, in that time of her 
first girlish beauty, a strange, friendly pity for her entered his soul. 
He did not like to say even to himself that her face was no longer 
beautiful, but he knew that it was no longer the face for which Michael 
Furey had braved death. 

Perhaps she had not told him all the story. His eyes moved to 
the chair over which she had thrown some of her clothes. A petticoat 
stting dangled to the floor. One boot stood upright, its limp upper 
fallen down: the fellow of it lay upon its side. He wondered at his 
riot of emotions of an hour before. From what had it ptoceeded? 
From his aunt’s supper, from his own foolish speech, from the wine 
and dancing, the merry-making when saying good-night in the hall, 
the pleasure of the walk along the river in the snow. Poor Aunt 
Julia! She, too, would soon be a shade with the shade of Patrick 


The Dead 303 
Morkan and his horse. He had caught that haggard look upon her 


face for a moment when she was singing Arrayed for the Bridal. 
Soon, perhaps, he would be sitting in that same drawing-room, dressed 
in black, his silk hat on his knees. The blinds would be drawn down 
and Aunt Kate would be sitting beside him, crying and blowing her 
nose and telling him how Julia had died. He would cast about in his 
mind for some words that might console her, and would find only 
lame and useless ones. Yes, yes: that would happen very soon. 

The air of the room chilled his shoulders. He stretched himself 
cautiously along under the sheets and lay down beside his wife. One 
by one, they were all becoming shades. Better pass boldly into that 
other world, in the full glory of some passion, than fade and wither 
dismally with age. He thought of how she who lay beside him had 
locked in her heart for so many years that image of her lover's eyes 
when he had told her that he did not wish to live. 

Generous teats filled Gabriel’s eyes. He had never felt like that 
himself towards any woman, but he knew that such a feeling must 
be love. The tears gathered more thickly in his eyes and in the partial 
darkness he imagined he saw the form of a young man standing 
under a dripping tree. Other forms were near. His soul had ap- 
proached that region where dwell the vast hosts of the dead. He was 
conscious of, but could not apprehend, their wayward and flickering 
existence. His own identity was fading out into a grey impalpable 
world: the solid world itself, which these dead had one time reared and 
lived in, was dissolving and dwindling. 

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the window. 
It had begun to snow again. He watched sleepily the flakes, silver 
and dark, falling obliquely against the lamplight. The time had come 
for him to set out on his journey westward. Yes, the newspapers were 
right: snow was general all over Ireland. It was falling on every part 
of the dark central plain, on the treeless hills, falling softly upon the 
Bog of Allen and, farther westward, softly falling into the dark 
mutinous Shannon waves. It was falling, too, upon every patt of the 
lonely churchyard on the hill where Michael Furey lay buried. It 
lay thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and headstones, on the 
spears of the little gate, on the barren thorns. His soul swooned 
slowly as he heard the snow falling faintly through the universe and 
faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon all the living 
and the dead. 
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D. H. Lawrence 


1885-1930 


THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER + THE HORSE DEALER'S 
DAUGHTER + THE ROCKING-HORSE WINNER 


Partly because he himself was the child of an unhappy mar- 
riage, D. H. Lawrence returns again and again in his fiction to 
the problem of marriage, the problem of making the relationship 
between men and women genuinely creative and satisfying. 
Lawrence’s father was a hearty, bearded miner in Nottingham, 
England, who, except for his wife’s complaints, would have been 
quite content with his working-class life. Lawrence’s mother 
was a former schoolteacher, determined that her children should 
rise in the world. Lawrence began by accepting his mother’s 
gentility and ambitions. Later his sympathies shifted to men 
like his father. They possessed, he thought, a natural vitality 
and sensitivity which modern education more often destroys than 
develops. This is the theme of Lady Chatterley’s Lover (1928). 

Visits to farm country outside the bleak mill town which was 
his home stimulated Lawrence’s extraordinary sensitivity to nat- 
ural beauty. On one farm he met the Miriam of his autobio- 
graphical novel, Sons and Lovers (1913). After going to Notting- 
ham University, Lawrence taught school briefly, but his literary 
talent was quickly recognized by London publishers. In 1912, 
with one novel published and another accepted, he eloped with 
Frieda von Richthofen, wife of one of his university teachers and 
daughter of a German baron. During World War I and just 
after it, the Lawrences had a friendship, which was often trying 
and complicated, with Katherine Mansfield and her husband, 
John Middleton Murty. This takes fictional form in Women in 
Love (1920). 

Lawrence’s position in the war years was difficult because of 
his German wife and his lack of sympathy with the war spirit. 
In fact, he repudiated European civilization generally. He felt 
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that science, modern education, and the pursuit of wealth had 
cut most men off from the deepest sources of imagination and 
feeling, making them incapable of pride, tenderness, and spon- 
taneity. Lawrence felt a passionate need for wholeness, both 
personal and social, His wife introduced him to the work of Freud, 
but though he was fascinated by what it told of the operations 
of the unconscious mind, he disliked its analytic and scientific 
approach and turned instead to earlier mystical ideas of man’s 
place in the cosmos. His views are expressed most directly in 
Fantasia of the Unconscious (1922), Studies in Classical Ameri- 
can Literature (1923), and Apocalypse (1931). American critics 
find his book on our literature one of the most penetrating ever 
written by a European, though very personal and dogmatic in 
manner. 

During the ’twenties the Lawrences traveled restlessly all over 
Europe and to Ceylon, Australia, Mexico and the United States, 
looking for a place in which they could feel at home, for a way 
of life which could satisfy their emotional needs. They came 
closest to finding it at Taos, New Mexico. The ritual dances of 
the Pueblo and Navaho Indians represented the kind of com- 
munal, religious experience Lawrence was seeking but could 
never fully participate in. 

From Lawrence’s stay in Australia came the novel Kangaroo 
(1923), and from his stay in Mexico, The Plumed Serpent 
(1926). But perhaps the best results of his travels are the essays 
in Sea and Sardinia (1921), Mornings in Mexico (1927), and 
Etruscan Places (1932). These show Lawrence’s marvelous powers 
of description, his command of sensuous and metaphoric lan- 
guage, his ability to enter imaginatively and dramatically into 
whatever he is observing, whether it is a man, a plant, an animal, 
a landscape, or a piece of ancient art. These abilities are well 
displayed in “The Prussian Officer.” Lawrence wrote rapidly, 
under the stress of strong feeling. His short stories, consequently, 
often have more unity of mood and more perfection of artistic 
form than his novels. 

“The Prussian Officer” is one of the most powerful treatments 
in modern literature of the destructive effect of unspoken, un- 
acknowledged passion. Lawrence knew very little about Ger- 
many when he wrote it, and nothing at first hand about army 
life, and yet he shows here a prophetic insight into the roots of 
the perverse cruelty that flourished later under the Nazis. 

“The Horse Dealer’s Daughter” is a remarkable love story 
because of the unlikeliness and yet genuineness of the Passion 
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which suddenly unites the two characters and because of the 
strange symbolic scene which caused this passion to occur. Law- 
rence was convinced that the most vital experiences have little 
to do with ordinary rationality. The physical circumstances, 
described with such vivid naturalness, are those which Lawrence 
knew as a youth. 

“The Rocking-Horse Winner” is a parable on the money 
lusts of modern society, but it draws its magic from very ancient 
sources. Hobby-horses are very common in folklore, and there 
are accounts of rituals in which their riders rocked themselves 
into a trance in order to attain powers of prophecy. 


THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER 


They had marched more than thirty kilometres since dawn, along 
the white, hot road where occasional thickets of trees threw a moment 
of shade, then out into the glare again. On either hand, the valley, 
wide and shallow, glittered with heat; dark green patches of rye, 
pale young corn, fallow and meadow and black pine woods spread 
in a dull, hot diagram under a glistening sky. But right in front the 
mountains ranged across, pale blue and very still, snow gleaming gen- 
tly out of the deep atmosphere. And towards the mountains, on and 
on, the regiment marched between the rye fields and the meadows, 
between the scraggy fruit trees set regularly on either side the high 
road. The burnished, dark green rye threw off a suffocating heat, the 
mountains drew gradually nearer and more distinct. While the feet 
of the soldiers grew hotter, sweat ran through their hair under their 
helmets, and their knapsacks could burn no more in contact with 
their shoulders, but seemed instead to give off a cold, prickly sensa- 
tion. 

He walked on and on in silence, staring at the mountains ahead, 


that rose sheer out of the land and stood fold behind fold, half earth, 
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308 D. H. Lawrence 


half heaven, the heaven, the barrier with slits of soft snow, in the 
pale, bluish peaks. 

He could now walk almost without pain. At the start, he had de- 
termined not to limp. It had made him sick to take the first steps, and 
during the first mile or so, he had compressed his breath, and the cold 
drops of sweat had stood on his forehead. But he had walked it off. 
What were they after all but bruises! He had looked at them, as he 
was getting up: deep bruises on the backs of his thighs. And since 
he had made his first step in the morning, he had been conscious of 
them, till now he had a tight, hot place in his chest, with suppressing 
the pain, and holding himself in. There seemed no air when he 
breathed. But he walked almost lightly. 

The Captain’s hand had trembled at taking his coffee at dawn: his 
orderly saw it again. And he saw the fine figure of the Captain wheel- 
ing on horseback at the farmhouse ahead, a handsome figure in pale 
blue uniform* with facings of scarlet, and the metal gleaming on the 
black helmet and the sword-scabbard, and dark streaks of sweat com- 
ing on the silky bay horse. The orderly felt he was connected with 
that figure moving so suddenly on horseback: he followed it like a 
shadow, mute and inevitable and damned by it. And the officer was 
always aware of the tramp of the company behind, the march of his 
orderly among the men. 

The Captain was a tall man of about forty, grey at the temples. 
He had a handsome, finely knit figure, and was one of the best horse- 
men in the West. His orderly, having to rub him down, admired the 
amazing riding-muscles of his loins. 

For the rest, the orderly scarcely noticed the officer any more than 
he noticed himself. It was rarely he saw his master’s face: he did not 
look at it. The Captain had reddish-brown, stiff hair that he wore 
short upon his skull. His moustache was also cut short and bristly 
over a full, brutal mouth. His face was rather rugged, the cheeks 
thin. Perhaps the man was the more handsome for the deep lines in 
his face, the irritable tension of his brow, which gave him the look 
of a man who fights with life. His fair eyebrows stood bushy over 
light blue eyes that were always flashing with cold fire. 

He was a Prussian aristocrat, haughty and overbearing. But his 
mother had been a Polish Countess. Having made too many gam- 
bling debts when he was young, he had ruined his prospects in the 


Army, and remained an infantry captain. He had never married: his 
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position did not allow of it, and no woman had ever moved him to 
it. His time he spent riding—occasionally he rode one of his own 
horses at the races—and at the officers’ club. Now and then he took 
himself a mistress. But after such an event, he returned to duty with 
his brow still more tense, his eyes still more hostile and irritable. 
With the men, however, he was merely impersonal, though a devil 
when roused; so that, on the whole, they feared him, but had no 
great aversion from him. They accepted him as the inevitable. 

To his orderly he was at first cold and just and indifferent: he did 
not fuss over trifles. So that his servant knew practically nothing about 
him, except just what orders he would give, and how he wanted 
them obeyed. That was quite simple. Then the change gradually 
came. 

The orderly was a youth of about twenty-two, of medium height, 
and well built. He had strong, heavy limbs, was swarthy, with a soft, 
black, young moustache. There was something altogether warm and 
young about him. He had firmly marked eye-brows over dark, ex- 
pressionless eyes that seemed never to have thought, only to have 
received life direct through his senses, and acted straight from instinct. 

Gradually the officer had become aware of his servant's young, vig- 
orous, unconscious presence about him. He could not get away from 
the sense of the youth's person, while he was in attendance. It was 
like a warm flame upon the older man’s tense, rigid body, that had 
become almost unliving, fixed. There was something so free and self- 
contained about him, and something in the young fellow’s movement, 
that made the officer aware of him. And this irritated the Prussian. He 
did not choose to be touched into life by his servant. He might easily 
have changed his man, but he did not. He now very rarely looked 
direct at his orderly, but kept his face averted, as if to avoid seeing 
him. And yet as the young soldier moved unthinking about the apart- 
ment, the elder watched him, and would notice the movement of his 
strong young shoulders under the blue cloth, the bend of his neck. 
And it irritated him. To see the soldier's young, brown, shapely 
peasant 's hand grasp the loaf or the wine-bottle sent a flash of hate 
of or anger through the elder man’s blood. It was not that the youth 
was clumsy: it was rather the blind, instinctive sureness of move- 
ment of an unhampered young animal that irritated the officer to 


such a degree. 
Once, when a bottle of wine had gone over, and the red gushed 
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out on to the tablecloth, the officer had started up with an oath, and 
his eyes, bluey like fire, had held those of the confused youth for a 
moment. It was a shock for the young soldier. He felt something 
sink deeper, deeper into his soul, where nothing had ever gone be- 
fore. It left him rather blank and wondering. Some of his natural 
completeness in himself was gone, a little uneasiness took its place. 
And from that time an undiscovered feeling had held between the 
two men. 

Henceforward the orderly was afraid of really meeting his master. 
His subconsciousness remembered those steely blue eyes and the 
harsh brows, and did not intend to meet them again. So he always 
stared past his master and avoided him: Also, in a little anxiety, he 
waited for the three months to have gone, when his time would be 
up. He began to feel a constraint in the Captain’s presence, and the 
soldier even more than the officer wanted to be left alone, in his neu- 
trality as servant. 

He had served the Captain for more than a year, and knew his 
duty. This he performed easily, as if it were natural to him. The 
officer and his commands he took for granted, as he took the sun and 
the rain, and he served as a matter of course. It did not implicate him 
personally. 

But now if he were going to be forced into a personal interchange 
with his master he would be like a wild thing caught, he felt he must 
get away. 

But the influence of the young soldiet’s being had penetrated 
through the officer's stiffened discipline, and perturbed the man in 
him. He, however, was a gentleman, with long, fine hands and culti- 
vated movements, and was not going to allow such a thing as the 
stirring of his innate self. He was a man of passionate temper, who 
had always kept himself suppressed. Occasionally there had been a 
duel, an outburst before the soldiers. He knew himself to be always 
on the point of breaking out. But he kept himself hard to the idea of 
the Service. Whereas the young soldier seemed to live out his warm, 
full nature, to give it off in his very movements, which had a certain 
zest, such as wild animals have in free movement. And this irritated 
the officer more and more. 

In spite of himself, the Captain could not regain his neutrality of 
feeling towards his orderly. Nor could he leave the man alone. In spite 
of himself, he watched him, gave him sharp orders, tried to take up 
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as much of his time as possible. Sometimes he flew into a rage with 
the young soldier, and bullied him. Then the orderly shut himself off, 
as it were out of earshot, and waited, with sullen, flushed face, for 
the end of the noise. The words never pierced to his intelligence, he 
made himself, protectively, impervious to the feelings of his master. 

He had a scar on his left thumb, a deep seam going across the 
knuckle. The officer had long suffered from it, and wanted to do 
something to it. Still ic was there, ugly and brutal on the young, 
brown hand. At last the Captain’s reserve gave away. One day, as the 
orderly was smoothing out the tablecloth, the officer pinned down 
his thumb with a pencil, asking: 

“How did you come by that?” 

The young man winced and drew back at attention. 

“A wood axe, Herr Hauptmann,” he answered. 

The officer waited for further explanation. None came. The orderly 
went about his duties. The elder man was sullenly angry. His servant 
avoided him. And the next day he had to use all his will-power to 
avoid seeing the scarred thumb. He wanted to get hold of it and— 
A hot flame ran in his blood. 

He knew his servant would soon be free, and would be glad. As 
yet, the soldier had held himself off from the elder man. The Captain 
erew madly irritable. He could not rest when the soldier was away, 
and when he was present, he glared at him with tormented eyes. He 
hated those fine black brows over the unmeaning dark eyes, he was 
infuriated by the free movement of the handsome limbs, which no 
military discipline could make stiff. And he became harsh and cruelly 
bullying, using contempt and satire. The young soldier only grew 
more mute and expressionless. 

“What cattle were you bred by, that you can’t keep straight eyes? 
Look me in the eyes when I speak to you.” 

And the soldier turned his dark eyes to the othet’s face, but there 
was no sight in them: he stared with the slightest possible cast, hold- 
ing back his sight, perceiving the blue of his master’s eyes, but receiv- 
ing no look from them. And the elder man went pale, and his red- 
dish eyebrows twitched. He gave his order, barrenly. 

Once he flung a heavy military glove into the young soldier's face. 
Then he had the satisfaction of seeing the black eyes flare up into his 
own, like a blaze when straw is thrown on a fire. And he had laughed 


with a little tremor and a sneer. 
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But there were only two months more. The youth instinctively tried 
to keep himself intact: he tried to serve the officer as if the latter were 
an abstract authority and not a man. All his instinct was to avoid per- 
sonal contact, even definite hate. But in spite of himself the hate grew, 
responsive to the officer's passion. However, he put ic in the back- 
ground. When he had left the Army he could dare acknowledge it. 
By nature he was active, and had many friends. He thought what 
amazing good fellows they were. But, without knowing it, he was 
alone. Now this solitariness was intensified. It would carry him 
through his term. But the officer seemed to be going irritably insane, 
and the youth was deeply frightened. 

The soldier had a sweetheart, a girl from the mountains, independ- 
ent and primitive. The two walked together, rather silently. He went 
with her, not to talk, but to have his arm round her, and for the 
physical contact. This eased him, made it easier for him to ignore the 
Captain; for he could rest with her held fast against his chest. And 
she, in some unspoken fashion, was there for him. They loved each 
other. 

The Captain perceived it, and was mad with irritation. He kept 
the young man engaged all the evenings long, and took pleasure in 
the dark look that came on his face. Occasionally, the eyes of the 
two men met, those of the younger sullen and dark, doggedly un- 
alterable, those of the elder sneering with restless contempt. 

The officer tried hard not to admit the passion that had got hold 
of him. He would not know that his feeling for his orderly was any- 
thing but that of a man incensed by his stupid, perverse servant. So, 
keeping quite justified and conventional in his consciousness, he let 
the other thing run on. His nerves, however, were suffering. At last 
he slung the end of a belt in his servant’s face. When he saw the 
youth start back, the pain-tears in his eyes and the blood on his 
mouth, he had felt at once a thrill of deep pleasure and of shame. 

But this, he acknowledged to himself, was a thing he had never 
done before. The fellow was too exasperating. His own nerves must 
be going to pieces. He went away for some days with a woman. 

It was a mockery of pleasure. He simply did not want the woman. 
But he stayed on for his time. At the end of it, he came back in an 
agony of irritation, torment, and misery. He rode all the evening, 
then came straight into supper. His orderly was out. The officer sat 
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his blood seemed to be corroding. 

At last his servant entered. He watched the strong, easy young fig- 
ure, the fine eyebrows, the thick black hair. In a week’s time the 
youth had got back his old well-being. The hands of the officer 
twitched and seemed to be full of mad flame. The young man stood 
at attention, unmoving, shut off. 

The meal went in silence. But the orderly seemed eager. He made 
a clatter with the dishes. 

“Are you in a hurry?” asked the officer, watching the intent, warm 
face of his servant. The other did not reply. 

“Will you answer my question?” said the Captain. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the orderly, standing with his pile of deep Army 
plates. The Captain waited, looked at him, then asked again: 

“Are you in a hurry?” 

“Yes, sir,” came the answer, that sent a flash through the listener. 

“For what?” 

“T was going out, sir.” 

“T want you this evening.” 

There was a moment’s hesitation. The officer had a curious stiffness 
of countenance. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the servant, in his throat. 

“T want you tomorrow evening also—in fact, you may consider your 
evenings occupied, unless I give you leave.” 

The mouth with the young moustache set close. 

“Yes, sir,’ answered the orderly, loosening his lips for a moment. 

He again turned to the door. 

“And why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?” 

The orderly hesitated, then continued on his way without answer- 
ing. He set the plates in a pile outside the door, took the stump of 
pencil from his ear, and put it in his pocket. He had been copying 
a verse for his sweetheart’s birthday card. He returned to finish clear- 
ing the table. The officer's eyes were dancing, he had a little, eager 
smile. 

“Why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?” he asked. 

The orderly took his hands full of dishes. His master was standing 
near the great green stove, a little smile on his face, his chin thrust 
forward. When the young soldier saw him his heart suddenly ran 
hot. He felt blind. Instead of answering, he turned dazedly to the 
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door. As he was crouching to set down the dishes, he was pitched for- 
ward by a kick from behind. The pots went in a stream down the 
stairs, he clung to the pillar.of the banisters. And as he was rising 
he was kicked heavily again, and again, so that he clung sickly to the 
post for some moments. His master had gone swiftly into the room 
and closed the door. The maid-servant downstairs looked up the stair- 
case and made a mocking face at the crockery disaster. 

The officer's heart was plunging. He poured himself a glass of 
wine, part of which he spilled on the floor, and gulped the remainder, 
leaning against the cool, green stove. He heard his man collecting 
the dishes from the stairs. Pale, as if intoxicated, he waited. The serv- 
ant entered again. The Captain’s heart gave a pang, as of pleasure, 
seeing the young fellow bewildered and uncertain on his feet, with 
pain. 

“Schoner!” he said. 

The soldier was a little slower in coming to attention. 

“Yes, sir!” 

The youth stood before him, with pathetic young moustache, and 
fine eyebrows very distinct on his forehead of dark marble. 

“I asked you a question.” 

Yesisic.” 

The officer’s tone bit like acid. 

“Why had you a pencil in your ear?” 

Again the servant’s heart ran hot, and he could not breathe. With 
dark, strained eyes, he looked at the officer, as if fascinated. And he 
stood there sturdily planted, unconscious. The withering smile came 
into the Captain’s eyes, and he lifted his foot. 

“I—I forgot it—sir,” panted the soldier, his dark eyes fixed on the 
other man’s dancing blue ones. 

“What was it doing there?” 

He saw the young man’s breast heaving as he made an effort for 
wotds. 

“T had been writing.” 

“Writing what?” 

Again the soldier looked him up and down. The officer could hear 
him panting. The smile came into the blue eyes. The soldier worked 
his dry throat, but could not speak. Suddenly the smile lit like a 


flame on the officer’s face, and a kick came heavily against the or- 
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with two black, staring eyes. 

“Well?” said the officer. 

The orderly’s mouth had gone dry, and his tongue rubbed in it as 
on dry brown-paper. He worked his throat. The officer raised his 
foot. The servant went stiff. 

“Some poetry, sir,” came the crackling, unrecognizable sound of 
his voice. 

“Poetry, what poetry?” asked the Captain, with a sickly smile. 

Again there was the working in the throat. The Captain’s heart 
had suddenly gone down heavily, and he stood sick and tired. 

“For my girl, sir,” he heard the dry, inhuman sound. 

“Oh!” he said, turning away. “Clear the table.” 

“Click!” went the soldier’s throat; then again, “Click!” and then 
the half-articulate: 

i iiestsir”: 

The young soldier was gone, looking old, and walking heavily. 

The officer, left alone, held himself rigid, to prevent himself from 
thinking. His instinct warned him that he must not think. Deep in- 
side him was the intense gratification of his passion, still working 
powerfully. Then there was a counter-action, a horrible breaking 
down of something inside him, a whole agony of reaction. He stood 
there for an hour motionless, a chaos of sensations, but rigid with a 
will to keep blank his consciousness, to prevent his mind grasping. 
And he held himself so until the worst of the stress had passed, when 
he began to drink, drank himself to an intoxication, till he slept oblit- 
erated. When he woke in the morning he was shaken to the base of 
his nature. But he had fought off the realization of what he had done. 
He had prevented his mind from taking it in, had suppressed it along 
with his instincts, and the conscious man had nothing to do with it. 
He felt only as after a bout of intoxication, weak, but the affair itself 
all dim and not to be recovered. Of the drunkenness of his passion he 
successfully refused remembrance. And when his orderly appeared 
with coffee, the officer assumed the same self he had had the morn- 
ing before. He refused the event of the past night—denied it had ever 
been—and was successful in his denial. He had not done any such 
thing—not he himself. Whatever there might be, lay at the door of 
a stupid, insubordinate servant. 


The orderly had gone about in a stupor all the evening. He drank 
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some beer because he was parched, but not much, the alcohol made 
his feeling come back, and he could not bear it. He was dulled, as if 
nine-tenths of the ordinary man in him were inert. He crawled about 
disfigured. Still, when he thought of the kicks, he went sick, and 
when he thought of the threat of more kicking, in the room after- 
wards, his heart went hot and faint, and he panted, remembering the 
one that had come. He had been forced to say, “For my girl.” He was 
much too done even to want to cry. His mouth hung slightly open, 
like an idiot’s. He felt vacant, and wasted. So, he wandered at his 
work, painfully, and very slowly and clumsily, fumbling blindly with 
the brushes, and finding it difficult, when he sat down, to summon 
the energy to move again. His limbs, his jaw, were slack and nerve- 
less. But he was very tired. He got to bed at last, and slept inert, re- 
laxed, in a sleep that was rather stupor than slumber, a dead night 
of stupefaction shot through with gleams of anguish. 

In the morning were the manoeuvres. But he woke even before the 
bugle sounded. The painful ache in his chest, the dryness of his 
throat, the awful steady feeling of misery made his eyes come awake 
and dreary at once. He knew, without thinking, what had happened. 
And he knew that the day had come again, when he must go on 
with his round. The last bit of darkness was being pushed out of the 
room. He would have to move his inert body and go on. He was so 
young, and had known so little trouble, that he was bewildered. He 
only wished it would stay night, so that he could lie still, covered up 
by the darkness. And yet nothing would prevent the day from com- 
ing, nothing would save him from having to get up and saddle the 
Captain’s horse, and make the Captain’s coffee. It was there, inevi- 
table. And then, he thought, it was impossible. Yet they would not 
leave him free. He must go and take the coffee to the Captain. He 
was too stunned to understand it. He only knew it was inevitable— 
inevitable, however long he lay inert. 

At last, after heaving at himself, for he seemed to be a mass of 
inertia, he got up. But he had to force every one of his movements 
from behind, with his will. He felt lost, and dazed, and helpless. 
Then he clutched hold of the bed, the pain was so keen. And look- 
ing at his thighs, he saw the darker bruises on his swarthy flesh and 
he knew that, if he pressed one of his fingers on one of the bruises, 
he should faint. But he did not want to faint—he did not want any- 
body to know. No one should ever know. It was between him and 
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the Captain. There were only the two people in the world now— 
himself and the Captain. 

Slowly, economically, he got dressed and forced himself to walk. 
Everything was obscure, except just what he had his hands on. But 
he managed to get through his work. The very pain revived his dull 
senses. The worst remained yet. He took the tray and went up to the 
Captain’s room. The officer, pale and heavy, sat at the table. ‘The or- 
derly, as he saluted, felt himself put out of existence. He stood still 
for a moment submitting to his own nullification—then he gathered 
himself, seemed to regain himself, and then the Captain began to 
grow vague, unreal, and the younger soldier's heart beat up. He 
clung to this situation—that the Captain did not exist—so that he him- 
self might live. But when he saw his officer’s hand tremble as he took 
the coffee, he felt everything falling shattered. And he went away, 
feeling as if he himself were coming to pieces, disintegrated. And 
when the Captain was there on horseback, giving orders, while he 
himself stood, with rifle and knapsack, sick with pain, he felt as if 
he must shut his eyes—as if he must shut his eyes on everything. It 
was only the long agony of marching with a parched throat that filled 
him with one single, sleep-heavy intention: to save himself. 


II 


He was getting used even to his parched throat. That the snowy 
peaks were radiant among the sky, that the whity-green glacier-river 
twisted through its pale shoals in the valley below, seemed almost 
supernatural. But he was going mad with fever and thirst. He plodded 
on uncomplaining. He did not want to speak, not to anybody. There 
were two gulls, like flakes of water and snow, over the river. The 
scent of green rye soaked in sunshine came like a sickness. And the 
march continued, monotonously, almost like a bad sleep. 

At the next farm-house, which stood low and broad near the high 
road, tubs of water had been put out. The soldiers clustered round to 
drink. They took off their helmets, and the steam mounted from 
their wet hair. The Captain sat on horseback, watching. He needed 
to see his orderly. His helmet threw a dark shadow over his light, fierce 
eyes, but his moustache and mouth and chin were distinct in the sun- 
shine. The orderly must move under the presence of the figure of the 
horseman. It was not that he was afraid, or cowed. It was as if he 


was disembowelled, made empty, like an empty shell. He felt him- 
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self as nothing, a shadow creeping under the sunshine. And, thirsty 
as he was, he could scarcely drink, feeling the Captain near him. He 
would not take off his helmet to wipe his wet hair. He wanted to 
stay in shadow, not to be forced into consciousness. Starting, he saw 
the light heel of the officer prick the belly of the horse; the Captain 
cantered away, and he himself could relapse into vacanicy. 

Nothing, however, could give him back his living place in the hot, 
bright morning. He felt like a gap among it all. Whereas the Cap- 
tain was prouder, overriding. A hot flash went through the young 
servant's body. The Captain was firmer and prouder with life, he him- 
self was empty as a shadow. Again the flash went through him, 
dazing him out. But his heart ran a little firmer. 

The company turned up the hill, to make a loop for the return. 
Below, from among the trees, the farm-bell clanged. He saw the la- 
bourers, mowing barefoot at the thick grass, leave off their work and 
go downhill, their scythes hanging over their shoulders, like long, 
bright claws curving down behind them. They seemed like dream- 
people, as if they had no relation to himself. He felt as in a blackish 
dream: as if all the other things were there and had form, but he 
himself was only a consciousness, a gap that could think and per- 
ceive. 

The soldiers were tramping silently up the glaring hillside. Grad- 
ually his head began to revolve, slowly, rhythmically. Sometimes it 
‘was dark before his eyes, as if he saw this world through a smoked 
glass, frail shadows and unreal. It gave him a pain in his head to walk. 

The air was too scented, it gave no breath. All the lush green-stuff 
seemed to be issuing its sap, till the air was deathly, sickly with the 
smell of greenness. There was the perfume of clover, like pure honey 
and bees. Then there grew a faint acrid tang—they were near the 
beeches; and then a queer clattering noise, and a suffocating, hideous 
smell; they were passing a flock of sheep, a shepherd in a black smock, 
holding his crook. Why should the sheep huddle together under this 
fierce sun? He felt that the shepherd would not see him, though he 
could see the shepherd. 

At last there was the halt. They stacked rifles in a conical stack, 
put down their kit in a scattered circle around it, and dispersed a 
little, sitting on a small knoll high on the hillside. The chatter began. 
The soldiers were steaming with heat, but were lively. He sat still, see- 
ing the blue mountains rising upon the land, twenty kilometres away. 
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There was a blue fold in the ranges, then out of that, at the foot, the 
broad, pale bed of the river, stretches of whity-green water between 
pinkish-grey shoals among the dark pine woods. There it was, spread 
out a long way off. And it seemed to come downhill, the river. There 
was a raft being steered, a mile away. It was a strange country. Nearer, 
a red-roofed, broad farm with white base and square dots of windows 
crouched beside the wall of beech foliage'on the wood’s edge. There 
were long strips of rye and clover and pale green corn. And just at 
his feet, below the knoll, was a darkish bog, where globe flowers stood 
breathless still on their slim stalks. And some of the pale gold bub- 
bles were burst, and a broken fragment hung in the air. He thought 
he was going to sleep. 

Suddenly something moved into this coloured mirage before his 
eyes. The Captain, a small, light-blue and scarlet figure, was trotting 
evenly between the strips of corn, along the level brow of the hill. 
And the man making flag-signals was coming on. Proud and sure 
moved the horseman’s figure, the quick, bright thing, in which was 
concentrated all the light of this morning, which for the rest lay a 
fragile, shining shadow. Submissive, apathetic, the young soldier sat 
and stared. But as the horse slowed to a walk, coming up the last steep 
path, the great flash flared over the body and soul of the orderly. He 
sat waiting. The back of his head felt as if it were weighted with a 
heavy piece of fire. He did not want to eat. His hands trembled 
slightly as he moved them. Meanwhile the officer on horseback was 
approaching slowly and proudly. The tension grew in the orderly’s 
soul. Then again, seeing the Captain ease himself on the saddle, the 
flash blazed through him. 

The Captain looked at the patch of light blue and scarlet, and dark 
heads, scattered closely on the hill-side. It pleased him. The command 
pleased him. And he was feeling proud. His orderly was among them 
in common subjection. The officer rose a little on his stirrups to look. 
The young soldier sat with averted, dumb face. The Captain relaxed 
on his seat. His slim-legged, beautiful horse, brown as a beechnut, 
walked proudly uphill. The Captain passed into the zone of the com- 
pany’s atmosphere: a hot smell of men, of sweat, of leather. He knew 
it very well. After a word with the lieutenant, he went a few paces 
higher, and sat there, a dominant figure, his sweat-marked horse 
swishing its tail, while he looked down on his men, on his orderly, 
a nonentity among the crowd. 
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The young soldier’s heart was like fire in his chest, and he breathed 
with difficulty. The officer, looking downhill, saw three of the young 
soldiers, two pails of water between them, staggering across a sunny 
green field. A table had been set up under a tree, and there the slim 
lieutenant stood, importantly busy. Then the Captain summoned 
himself to an act of courage. He called his orderly. 

The flame leaped into the young soldier’s throat as he heard the 
command, and he rose blindly, stifled. He saluted, standing below the 
officer. He did not look up. But there was the flicker in the Captain’s 
voice. 

“Go to the inn and fetch me . . .” the officer gave his commands. 
“Quick!” he added. 

At the last word, the heart of the servant leapt with a flash, and 
he felt the strength come over his body. But he turned in mechanical 
obedience, and set off at a heavy run downhill, looking almost like a 
bear, his trousers bagging over his military boots. And the officer 
watched this blind, plunging run all the way. 

But it was only the outside of the orderly’s body that was obeying 
so humbly and mechanically. Inside had gradually accumulated a 
core into which all the energy of that young life was compact and 
concentrated. He executed his commission, and plodded quickly back 
uphill. There was a pain in his head, as he walked, that made him 
twist his features unknowingly. But hard there in the centre of his 
chest was himself, himself, firm, and not to be plucked to pieces. 

The Captain had gone up into the wood. The orderly plodded 
through the hot, powerfully smelling zone of the company’s atmos- 
phere. He had a curious mass of energy inside him now. The Captain 
was less real than himself. He approached the green entrance to the 
wood. There, in the half-shade, he saw the horse standing, the sun- 
shine and the flickering shadow of leaves dancing over his brown body. 
There was a clearing where timber had lately been felled. Here, in 
the gold-green shade beside the brilliant cup of sunshine, stood two 
figures, blue and pink, the bits of pink showing out plainly. The 
Captain was talking to his lieutenant. 

The orderly stood on the edge of the bright clearing, where great 
trunks of trees, stripped and glistening, lay stretched like naked, 
brown-skinned bodies. Chips of wood littered the trampled floor, like 
splashed light, and the bases of the felled trees stood here and there, 
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with their raw, level tops. Beyond was the brilliant, sunlit green of a 
beech. 

“Then I will ride forward,” the orderly heard his Captain say. The 
lieutenant saluted and strode away. He himself went forward. A hot 
flash passed through his belly, as he tramped towards his officer. 

The Captain watched the rather heavy figure of the young soldier 
stumble forward, and his veins, too, ran hot. This was to be man 
to man between them. He yielded before the solid, stumbling figure 
with bent head. The orderly stopped and put the food on a level-sawn 
tree-base. The Captain watched the glistening, sun-inflamed, naked 
hands. He wanted to speak to the young soldier but could not. The 
servant propped a bottle against his thigh, pressed open the cork, and 
poured out the beer into the mug. He kept his head bent. The Cap- 
tain accepted the mug. 

“Hot!” he said, as if amiably. 

The flame sprang out of the orderly’s heart, nearly suffocating him. 

“Yes, sit,” he replied, between shut teeth. 

And he heard the sound of the Captain’s drinking, and he clenched 
his fists, such a strong comment came into his wrists. Then came the 
faint clang of the closing of the pot-lid. He looked up. The Captain 
was watching him. He glanced swiftly away. Then he saw the officer 
stoop and take a piece of bread from the tree-base. Again the flash of 
flame went through the young soldier, seeing the stiff body stoop 
beneath him, and his hands jerked. He looked away. He could feel 
the officer was nervous. The bread fell as it was being broken. The 
officer ate the other piece. The two men stood tense and still, the 
master laboriously chewing his bread, the servant staring with averted 
face, his fist clenched. 

Then the young soldier started. The officer had pressed open the 
lid of the mug again. The orderly watched the lid of the mug, and 
the white hand that clenched the handle, as if he were fascinated. It 
was raised. The youth followed it with his eyes. And then he saw 
the thin, strong throat of the elder man moving up and down as he 
drank, the strong jaw working. And the instinct which had been 
jerking at the young man’s wrists suddenly jerked free. He jumped, 
feeling as if it were rent in two by a strong flame. 

The spur of the officer caught in a tree-root, he went down back- 
wards with a crash, the middle of his back thudding sickeningly 
against a sharp-edged tree-base, the pot flying away. And in a second 
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the orderly, with serious, earnest young face, and underlip between 
his teeth, had got his knee in the officer’s chest and was pressing the 
chin backward over the farther edge of the tree-stump, pressing, with 
all: his heart behind in a passion of relief, the tension of his wrists 
exquisite with relief. And with the base of his palms he shoved at the 
chin, with all his might. And it was pleasant, too, to have that chin, 
that hard jaw already slightly rough with beard, in his hands. He did 
not relax one hair’s breadth, but, all the force of all his blood exulting 
in his thrust, he shoved back the head of the other man, till there was 
a little “cluck” and a crunching sensation. Then he felt as if his head 
went to vapour. Heavy convulsions shook the body of the officer, 
frightening and horrifying the young soldier. Yet it pleased him, too, 
to repress them. It pleased him to keep his hands pressing back the 
chin, to feel the chest of the other man yield in expiration to the 
weight of his strong, young knees, to feel the hard twitchings of the 
prostrate body jerking his own whole frame, which was pressed down 
on it. 

But it went still. He could look into the nostrils of the other man, 
the eyes he could scarcely see. How curiously the mouth was pushed 
out, exaggerating the full lips, and the moustache bristling up from 
them. Then, with a start, he noticed the nostrils gradually filled with 
blood. The red brimmed, hesitated, ran over, and went in a thin 
trickle down the face to the eyes. 

It shocked and distressed him. Slowly, he got up. The body 
twitched and sprawled there, inert. He stood and looked at it in 
silence. It was a pity it was broken. It represented more than the thing 
which had kicked and bullied him. He was afraid to look at the eyes. 
They were hideous now, only the whites showing, and the blood run- 
ning to them. The face of the otderly was drawn with horror at the 
sight. Well, it was so. In his heart he was satisfied. He had hated the 
face of the Captain. It was extinguished now. There was a heavy 
relief in the orderly’s soul. That was as it should be. But he could not 
bear to see the long, military body lying broken over the tree-base, 
the fine fingers crisped. He wanted to hide it away. 

Quickly, busily, he gathered it up and pushed it under the felled 
tree-trunks, which rested their beautiful, smooth length either end on 
logs. The face was horrible with blood. He covered it with the helmet. 
Then he pushed the limbs straight and decent, and brushed the dead 


leaves off the fine cloth of the uniform. So, it lay quite still in the 
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shadow under there. A little strip of sunshine ran along the breast, 
from a chink between the logs. The orderly sat by it for a few mo- 
ments. Here his own life also ended. 

Then, through his daze, he heard the lieutenant, in a loud voice, 
explaining to the men outside the wood, that they were to suppose 
the bridge on the river below was held by the enemy. Now they were 
to march to the attack in such and such a manner. The lieutenant 
had no gift of expression. The orderly, listening from habit, got mud- 
dled. And when the lieutenant began it all again he ceased to hear. 

He knew he must go. He stood up. It surprised him that the leaves 
were glittering in the sun, and the chips of wood reflecting white from 
the ground. For him a change had come over the world. But for the 
rest it had not—all seemed the same. Only he had left it. And he 
could not go back. It was his duty to return with the beer-pot and 
the bottle. He could not. He had left all that. The lieutenant was still 
hoarsely explaining. He must go, or they would overtake him. And 
he could not bear contact with anyone now. 

He drew his fingers over his eyes, trying to find out where he was. 
Then he turned away. He saw the horse standing in the path. He 
went up to it and mounted. It hurt him to sit in the saddle. The pain 
of keeping his seat occupied him as they cantered through the wood. 
He would not have minded anything, but he could not get away 
from the sense of being divided from the others. The path led out 
of the trees. On the edge of the wood he pulled up and stood watch- 
ing. There in the spacious sunshine of the valley soldiers were moving 
in a little swarm. Every now and then, a man harrowing on a strip 
of fallow shouted to his oxen, at the turn. The village and the white- 
towered church was small in the sunshine. And he no longer belonged 
to it—he sat there, beyond, like a man outside in the dark. He had 
gone out from everyday life into the unknown, and he could not, he 
even did not want to go back. 

Turning from the sun-blazing valley, he rode deep into the wood. 
Tree-trunks, like people standing grey and still, took no notice as he 
went. A doe, herself a moving bit of sunshine and shadow, went run- 
ning through the flecked shade. There were bright green rents in the 
foliage. Then it was all pine wood, dark and cool. And he was sick 
with pain, he had an intolerable great pulse in his head, and he was 
sick. He had never been ill in his life. He felt lost, quite dazed with 


all this. 
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Trying to get down from the horse, he fell, astonished at the pain 
and his lack of balance. The horse shifted uneasily. He jerked its 
bridle and sent it cantering jerkily away. It was his last connection 
with the rest of things. 

But he only wanted to lie down and not be disturbed. Stumbling 
through the trees, he came on a quiet place where beeches and pine 
trees grew on a slope. Immediately he had lain down and closed his 
eyes, his consciousness went racing on without him. A big pulse of 
sickness beat in him as if it throbbed through the whole earth. He 
was burning with dry heat. But he was too busy, too-tearingly active 
in the incoherent race of delirium to observe. 


III 


He came to with a start. His mouth was dry and hard, his heart 
beat heavily, but he had not the energy to get up. His heart beat 
heavily. Where was he?—the barracks—at home? There was some- 
thing knocking. And, making an effort, he looked round—trees, and 
litter of greenery, and reddish, bright, still pieces of sunshine on the 
floor. He did not believe he was himself, he did not believe what he 
saw. Something was knocking. He made a struggle towards conscious- 
ness, but relapsed. Then he struggled again. And gradually his sur- 
roundings fell into relationship with himself. He knew, and a great 
pang of fear went through his heart. Somebody was knocking. He 
could see the heavy, black rags of a fir tree overhead. Then everything 
went black. Yet he did not believe he had closed his eyes. He had not. 
Out of the blackness sight slowly emerged again. And someone was 
knocking. Quickly, he saw the blood-disfigured face of his Captain, 
which he hated. And he held himself still with horror. Yet, deep 
inside, he knew that it was so, the Captain should be dead. But the 
physical delirium got hold of him. Someone was knocking. He lay 
perfectly still, as if dead, with fear. And he went unconscious. 

When he opened his eyes again, he started, seeing something creep- 
ing swiftly up a tree-trunk. It was a little bird. And the bird was 
whistling overhead. T'ap-tap-tap—it was the small, quick bird rapping 
the tree-trunk with its beak, as if its head were a little round hammer. 
He watched it curiously. It shifted sharply, in its creeping fashion. 
Then, like a mouse, it slid down the bare trunk. Its swift creeping 
sent a flash of revulsion through him. He raised his head. It felt a 
great weight. Then, the little bird ran out of the shadow across a still 
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patch of sunshine, its little head bobbing swiftly, its white legs twin- 
kling brightly for a moment. How neat it was in its build, so com- 
pact, with pieces of white on its wings. There were several of them. 
They were so pretty—but they crept like swift, erratic mice, running 
here and there among the beech-mast. 

He lay down again exhausted, and his consciousness lapsed. He 
had a horror of the little creeping birds. All his blood seemed to be 
darting and creeping in his head. And yet he could not move. 

He came to with a further ache of exhaustion. There was the pain 
in his head, and the horrible sickness, and his inability to move. He 
had never been ill in his life. He did not know where he was or what 
he was. Probably he had got sunstroke. Or what else?—he had 
silenced the Captain for ever—some time ago—oh, a long time ago. 
There had been blood on his face, and his eyes had turned upwards. 
It was all right, somehow. It was peace. But now he had got beyond 
himself. He had never been here before. Was it life, or not life? He 
was by himself. They were in a big, bright place, those others, and 
he was outside. The town, all the country, a big bright place of light: 
and he was outside, here, in the darkened open beyond, where each 
thing existed alone. But they would all have to come out there some- 
time, those others. Little, and left behind him, they all were. There 
had been father and mother and sweetheart. What did they all mat- 
ter? This was the open land. 

He sat up. Something scuffed. It was a little brown squirrel run- 
ning in lovely, undulating bounds over the floor, its red tail com- 
pleting the undulation of its body—and then, as it sat up, furling 
and unfurling. He watched it, pleased. It ran on again, friskily, en- 
joying itself. It flew wildly at another squirrel, and they were chasing 
each other, and making little scolding, chattering noises. The soldier 
wanted to speak to them. But only a hoarse sound came out of his 
throat. The squirrels burst away—they flew up the trees. And then 
he saw the one peeping round at him, half-way up a tree-trunk. A 
start of fear went through him, though, in so far as he was conscious, 
he was amused. It still stayed, its little, keen face staring at him 
half-way up the tree-trunk, its little ears pricked up, its clawey little 
hands clinging to the bark, its white breast reared. He started from 
it in panic. 

Struggling to his feet, he lurched away. He went on walking, walk- 
ing, looking for something—for a drink. His brain felt hot and in- 
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flamed for want of water. He stumbled on. Then he did not know 
anything. He went unconscious as he walked. Yet he stumbled on, 
his mouth open. 

When, to his dumb wonder, he opened his eyes on the world again, 
he no longer tried to remember what it was. There was thick, golden 
light behind golden-green glitterings, and tall, grey-purple shafts, and 
darknesses further off, surrounding him, growing deeper. He was 
conscious of a sense of arrival. He was amid the reality, on the real, 
dark bottom. But there was the thirst burning in his brain. He felt 
lighter, not so heavy. He supposed it was newness. The air was mut- 
tering with thunder. He thought he was walking wonderfully swiftly 
and was coming straight to relief—or was it to water. 

Suddenly he stood still with fear. There was a tremendous flare of 
gold, immense—just a few dark trunks like bars between him and it. 
All the young level wheat was burnished gold glaring on its silky 
green. A woman, full-skirted, a black cloth on her head for head- 
dress, was passing like a block of shadow through the glistening green 
corn, into the full glare. There was a farm, too, pale blue in shadow, 
and the timber black. And there was a church spire, nearly fused 
away in the gold. The woman moved on, away from him. He had 
no language with which to speak to her. She was the bright, solid un- 
reality. She would make a noise of words that would confuse him, and 
her eyes would look at him without seeing him. She was crossing 
there to the other side. He stood against a tree. 

When at last he turned, looking down the long, bare grove whose 
flat bed was already filling dark, he saw the mountains in a wonder- 
light, not far away, and radiant. Behind the soft, grey ridge of the 
nearest range the further mountains stood golden and pale grey, the 
snow all radiant like pure, soft gold. So still, gleaming in the sky, 
fashioned pure out of the ore of the sky, they shone in their silence. 
He stood and looked at them, his face illuminated. And like the 
golden, lustrous gleaming of the snow he felt his own thirst bright in 
him. He stood and gazed, leaning against a tree. And then every- 
thing slid away into space. 

During the night the lightning fluttered perpetually, making the 
whole sky white. He must have walked again. The world hung livid 
round him for moments, fields a level sheen of grey-green light, trees 
in dark bulk, and the range of clouds black across a white sky. Then 
the darkness fell like a shutter, and the night was whole. A faint 
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flutter of a half-revealed world, that could not quite leap out of the 
darkness!—Then there again stood a sweep of pallor for the land, dark 
shapes looming, a range of clouds hanging overhead. The world was 
a ghostly shadow, thrown for a moment upon the pure darkness, 
which returned ever whole and complete. 

And the mere delirium of sickness and fever went on inside him— 
his brain opening and shutting like the night—then sometimes con- 
vulsions of terror from something with great eyes that stared round a 
tree—then the long agony of the march, and the sun decomposing his 
blood—then the pang of hate for the Captain, followed by a pang of 
tenderness and ease. But everything was distorted, born of an ache and 
resolving into an ache. 

In the morning he came definitely awake. Then his brain flamed 
with the sole horror of thirstiness! The sun was on his face, the dew 
was steaming from his wet clothes. Like one possessed, he got up. 
There, straight in front of him, blue and cool and tender, the moun- 
tains ranged across the pale edge of the morning sky. He wanted them 
—he wanted them alone—he wanted to leave himself and be identi- 
fied with them. They did not move, they were still and soft, with 
white, gentle markings of snow. He stood still, mad with suffering, 
his hands crisping and clutching. Then he was twisting in a paroxysm 
on the grass. 

He lay still, in a kind of dream of anguish. His thirst seemed to 
have separated itself from him, and to stand apart, a single demand. 
Then the pain he felt was another single self. Then there was the 
clog of his body, another separate thing. He was divided among all 
kinds of separate beings. There was some strange, agonized connec- 
tion between them, but they were drawing further apart. Then they 
would all split. The sun, drilling down on him, was drilling through 
the bond. Then they would all fall, fall through the everlasting lapse 
of space. Then again, his consciousness reasserted itself. He roused on 
to his elbow and stared at the gleaming mountains. There they ranked, 
all still and wonderful between earth and heaven. He stared till his 
eyes went black, and the mountains, as they stood in their beauty, so 
clean and cool, seemed to have it, that which was lost in him. 


IV 


When the soldiers found him, three hours later, he was lying with 
his face over his arm, his black hair giving off heat under the sun. 
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But he was still alive. Seeing the open, black mouth, the young sol- 
diers dropped him in horror. 

He died in the hospital at night, without having seen again. 

The doctors saw the bruises on his legs, behind, and were silent. 

The bodies of the two men lay together, side by side, in the mor- 
tuary, the one white and slender, but laid rigidly at rest, the other 
looking as if every moment it must rouse into life again, so young 
and unused, from a slumber. 


THE HORSE DEALER’S DAUGHTER 


“Well, Mabel, and what are you going to do with yourself?” asked 
Joe, with foolish flippancy. He felt quite safe himself. Without listen- 
ing for an answer, he turned aside, worked a grain of tobacco to the 
tip of his tongue, and spat it out. He did not care about anything, 
since he felt safe himself. 

The three brothers and the sister sat round the desolate breakfast 
table, attempting some sort of desultory consultation. The morning’s 
post had given the final tap to the family fortune, and all was over. 
The dreary dining-room itself, with its heavy mahogany furniture, 
looked as if it were waiting to be done away with. 

But the consultation amounted to nothing. There was a strange air 
of ineffectuality about the three men, as they sprawled at table, 
smoking and reflecting vaguely on their own condition. The girl was 
alone, a rather short, sullen-looking young woman of twenty-seven. 
She did not share the same life as her brothers. She would have been 
good-looking, save for the impassive fixity of her face, “bulldog,” as 
her brothers called it. 

There was a confused tramping of horses’ feet outside. The three 
men all sprawled round in their chairs to watch. Beyond the dark 
holly-bushes that separated the strip of lawn from the highroad, they 
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could see a cavalcade of shire horses swinging out of their own yard, 
being taken for exercise. This was the last time. These were the last 
horses that would go through their hands. The young men watched 
with critical, callous look. They were all frightened at the collapse of 
their lives, and the sense of disaster in which they were involved left 
them no inner freedom. 

Yet they were three fine, well-set fellows enough. Joe, the eldest, 
was a man of thirty-three, broad and handsome in a hot, flushed way. 
His face was red, he twisted his black moustache over a thick finger, 
his eyes were shallow and restless. He had a sensual way of uncovering 
his teeth when he laughed, and his bearing was stupid. Now he 
watched the horses with a glazed look of helplessness in his eyes, a 
certain stupor of downfall. 

The great draught-horses swung past. They were tied head to tail, 
four of them, and they heaved along to where a lane branched off 
from the highroad, planting their great hoofs floutingly in the fine 
black mud, swinging their great rounded haunches sumptuously, 
and trotting a few sudden steps as they were led into the lane, round 
the corner. Every movement showed a massive, slumbrous strength, 
and a stupidity which held them in subjection. The groom at the 
head looked back, jerking the leading rope. And the cavalcade moved 
out of sight up the lane, the tail of the last horse, bobbed up tight 
and stiff, held out taut from the swinging great haunches as they 
rocked behind the hedges in a motion like sleep. 

Joe watched with glazed hopeless eyes. The horses were almost 
like his own body to him. He felt he was done for now. Luckily he 
was engaged to a woman as old as himself, and therefore her father, 
who was steward of a neighbouring estate, would provide him with 
a job. He would marry and go into harness. His life was over, he 
would be a subject animal now. 

He turned uneasily aside, the retreating steps of the horses echoing 
in his ears. Then, with foolish recklessness, he reached for the scraps 
of bacon-tind from the plates, and making a faint whistling sound, 
flung them to the terrier that lay against the fender. He watched the 
dog swallow them, and waited till the creature looked into his eyes. 
Then a faint grin came on his face, and in a high, foolish voice he said: 

“You won't get much more bacon, shall you, you little bitch?” 

The dog faintly and dismally wagged its tail, then lowered its 


haunches, circled round, and lay down again. 
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There was another helpless silence at the table. Joe sprawled un- 
easily in his seat, not willing to go till the family conclave was dis- 
solved. Fred Henry, the second brother, was erect, clean-limbed, 
alert. He had watched the passing of the horses with more sang-froid. 
If he was an animal, like Joe, he was an animal which controls, not 
one which is controlled. He was master of any horse, and he carried 
himself with a well-tempered air of mastery. But he was not master 
of the situations of life. He pushed his coarse brown moustache up- 
wards, off his lip, and glanced irritably at his sister, who sat im- 
passive and inscrutable. 

“You'll go and stop with Lucy for a bit, shan’t you?” he asked. 
The girl did not answer. 

“T don’t see what else you can do,” persisted Fred Henry. 

“Go as a skivvy,” Joe interpolated laconically. 

The girl did not move a muscle. 

“If I was her, I should go in training for a nurse,” said Malcolm, 
the youngest of them all. He was the baby of the family, a young 
man of twenty-two, with a fresh, jaunty musean. 

But Mabel did not take any notice of him. They had talked at her 
and round her for so many years, that she hardly heard them at all. 

The marble clock on the mantelpiece softly chimed the half-hour, 
the dog rose uneasily from the hearthrug and looked at the party at 
the breakfast table. But still they sat on in ineffectual conclave. 

“Oh, all right,” said Joe suddenly, apropos of nothing. “T’ll get a 
move on. 

He pushed back his chair, straddled his knees with a downward 
jerk, to get them free, in horsey fashion, and went to the fire. Still 
he did not go out of the room; he was curious to know what the 
others would do or say. He began to charge his pipe, looking down 
at the dog and saying, in a high, affected voice: 

“Going wi’ me? Going wi me are ter? Tha’rt goin’ further tha 
that counts on just now, dost hear?” 

The dog faintly wageed its tail, the man stuck out his jaw and 
covered his pipe with his hands, and puffed intently, losing himself 
in the tobacco, looking down all the while at the dog with an absent 
brown eye. The dog looked up at him in mournful distrust. Joe stood 
with his knees stuck out, in real horsey fashion. 

“Have you had a letter from Lucy?” Fred Henry asked of his sister. 


“Last week,” came the neutral reply. 
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There was no answer. 

“Does she ask you to go and stop there?” persisted Fred Henry. 

“She says I can if I like.” 

“Well, then, you'd better. Tell her you ll come on Monday.” 

This was received in silence. 

“That’s what you'll do then, is it?” said Fred Henry in some ex- 
asperation. 

But she made no answer. There was a silence of futility and irri- 
tation in the room. Malcolm grinned fatuously. 

“You'll have to make up your mind between now and next Wednes- 
day,” said Joe loudly, “or else find yourself lodgings on the kerb- 
stone.” 

The face of the young woman darkened, but she sat on immutable. 

“Here’s Jack Fergusson!” exclaimed Malcolm, who was looking 
aimlessly out of the window. 

“Where?” exclaimed Joe, loudly. 

“Just gone past.” 

“Coming in?” 

Malcolm craned his neck to see the gate. 

“Yes,” he said. 

There was a silence. Mabel sat on like one condemned, at the head 
of the table. Then a whistle was heard from the kitchen. The dog 
got up and barked sharply. Joe opened the door and shouted: 

“Come on.” 

After a moment a young man entered. He was muffled up in over- 
coat and a purple woollen scarf, and his tweed cap, which he did not 
remove, was pulled down on his head. He was of medium height, his 
face was rather long and pale, his eyes looked tired. 

“Hello, Jack! Well, Jack!” exclaimed Malcolm and Joe. Fred 
Henry merely said, “Jack.” 

“What’s doing?” asked the newcomer, evidently addressing Fred 
Henry. 

“Same. We've got to be out by Wednesday. Got a cold?” 

“I have—got it bad, too.” 

“Why don’t you stop in?” 

“Me stop in? When I can’t stand on my legs, perhaps I shall have 
a chance.” The young man spoke huskily. He had a slight Scotch 
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“It’s a knock-out, isn’t it,” said Joe, boisterously, “if a doctor goes 
round croaking with a cold. Looks bad for the patients, doesn’t it?” 

The young doctor looked at him slowly. 

“Anything the matter with you, then?” he asked sarcastically. 

“Not as I know of. Damn your eyes, I hope not. Whye” 

“I thought you were very concerned about the patients, wondered 
if you might be one yourself.” 

“Damn it, no, I’ve never been patient to no flaming doctor, and 
hope I never shall be,” returned Joe. 

At this point Mabel rose from the table, and they all seemed to 
become aware of her existence. She began putting the dishes to- 
gether. The young doctor looked at her, but did not address her. He 
had not greeted her. She went out of the room with the tray, her face 
impassive and unchanged. 

“When are.you off then, all of you?” asked the doctor. 

“I’m catching the eleven-forty,” replied Malcolm. “Are you goin’ 
down wi’ th’ trap, Joe?” 

“Yes, P’ve told you I’m going down wi’ th’ trap, haven’t I?” 

“We'd better be getting her in then. So long, Jack, if I don’t see 
you before I go,” said Malcolm, shaking hands. 

He went out, followed by Joe, who seemed to have his tail be- 
tween his legs. 

“Well, this is the devil’s own,” exclaimed the doctor, when he was 
left alone with Fred Henry. “Going before Wednesday, are you?” 

“That’s the orders,” replied the other. 

“Where, to Northampton?” 

fil batstite 

“The devil,” exclaimed Fergusson, with quiet chagrin. 

And there was silence between the two. 

“All settled up, are your” asked Fergusson. 

“About.” 

There was another pause. 

“Well, I shall miss yer, Freddy, boy,” said the young doctor. 

“And I shall miss thee, Jack,” returned the other. 

“Miss you like hell,” mused the doctor. 

Fred Henry turned aside. There was nothing to say. Mabel came 
in again, to finish clearing the table. 

“What ate you going to do, then, Miss Pervin?” asked Fergusson. 


“Going to your sister's, are you?” 
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Mabel looked at him with her steady, dangerous eyes, that always 
made him uncomfortable, unsettling his superficial ease. 

“No,” she said. 

“Well, what in the name of fortune are you going to do? Say what 
you mean to do,” cried Fred Henry, with futile intensity. 

But she only averted her head, and continued her work. She folded 
the white table-cloth, and put on the chenille cloth. 

“The sulkiest bitch that ever trod!” muttered her brother. 

But she finished her task with perfectly impassive face, the young 
doctor watching her interestedly all the while. Then she went out. 

Fred Henry stared after her, clenching his lips, his blue eyes fixing 
in sharp antagonism, as he made a grimace of sour exasperation. 

“You could bray her into bits, and that’s all you'd get out of her,” 
he said in a small, narrowed tone. 

The doctor smiled faintly. 

“What's she going to do, then?” he asked. 

“Strike me if J know!” returned the other. 

There was a pause. Then the doctor stirred. 

“THI be seeing you to-night, shall I?” he said to his friend. 

“Ay—where’s it to be? Are we going over to Jessdale?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve got a cold on me. I’ll come round to the Moon 
and Stars, anyway.” 

“Let Lizzie and May miss their night for once, eh?” 

“That’s it—if I feel as I do now.” 

“All’s one—” 

The two young men went through the passage and down to the 
back door together. The house was large, but it was servantless now, 
and desolate. At the back was a small bricked house-yard, and be- 
yond that a big square, gravelled fine and red, and having stables on 
two sides. Sloping, dank, winter-dark fields stretched away on the 
open sides. 

But the stables were empty. Joseph Pervin, the father of the fam- 
ily, had been a man of no education, who had become a fairly large 
horse dealer. The stables had been full of horses, there was a great 
turmoil and come-and-go of horses and of dealers and grooms. Then 
the kitchen was full of servants. But of late things had declined. The 
old man had married a second time, to retrieve his fortune. Now he 
was dead and everything was gone to the dogs, there was nothing but 
debt and threatening. 
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For months, Mabel had been servantless in the big house, keeping 
the home together in penury for her ineffectual brothers. She had 
kept house for ten years. But previously it was with unstinted means. 
Then, however brutal and coarse everything was, the sense of money 
had kept her proud, confident. The men might be foul-mouthed, the 
women in the kitchen might have bad reputations, her brothers might 
have illegitimate children. But so long as there was money, the girl 
herself felt established, and brutally proud, reserved. 

No company came to the house, save dealers and coarse men. Mabel 
had no associates of her own sex, after her sister went away. But she 
did not mind. She went regularly to.church, she attended to her 
father. And she lived in the memory of her mother, who had died 
when she was fourteen, and whom she had loved. She had loved her 
father, too, in a different way, depending upon him, and feeling 
secure in him, until at the age of fifty-four he married again. And 
then she had set hard against him. Now he had died and left them all 
hopelessly in debt. 

She had suffered badly during the period of poverty. Nothing, 
however, could shake the curious sullen, animal pride that dominated 
each member of the family. Now, for Mabel, the end had come. 
Still she would not cast about her. She would follow her own way just 
the same. She would always hold the keys of her own situation. Mind- 
less and persistent, she endured from day to day. Why should she 
think? Why should she answer anybody? It was enough that this 
was the end, and there was no way out. She need not pass any more 
darkly along the main street of the small town, avoiding evety eye. 
She need not demean herself any more, going into the shops and buy- 
ing the cheapest food. This was at an end. She thought of nobody, not 
even of herself. Mindless and persistent, she seemed in a sort of 
ecstasy to be coming nearer to her fulfilment, her own glorification, 
approaching her dead mother, who was glorified. 

In the afternoon she took a little bag, with shears and sponge and 
a small scrubbing brush, and went out. It was a grey, wintry day, 
with saddened, dark green fields and an atmosphere blackened by 
the smoke of foundries not far off. She went quickly, darkly along 
the causeway, heeding nobody, through the town to the churchyard. 

There she always felt secure, as if no one could see her, although 
as a matter of fact she was exposed to the stare of everyone who passed 
along under the churchyard wall. Nevertheless, once under the 
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shadow of the great looming church, among the graves, she felt im- 
mune from the world, reserved within the thick churchyard wall as 
in another country. 

Carefully she clipped the grass from the grave, and arranged the 
pinky white, small chrysanthemums in the tin cross. When this was 
done, she took an empty jar from a neighbouring grave, brought water, 
and carefully, most scrupulously sponged the marble headstone and 
the coping-stone. 

It gave her sincere satisfaction to do this. She felt in immediate 
contact with the world of her mother. She took minute pains, went 
through the park in a state bordering on pure happiness, as if in per- 
forming this task she came into a subtle, intimate connection with her 
mother. For the life she followed here in the world was far less real 
than the world of death she inherited from her mother. 

The doctor’s house was just by the church. Fergusson, being a 
mere hired assistant, was slave to the country-side. As he hurried now 
to attend the outpatients in the surgery, glancing across the grave- 
yard with his quick eye, he saw the girl at her task at the grave. She 
seemed so intent and remote, it was like looking into another world. 
Some mystical element was touched in him. He slowed down as he 
walked, catching her as if spell-bound. 

She lifted her eyes, feeling him looking. Their eyes met. And each 
looked away again at once, each feeling, in some way, found out by 
the other. He lifted his cap and passed on down the road. There re- 
mained distinct in his consciousness, like a vision, the memory of her 
face, lifted from the tombstone in the churchyard, and looking at 
him with slow, large, portentous eyes. It was portentous, her face. It 
seemed to mesmerize him. There was a heavy power in her eyes which 
laid hold of his whole being, as if he had drunk some powerful drug. 
He had been feeling weak and done before. Now the life came back 
into him, he felt delivered from his own fretted, daily self. 

He finished his duties at the surgery as quickly as might be, hastily 
filling up the bottles of the waiting people with cheap drugs. ‘Then, 
in perpetual haste, he set off again to visit several cases in another part 
of his round, before teatime. At all times he preferred to walk if he 
could, but particularly when he was not well. He fancied the motion 
restored him. 

The afternoon was falling. It was grey, deadened, and wintry, with 
a slow, moist, heavy coldness sinking in and deadening all the facul- 
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ties. But why should he think or notice? He hastily climbed the hill 
and turned across the dark green fields, following the black cinder- 
track. In the distance, across a shallow dip in the country, the small 
town was clustered like smouldering ash, a tower, a spire, a heap of 
low, raw, extinct houses. And on the nearest fringe of the town, slop- 
ing into the dip, was Oldmeadow, the Pervins’ house. He could see 
the stables and the outbuildings distinctly, as they lay towards him 
on the slope. Well, he would not go there many more times! Another 
resource would be lost to him, another place gone; the only company 
he cared for in the alien, ugly little town he was losing. Nothing but 
work, drudgery, constant hastening from dwelling to dwelling among 
the colliers and the iron-workers. It wore him out, but at the same 
time he had a craving for it. It was a stimulant to him to be in the 
homes of the working people, moving as it were through the inner- 
most body of their life. His nerves were excited and gratified. He 
could come so near, into the very lives of the rough, inarticulate, pow- 
erfully emotional men and women. He grumbled, he said he hated 
the hellish hole. But as a matter of fact it excited him, the contact 
with the rough, strongly-feeling people was a stimulant applied direct 
to his nerves. 

Below Oldmeadow, in the green, shallow, soddened hollow of 
fields, lay a square, deep pond. Roving across the landscape, the doc- 
tor’s quick eye detected a figure in black passing through the gate of 
the field, down towards the pond. He looked again. It would be 
Mabel Pervin. His mind suddenly became alive and attentive. 

Why was she going down there? He pulled up on the path on the 
slope above, and stood staring. He could just make sure of the small 
black figure moving in the hollow of the failing day. He seemed to 
see her in the midst of such obscurity, that he was like a clairvoyant, 
seeing rather with the mind’s eye than with ordinary sight. Yet he 
could see her positively enough, whilst he kept his eye attentive. He 
felt, if he looked away from her, in the thick, ugly falling dusk, he 
would lose her altogether. 

He followed her minutely as she moved, direct and intent, like 
something transmitted rather than stirring in voluntary activity, 
straight down the field towards the pond. There she stood on the 
bank for a moment. She never raised her head. Then she waded 
slowly into the water. 

He stood motionless as the small black figure walked slowly and 


The Horse Dealer's Daughter 337 


deliberately towards the centre of the pond, very slowly, gradually 
moving deeper into the motionless water, and still moving forward 
as the water got up to her breast. Then he could see her no more in 
the dusk of the dead afternoon. 

“There!” he exclaimed. “Would you believe it?” 

And he hastened straight down, running over the wet, soddened 
fields, pushing through the hedges, down into the depression of cal- 
lous wintry obscurity. It took him several minutes to come to the 
pond. He stood on the bank, breathing heavily. He could see nothing. 
His eyes seemed to penetrate the dead water. Yes, perhaps that was 
the dark shadow of her black clothing beneath the surface of the 
water. 

He slowly ventured into the pond. The bottom was deep, soft clay, 
he sank in, and the water clasped dead cold round his legs. As he 
stirred he could smell the cold, rotten clay that fouled up into the 
water. It was objectionable in his lungs. Still, repelled and yet not 
heeding, he moved deeper into the pond. The cold water rose over 
his thighs, over his loins, upon his abdomen. The lower part of his 
body was all sunk in the hideous cold element. And the bottom was 
so deeply soft and uncertain he was afraid of pitching with his mouth 
underneath. He could not swim, and was afraid. 

He crouched a little, spreading his hands under the water and mov- 
ing them round, trying to feel for her. The dead cold pond swayed 
upon his chest. He moved again, a little deeper, and again, with his 
hands underneath, he felt all around under the water. And he touched 
her clothing. But it evaded his fingers. He made a desperate effort to 
grasp it. 

And so doing he lost his balance and went under, horribly, suffo- 
cating in the foul earthy water, struggling madly for a few moments. 
At last, after what seemed an eternity, he got his footing, rose again 
into the air and looked around. He gasped, and knew he was in the 
world. Then he looked at the water. She had risen near him. He 
grasped her clothing, and drawing her nearer, turned to take his way 
to land again. 

He went very slowly, carefully, absorbed in the slow progress. He 
rose higher, climbing out of the pond. The water was now only about 
his legs; he was thankful, full of relief to be out of the clutches of the 
pond. He lifted her and staggered on to the bank, out of the horror 
of wet, grey clay. 
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He laid her down on the bank. She was quite unconscious and run- 
ning with water. He made the water come from her mouth, he worked 
to restore her. He did not have to work very long before he could 
feel the breathing begin again in her; she was breathing naturally. 
He worked a little longer. He could feel her live beneath his hands; 
she was coming back. He wiped her face, wrapped her in his overcoat, 
looked round into the dim, dark grey world, then lifted her and stag- 
gered down the bank and across the fields. 

It seemed an unthinkably long way, and his burden so heavy he 
felt he would never get to the house. But at last he was in the stable- 
yard, and then in the house-yard. He opened the door and went into 
the house. In the kitchen he laid her down on the hearthrug, and 
called. The house was empty. But the fire was burning in the grate. 

Then again he kneeled to attend her. She was breathing regularly, 
her eyes were wide open and as if conscious, but there seemed some- 
thing missing in her look. She was conscious in herself, but uncon- 
scious of her surroundings. 

He ran upstairs, took blankets from a bed, and put them before 
the fire to warm. Then he removed her saturated, earthy-smelling 
clothing, rubbed her dry with a towel, and wrapped her naked in the 
blankets. Then he went into the dining-room, to look for spirits. 
There was a little whisky. He drank a gulp himself, and put some 
into her mouth. 

The effect was instantaneous. She looked full into his face, as if she 
had been seeing him for some time, and yet had only just become 
conscious of him. 

“Dr. Fergusson?” she said. 

“What?” he answered. 

He was divesting himself of his coat, intending to find some dry 
clothing upstairs. He could not bear the smell of the dead, clayey 
water, and he was mortally afraid for his own health. 

“What did I do?” she asked. 

“Walked into the pond,” he replied. He had begun to shudder 
like one sick, and could hardly attend to her. Her eyes remained full 
on him, he seemed to be going dark in his mind, looking back at her 
helplessly. The shuddering became quieter in him, his life came back 
in him, dark and unknowing, but strong again. 

“Was I out of my mind?” she asked, while her eyes were fixed on 
him all the time 
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“Maybe, for the moment,” he replied. He felt quiet, because his 
strength had come back. The strange fretful strain had left him. 

“Am I out of my mind now?” she asked. 

“Are you?” he reflected a moment. “No,” he answered truthfully. 
“T don’t see that you are.” He turned his face aside. He was afraid 
now, because he felt dazed, and felt dimly that her power was stronger 
than his, in this issue. And she continued to look at him fixedly all 
the time. “Can you tell me where I shall find some dry things to put 
on?” he asked. 

“Did you dive into the pond for me?” she asked. 

“No,” he answered. “I walked in. But I went in overhead as well.” 

There was silence for a moment. He hesitated. He very much 
wanted to go upstairs to get into dry clothing. But there was another 
desire in him. And she seemed to hold him. His will seemed to have 
gone to sleep, and left him, standing there slack before her. But he 
felt warm inside himself. He did not shudder at all, though his 
clothes were sodden on him. 

“Why did you?” she asked. 

“Because I didn’t want you to do such a foolish thing,” he said. 

“Tt wasn’t foolish,” she said, still gazing at him as she lay on the 
floor, with a sofa cushion under her head. “It was the right thing to 
do. I knew best, then.” 

“TIl go and shift these wet things,” he said. But still he had not 
the power to move out of her presence, until she sent him. It was as 
if she had the life of his body in her hands, and he could not extricate 
himself. Or perhaps he did not want to. 

Suddenly she sat up. Then she became aware of her own immedi- 
ate condition. She felt the blankets about her, she knew her own 
limbs. For a moment it seemed as if her reason were going. She looked 
round, with wild eye, as if seeking something. He stood still with 
fear. She saw her clothing lying scattered. 

“Who undressed me?” she asked, her eyes resting full and inevita- 
ble on his face. 

“T did,” he replied, “to bring you round.” 

For some moments she sat and gazed at him awfully, her lips parted. 

“Do you love me, then?” she asked. 

He only stood and stared at her, fascinated. His soul seemed to 
melt. 

She shuffled forward on her knees, and put her arms round him, 
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round his legs, as he stood there, pressing her breasts against his 
knees and thighs, clutching him with strange, convulsive certainty, 
pressing his thighs against her, drawing him to her face, her throat, 
as she looked up at him with flaring, humble eyes of transfiguration, 
triumphant in first possession. 

“You love me,” she murmured, in strange transport, yearning and 
triumphant and confident. “You love me. I know you love me, I 
know.” 

And she was passionately kissing his knees, through the wet cloth- 
ing, passionately and indiscriminately kissing his knees, his legs, as 
if unaware of everything. 

He looked down at the tangled wet hair, the wild, bare, animal 
shoulders. He was amazed, bewildered, and afraid. He had never 
thought of loving her. He had never wanted to love her. When he 
rescued her and restored her, he was a doctor, and she was a patient. 
He had no single personal thought of her. Nay, this introduction of 
the personal element was very distasteful to him, a violation of his 
professional honour. It was horrible to have her there embracing his 
knees. It was horrible. He revolted from it, violently. And yet—and 
yet—he had not the power to break away. 

She looked at him again, with the same supplication of powerful 
love, and that same transcendent, frightening light of triumph. In 
view of the delicate fame which seemed to come from her face like a 
light, he was powerless. And yet he had never intended to love her. 
He had never intended. And something stubborn in him could not 
give way. 

“You love me,” she repeated, in a murmur of deep, thapsodic as- 
surance. “You love me.” 

Her hands were drawing him, drawing him down to her. He was 
afraid, even a little horrified. For he had, really, no intention of lov- 
ing her. Yet her hands were drawing him towards her. He put out 
his hand quickly to steady himself, and grasped her bare shoulder. 
A flame seemed to burn the hand that grasped her soft shoulder. He 
had no intention of loving her: his whole will was against his yield- 
ing. It was horrible. And yet wonderful was the touch of her shoul- 
ders, beautiful the shining of her face. Was she perhaps mad? He 
had a horror of yielding to her. Yet something in him ached also. 

He had been staring away at the door, away from her. But his hand 
remained on her shoulder. She had gone suddenly very still. He 
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looked down at her. Her eyes were now wide with fear, with doubt, 
the light was dying from her face, a shadow of terrible greyness was 
returning. He could not bear the touch of her eyes question upon 
him, and the look of death behind the question. 

With an inward groan he gave way, and let his heart yield towards 
her. A sudden gentle smile came on his face. And her eyes, which 
never left his face, slowly, slowly filled with tears. He watched the 
strange water rise in her eyes, like some slow fountain coming up. 
And his heart seemed to burn and melt away in his breast. 

He could not bear to look at her any more. He dropped on his 
knees and caught her head with his arms and pressed her face against 
his throat. She was very still. His heart, which seemed to have broken, 
was burning with a kind of agony in his breast. And he felt her slow, 
hot tears wetting his throat. But he could not move. 

He felt the hot tears wet his neck and the hollows of his neck, and 
he remained motionless, suspended through one of man’s eternities. 
Only now it had become indispensable to him to have her face pressed 
close to him; he could never let her go again. He could never let her 
head go away from the close touch of his arm. He wanted to remain 
like that for ever, with his heart hurting him in a pain that was also 
life to him. Without knowing, he was looking down on her damp, 
soft brown hair. 

Then, as it were suddenly, he smelt the horrid stagnant smell of 
that water. And at the same moment she drew away from him and 
looked at him. Her eyes were wistful and unfathomable. He was 
afraid of them, and he fell to kissing her, not knowing what he was 
doing. He wanted her eyes not to have that terrible, wistful, un- 
fathomable look. 

When she turned her face to him again, a faint delicate flush was 
glowing, and there was again dawning that terrible shining of joy 
in her eyes, which really terrified him, and yet which he now wanted 
to see, because he feared the look of doubt still more. 

“You love me?” she said, rather faltering. 

“Yes.” The word cost him a painful effort. Not because it wasn't 
true, But because it was too newly true, the saying seemed to tear 
open again his newly-torn heart. And he hardly wanted it to be true, 
even now. 

She lifted her face to him, and he bent forward and kissed her on 
the mouth, gently, with the one kiss that is an eternal pledge. And as 
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he kissed her his heart strained again in his breast. He never intended 
to love her. But now it was over. He had crossed over the gulf to her, 
and all that he had left behind had shrivelled and become void. 

After the kiss, her eyes again slowly filled with tears. She sat still, 
away from him, with her face drooped aside, and her hands folded 
in her lap. The tears fell very slowly. There was complete silence. He 
too sat there motionless and silent on the hearthrug. The strange 
pain of his heart that was broken seemed to consume him. That he 
should love her? That this was love! That he should be ripped open 
in this way! Him, a doctor! How they would all jeer if they knew! It 
was agony to him to think they might know. 

In the curious naked pain of the thought he looked again to her. 
She was sitting there drooped into a muse. He saw a tear fall, and 
his heart flared hot. He saw for the first time that one of her shoulders 
was quite uncovered, one arm bare, he could see one of her small 
breasts; dimly, because it had become almost dark in the room. 

“Why are you crying?” he asked, in an altered voice. 

She looked up at him, and behind her tears the consciousness of 
her situation for the first time brought a dark look of shame to her 
eyes. 

om not crying, really,” she said, watching him half frightened. 

He reached his hand, and softly closed it on her bare arm. 

“T love you! I love you!” he said in a soft, low vibrating voice, un- 
like himself. 

She shrank, and dropped her head. The soft, penetrating grip of 
his hand on her arm distressed her. She looked up at him. 

“I want to go,” she said. “I want to go and get you some dry 
things.” 

“Whye” he said. “I’m all right.” 

“But I want to go,” she said. “And I want you to change your 
things.” 

He released her arm, and she wrapped herself in the blanket, look- 
ing at him rather frightened. And still she did not rise. 

“Kiss me,” she said wistfully. 

He kissed her, but briefly, half in anger. 

Then, after a second, she rose nervously, all mixed up in the blan- 
ket. He watched her in her confusion, as she tried to extricate herself 
and wrap herself up so that she could walk. He watched her relent- 
lessly, as she knew. And as she went, the blanket trailing, and as he 
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saw a glimpse of her feet and her white leg, he tried to remember 
her as she was when he had wrapped her in the blanket. But then he 
didn’t want to remember, because she had been nothing to him then, 
and his nature revolted from remembering her as she was when she 
was nothing to him. 

A tumbling, muffled noise from within the dark house startled him. 
Then he heard her voice:—‘“There are clothes.” He rose and went 
to the foot of the stairs, and gathered up the garments she had thrown 
down. Then he came back to the fire, to rub himself down and dress. 
He grinned at his own appearance when he had finished. 

The fire was sinking, so he put on coal. The house was now quite 
dark, save for the light of a street-lamp that shone in faintly from 
beyond the holly trees. He lit the gas with matches he found on 
the mantelpiece. Then he emptied the pockets of his own clothes, 
and threw all his wet things in a heap into the scullery. After which 
he gathered up her sodden clothes, gently, and put them in a sep- 
arate heap on the copper-top in the scullery. 

It was six o'clock on the clock. His own watch had stopped. He 
ought to go back to the surgery. He waited, and still she did not come 
down. So he went to the foot of the stairs and called. 

“T shall have to go.” 

Almost immediately he heard her coming down. She had on her 
best dress of black voile, and her hair was tidy, but still damp. She 
looked at him—and in spite of herself, smiled. 

“I don’t like you in those clothes,” she said. 

“Do I look a sight?” he answered. 

They were shy of one another. 

“Tl make you some tea,” she said. 

“No, I must go.” 

“Must your” And she looked at him again with the wide, strained, 
doubtful eyes. And again, from the pain of his breast, he knew how 
he loved her. He went and bent to kiss her, gently, passionately, with 
his heart’s painful kiss. 

“And my hair smells so horrible,” she murmured in distraction. 
“And I’m so awful, I’m so awful. Oh, no, I’m too awful.” And she 
broke into bitter, heart-broken sobbing. “You can’t want to love me, 
I’m horrible.” 


“Don’t be silly, don’t be silly,” he said, trying to comfort her, kiss- 
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ing her, holding her in his arms. “I want you, I want to marry you, 
we're going to be married, quickly, quickly—tomorrow if Ivcans* 

But she only sobbed terribly, and cried: 

“I feel awful. I feel awful. I feel I’m horrible to you.” 

“No, I want you, I want you,” was all he answered, blindly, with 
that terrible intonation which frightened her almost more than her 
horror lest he should not want her. 


THE ROCKING-HORSE WINNER 


There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the 
advantages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love 
turned to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been 
thrust upon her, and she could not love them. They looked at her 
coldly, as if they were finding fault with her. And hurriedly she felt 
she must cover up some fault in herself. Yet what it was that she 
must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when her children were 
present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This troubled 
her, and in her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for 
her children, as if she loved them very much. Only she herself knew 
that at the centre of her heart was a hard little place that could not 
feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else said of her: “She is 
such a good mother. She adores her children.” Only she herself, and 
her children themselves, knew it was not so. They read it in each 
other’s eyes. 

There were a boy and. two little girls. They lived in a pleasant 
house, with a garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt them- 
selves superior to anyone in the neighbourhood. 

Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the 
house. There was never enough money. The mother had a small in- 
come, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough for 
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the social position which they had to keep up. The father went in to 
town to some office. But though he had good prospects, these pros- 
pects never materialized. There was always the grinding sense of the 
shortage of money, though the style was always kept up. 

At last the mother said: “I will see if J can’t make something.” But 
she did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried 
this thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. The 
failure made deep lines come into her face. Her children were gtow- 
ing up, they would have to go to school. There must be more money, 
there must be more money. The father, who was always very hand- 
some and expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would be able 
to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great belief 
in herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as ex- 
pensive. 

And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: 
There must be more money! There must be more money! The chil- 
dren could hear it all the time, though nobody said it aloud. They 
heard it at Christmas, when the expensive and splendid toys filled the 
nursery. Behind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind the smart 
doll’s-house, a voice would start whispering: “There must be more 
money! There must be more money!” And the children would stop 
playing, to listen for a moment. They would look into each other’s 
eyes, to see if they had all heard. And each one saw in the eyes of 
the other two that they too had heard. “There must be more money! 
There must be more money!” 

It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying rocking- 
horse, and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, 
heard it. The big doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new pram, 
could hear it quite plainly, and seemed to be smirking all the more 
self-consciously because of it. The foolish puppy, too, that took the 
place of the teddy-bear, he was looking so extraordinarily foolish for 
no other reason but that he heard the secret whisper all over the 
house: “There must be more money!” 

Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and 
therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breath- 
ing!” in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the time. 

“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don’t we keep a car 
of our own? Why do we always use uncle’s, or else a taxi?” 

“Because we're the poor members of the family,” said the mother. 
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“But why are we, mother?” 

“Well—I suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it’s because your 
father has no luck.” 

The boy was silent for some time. 

“Is luck money, mother?” he asked rather timidly. 

“No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money.” 

“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy 
lucker, it meant money.” 

“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it’s lucre, 
not luck.” 

“Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?” 

“It’s what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have 
money. That’s why it’s better to be born lucky than rich. If you're 
rich, you may lose your money. But if you're lucky, you will always 
get mote money.” 

“Oh! Will your And is father not lucky?” 

“Very unlucky, I should say,” she said bitterly. 

The boy watched her with unsure eyes. 

“Why?” he asked. 

“T don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and 
another unlucky.” 

“Don't they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?” 

“Perhaps God. But He never tells.” 

“He ought to, then. And aren’t you lucky either, mother?” 

“T can’t be, if I married an unlucky husband.” 

“But by yourself, aren’t you?” 

i used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very 
unlucky indeed.” 

“Whye” 

“Well—never mind! Perhaps I’m not really,” she said. 

The child looked at her, to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the 
lines of her mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from 
him. 

“Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I’m a lucky person.” 

“Whye” said his mother, with a sudden laugh. 

He stared at her. He didn’t even know why he had said it. 

“God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out. 

“I hope He did, dear!” she said, again with a laugh, but rather 
bitter. 
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“Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s exclama- 
tions. 

The boy saw she did not believe him; or, rather, that she paid no 
attention to his assertion. This angered him somewhat, and made him 
want to compel her attention. 

He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the 
clue to “luck.” Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went 
about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted 
luck, he wanted it, he wanted it. When the two girls were playing 
dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking-horse, charging 
madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him 
uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy 
tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not 
speak to him. 

When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed 
down and stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly into its 
lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide 
and glassy-bright. 

“Now!” he would silently command the snorting steed. “Now, 
take me to where there is luck! Now take me!” 

And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he 
had asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to 
where there was luck, if only he forced it. So he would mount again, 
and start on his furious ride, hoping at last to get there. He knew 
he could get there. 

“You'll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse. 

“He’s always riding like that! I wish he’d leave off!” said his elder 
sister Joan. 

But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. 
She could make nothing of him. Anyhow he was growing beyond her. 

One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on 
one of his furious rides. He did not speak to them. 

“Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle. 

“Aren't you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You're not a very 
little boy any longer, you know,” said his mother. 

But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. 
He would speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother 
watched him with an anxious expression on her face. 
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At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical 
gallop, and slid down. 

“Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still flar- 
ing, and his sturdy long legs straddling apart. 

“Where did you get to?” asked his mother. 

“Where I wanted to go,” he flared back at her. 

“That’s right, son!” said Uncle Oscar. “Don’t you stop till you 
get there. What’s the horse’s name?” 

“He doesn’t have a name,” said the boy. 

“Gets on without all right?” asked the uncle. 

“Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last week.” 

“Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know his name?” 

“He always talks about horse-races with Bassett,” said Joan. 

The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted 
with all the racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been 
wounded in the left foot in the war and had got his present job 
through Oscar Cresswell, whose batman he had been, was a perfect 
blade of the “turf.” He lived in the racing events, and the small boy 
lived with him. 

Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett. 

“Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can’t do more than tell him, 
sir,” said Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of 
religious matters. 

“And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?” 

“Well—I don’t want to give him away—he’s a young sport, a fine 
sport, sir. Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a 
pleasure in it, and perhaps he'd feel I was giving him away, sir, if 
you don’t mind.” 

Bassett was serious as a church. 

The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride 
in the car. 

“Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the 
uncle asked. 

The boy watched the handsome man closely. 

“Why, do you think I oughtn’t to?” he parried. 

“Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for 
the Lincoln.” 

The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscat’s 


place in Hampshire. 
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“Honour bright?” said the nephew. 


“Honour bright, son!” said the uncle. 

“Well, then, Daffodil.” 

“Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?” 

“T only know the winner,” said the boy. “That’s Daffodil.” 

“Daffodil, eh?” 

There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively. 

“Uncle!” 

“Yes, son?” 

“You won't let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett.” 

“Bassett be damned, old man! What’s he got to do with itr 

“We're partners. We've been partners from the first. Uncle, he 
lent me my first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour 
bright, it was only between me and him; only you gave me that ten- 
shilling note I started winning with, so I thought you were lucky. 
You won't let it go any further, will your” 

The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set 
rather close together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily. 

“Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. Daffodil, eh? How 
much are you putting on hime” 

“All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “I keep that in reserve.” 

The uncle thought it a good joke. 

“You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? 
What are you betting, then?” 

“I’m betting three hundred,” said the boy, gravely. “But it’s be- 
tween you and me, Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?” 

The uncle burst into a roar of laughter. 

“Tt’s between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,” he 
said, laughing. “But where’s your three hundred?” 

“Bassett keeps it for me. We're partners.” 

“You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?” 

“He won't go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he'll go a 
hundred and fifty.” 

“What, pennies?” laughed the uncle. 

“Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. “Bas- 
sett keeps a bigger reserve than I do.” 

Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pur- 
sued the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew 
with him to the Lincoln races. 
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“Now, son,” he said, “I’m putting twenty on Mirza, and I'll put 
five for you on any horse you fancy. What's your pick” 

“Daffodil, uncle.” 

“No, not the fiver on Daffodil!” 

“I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child. 

“Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you 
on Daffodil.” 

The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes 
wete blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight, and watched. A French- 
man just in front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excite- 
ment, he flayed his arms up and down, yelling “Lancelot! Lancelot!” 
in his French accent. 

Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, 
flushed and with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought 
him four five-pound notes, four to one. 

“What am I to do with these?” he cried, waving them before the 
boy’s eyes. 

“I suppose we'll talk to Bassett,” said the boy. “I expect I have fif- 
teen hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty.” 

His uncle studied him for some moments. 

“Look here, son!” he said. “You're not serious about Bassett and 
that fifteen hundred, are you?” 

“Yes, Iam. But it’s between you and me, uncle. Honour bright!” 

“Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett.” 

“Tf you'd like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we could 
all be partners. Only, you'd have to ptomise, honour bright, uncle, 
not to let it go beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must 
be lucky, because it was your ten shillings I started winning 
Withee 3: 

Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for 
an afternoon, and there they talked. 

“It’s like this, you see, sir,” Bassett said. “Master Paul would get 
me talking about racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir. And 
he was always keen on knowing if P’'d made or if I’d lost. It’s about a 
year since, now, that I put five shillings on Blush of Dawn for him— 
and we lost. Then the luck turned, with that ten shillings he had 
from you, that we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it’s been 


pretty steady, all things considering. What do you say, Master Paul?” 
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“We're all right when we're sure,” said Paul. “It’s when we're not 
quite sure that we go down.” 

“Oh, but we're careful then,” said Bassett. 

“But when are you sure?” smiled Uncle Oscar. 

“It’s Master Paul, sir,” said Bassett, in a secret, religious voice. “It’s 
as if he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil, now, for the Lincoln. 
That was as sure as eggs.” 

“Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell. 

“Yes, sir. | made my bit.” 

“And my nephew?” 

Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul. 

“T made twelve hundred, didn’t I, Bassett? I told uncle I was put- 
ting three hundred on Daffodil.” 

“That's right,” said Bassett, nodding. 

“But where’s the money?” asked the uncle. 

“I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any min- 
ate he likes to ask for it.” 

“What, fifteen hundred pounds?” 

“And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the 
course. 

“It’s amazing!” said the uncle. 

“If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were 
you; if you'll excuse me,” said Bassett. 

Oscar Cresswell thought about it. 

“Tl see the money,” he said. 

They drove home again, and sure enough, Bassett came round to 
the garden-house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty 
pounds reserve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission de- 

osit. 

“You see, it’s all right, uncle, when I’m sure! Then we go strong, 
for all we’re worth. Don’t we, Bassett?” 

“We do that, Master Paul.” 

“And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing. 

“Oh, well, sometimes I’m absolutely sure, like about Daffodil,” 
said the boy; “and sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven’t 
even an idea, have I, Bassett? Then we're careful, because we mostly 

o down.” 


“You do, do you! And when you're sure, like about Daffodil, what 


Dee 
makes you sure, sonny! 
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“Oh, well, I don’t know,” said the boy uneasily. “I’m sure, you 
know, uncle; that’s all.” 

“Tt’s as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated. 

“T should say so!” said the uncle. 

But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on, 
Paul was “sure” about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsider- 
able horse. The boy insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, 
Bassett went for five hundred, and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. 
Lively Spark came in first, and the betting had been ten to one 
against him. Paul had made ten thousand. 

“You see,” he said, “I was absolutely sure of him.” 

Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand. 

“Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me nervous.” 

“It needn’t, uncle! Perhaps I shan’t be sure again for a long time.” 

“But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the uncle. 

“Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she 
had no luck, because father is unlucky, so I thought if 7 was lucky, 
it might stop whispering.” 

“What might stop whispering?” 

“Our house. I bate our house for whispering.” 

“What does it whisper?” 

“Why—why”—the boy fidgeted—‘“why, I don’t know. But it’s 
always short of money, you know, uncle.” 

“T know it, son, I know it.” 

“You know people send mother writs, don’t you, uncle?” 

“Tm afraid I do,” said the uncle. 

“And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind 
your back. It’s awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky scaq 34 

“You might stop it,” added the uncle. 

The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny 
cold fire in them, and he said never a word. 

“Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?” 

“T shouldn’t like mother to know I was lucky,” said the boy. 

“Why not, son?” 

“She'd stop me.” 

“T don’t think she would.” 

“Oh!”—and the boy writhed in an odd way— ‘I don’t want her to 
know, uncle.” 

“All right, son! We'll manage it without her knowing.” 
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over five thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the 
family lawyer, who was then to inform Paul’s mother that a relative 
had put five thousand pounds into his hands, which sum was to be 
paid out a thousand pounds at a time, on the mother’s birthday, for 
the next five years. 

“So she'll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five 
successive years,” said Uncle Oscar. “I hope it won’t make it all the 
harder for her later.” 

Paul’s mother had her birthday in November. The house had been 
“whispering” worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, 
Paul could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the 
effect of the birthday letter, telling his mother about the thousand 
pounds. 

When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his 
parents, as he was beyond the nursery control. His mother went into 
town nearly every day. She had discovered that she had an odd 
knack of sketching furs and dress materials, so she worked secretly 
in the studio of a friend who was the chief “artist” for the leading 
drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and 
sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young woman artist 
earned several thousand pounds a year, but Paul’s mother only made 
several hundreds, and she was again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be 
first in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches 
for drapery advertisements. 

She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul 
watched her face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer’s letter. 
As his mother read it, her face hardened and became more expres- 
sionless. Then a cold, determined look came on her mouth. She hid 
the letter under the pile of others, and said not a word about it. 

“Didn’t you have anything nice in the post or your birthday, 
mother?” said Paul. 

“Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and absent. 

She went away to town without saying more. 

But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul’s mother 
had had a long interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole five 
thousand could not be advanced at once, as she was in debt. 

“What do you think, uncle?” said the boy. 


ac . ” 
I leave it to you, son. 
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“Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other,” 
said the boy. 

“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!” said Uncle 
Oscar. 

“But I’m sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincoln- 
shire; or else the Derby. I’m sure to know for one of them,” said 
Paul. 

So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul’s mother touched 
the whole five thousand. Then something very curious happened. The 
voices in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a 
spring evening. There were certain new furnishings, and Paul had a 
tutor. He was really going to Eton, his father’s school, in the follow- 
ing autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming of 
the luxury Paul’s mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the 
house, behind the sptays of mimosa and almond blossom, and from 
under the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed in 
a sort of ecstasy: “There must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must 
be more money. Oh, now, now-w! Now-w-w—there must be more 
money!—more than ever! More than ever!” 

It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek 
with his tutors. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The 
Grand National had gone by: he had not “known,” and had lost a 
hundred pounds. Summer was at hand. He was in agony for the 
Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn’t “know,” and he lost fifty 
pounds. He became wild-eyed and strange, as if something were 
going to explode in him. 

“Let it alone, son! Don’t you bother about it!” urged Uncle Oscar. 
But it was as if the boy couldn’t really hear what his uncle was saying. 

“Tve got to know for the Derby! I’ve got to know for the Derby!” 
the child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness. 

His mother noticed how overwrought he was. 

“You'd better go to the seaside. Wouldn't you like to go now to 
the seaside, instead of waiting? I think you'd better,” she said, look- 
ing down at him anxiously, her heart curiously heavy because of him. 

But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes. 

“I couldn't possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I 
couldn’t possibly!” 

“Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was 
opposed. “Why not? You can still go from the seaside to see the 
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you to wait here. Besides, I think you care too much about these races. 
It’s a bad sign. My family has been a gambling family, and you 
won't know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it 
has done damage. I shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle 
Oscar not to talk racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable 
about it; go away to the seaside and forget it. You're all nerves!” 

“TIL do what you like, mother, so long as you don’t send me away 
till after the Derby,” the boy said. 

“Send you away from where? Just from this house?” 

“Yes,” he said, gazing at her. 

“Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house 
so much, suddenly? I never knew you loved it.” 

He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, 
something he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar. 

But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for 
some moments, said: 

“Very well, then! Don’t go to the seaside till after the Derby, if 
you don’t wish it. But promise me you won't let your nerves go to 
pieces. Promise you won't think so much about horse-racing and 
events, as you call them!” 

“Oh, no,” said the boy casually. “I won’t think much about them, 
mother. You needn’t worry. I wouldn’t worry, mother, if I were 

ou.” 

“If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder what 
we should do!” 

“But you know you needn’t worry, mother, don’t you?” the boy 
repeated. 

“T should be awfully glad to know it,” she said wearily. 

“Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you 
needn’t worry,” he insisted. 

“Ought I? Then Pll see about it,” she said. 

Paul’s secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no 
name. Since he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery-govern- 
ess, he had had his rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom at the 
top of the house. 

“Surely, you're too big for a rocking-horse!” his mother had remon- 


strated. 
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“Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have 
some sort of animal about,” had been his quaint answer. 

“Do you feel he keeps you company?” she laughed. 

“Oh, yes! He’s very good, he always keeps me company, when I’m 
there,” said Paul. 

So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the boy’s 
bedroom. 

The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more 
tense. He hardly heard what was spoken to him, he was very frail, 
and his eyes were really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange 
seizures of uneasiness about him. Sometimes, for half-an-hour, she 
would feel a sudden anxiety about him that was almost anguish. She 
wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe. 

Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when 
one of her rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped her 
heart till she could hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might 
and main, for she believed in common-sense. But it was too strong. 
She had to leave the dance and go downstairs to telephone to the 
country. The children’s nursery-governess was terribly surprised and 
startled at being rung up in the night. 

“Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?” 

“Oh, yes, they are quite all right.” 

“Master Paul? Is he all right?” 

“He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at 
hime” . 

“No,” said Paul’s mother reluctantly. “No! Don’t trouble. It’s all 
right. Don’t sit up. We shall be home fairly soon.” She did not want 
her son’s privacy intruded upon. 

“Very good,” said the governess. 

It was about one o'clock when Paul’s mother and father drove up 
to their house. All was still. Paul’s mother went to her room and 
slipped off her white fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up 
for her. She heard her husband downstairs, mixing a whisky-and- 
soda. 

And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole 
upstairs to her son’s room. Noiselessly she went along the upper 
corridor. Was there a faint noise? What was it? 

She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There 
was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood still. 
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It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, 
in violent, hushed motion. What was it? What in God’s name was 
it? She ought to know. She felt that she knew the noise. She knew 
what it was. 

Yet she could not place it. She couldn’t say what it was. And on 
and on it went, like a madness. 

Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-handle. 

The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she heard 
and saw something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amaze- 
ment. 

Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his 
green pyjamas, madly surging on the rocking-horse. The blaze of 
light suddenly lit him up, as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her 
up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress of pale green and crystal, in the 
doorway. 

“Paul!” she cried. “Whatever are you doing?” 

“Tt’s Malabar!” he screamed, in a powerful, strange voice. ples 
Malabar!” 

His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he 
ceased urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the 
ground, and she, all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, 
rushed to gather him up. 

But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some 
brain-fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by his 
side. 

‘Malabar! It’s Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It’s Malabar!” 

So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse that 
gave him his inspiration. 

“What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart-broken mother. 

“TI don’t know,” said the father stonily. 

“What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother Oscar. 

“It’s one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer. 

And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and 
himself put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one. 

The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a 
change. The boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing cease- 
lessly on the pillow. He neither slept nor regained consciousness, and 
his eyes were like blue stones. His mother sat, feeling her heart had 
gone, turned actually into a stone. 
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In the evening, Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a 
message, saying could he come up for one moment, just one mo- 
ment? Paul’s mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on second 
thought she agreed. The boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett might 
bring him to consciousness. 

The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache, and 
sharp little brown eyes, tip-toed into the room, touched his imaginary 
cap to Paul’s mother, and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, 
smallish eyes, at the tossing, dying child. 

“Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in first 
all right, a clean win. I did as you told me. You’ve made over seventy 
thousand pounds, you have; you've got over eighty thousand. Mala- 
bar came in all right, Master Paul.” 

“Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Mala- 
bar? Do you think I’m lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn’t I? 
Over eighty thousand pounds! I call that lucky, don’t you, mother? 
Over eighty thousand pounds! I knew, didn’t I know I knew! Mala- 
bar came in all right. If I ride my horse till I’m sure, then I tell you, 
Bassett, you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all you were 
worth, Bassett?” 

“T went a thousand on it, Master Paul.” 

“T never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get there, 
then I’m absolutely sure—oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell your 
I am lucky!” 

“No, you never did,” said the mother. 

But the boy died in the night. 

And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother’s voice say- 
ing to her: “My God, Hester, you're eighty-odd thousand to the 
good, and a poor devil of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, 
he’s best gone out of a life where he rides his rocking-horse to find a 
winner. 
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* DISORDER AND EARLY SORROW 


Thomas Mann’s merchant ancestors prospered for over a cen- 
tury in Liibeck, Germany, ancient trading city of the Hanseatic 
League. His father, who died when Thomas was fifteen, was 
twice mayor of the city. His mother, musical and temperamental, 
was the daughter of a German planter in Rio de Janeiro and his 
Portuguese-Creole wife. As he grew up, Thomas Mann felt 
that the dominant qualities of his parents and their separate 
traditions were at war within his nature. In his writing this is 
dramatized as the opposition of businessman and artist, of North 
and South, of life and spirit, of realism and romanticism. 

At the Liibeck High School, whose Prussian military discipline 
he hated, Mann devoted most of his energies to a student 
literary magazine. When he graduated he joined his mother in 
Munich, in southern Germany, and soon went on to Rome, 
where he spent over a year in seclusion, working hard at his 
writing in company with his brother Heinrich, who also be- 
came an influential novelist. 

Thomas Mann’s magazine stories were collected in the volume 
Little Herr Friedemann when he was only twenty-three. At 
twenty-five he published Buddenbrooks (1901), a three-genera- 
tion family novel which sold over a million copies in Germany 
alone. Like Galsworthy’s later Forsyte Saga, it describes the 
gradual decay and dissolution of a patrician merchant family. 
As the family grows more cultivated, producing artists and men 
of sensibility, character and purpose tend to disappear. Mann’s 
preoccupation with decadence is even more marked in the 
beautiful long short story, “Death in Venice” (1911), and in 
The Magic Mountain (1924), which is set in a tuberculosis 


sanitatium in Switzerland. Rich both in characterization and in 
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explicitly discussed ideas, The Magic Mountain is a study of 
what is wrong with European culture. The problem had fasci- 
nated Mann ever since, as a young man, he saturated himself in 
the philosophies of Schopenhauer and Nietzsche. In The Magic 
Mountain, as elsewhere in Mann’s work, physical illness stands 
for spiritual illness. 

Under the influence of depth psychology and anthropology, 
Mann became increasingly interested in the way in which myth 
unites present and past, the conscious and unconscious. In the 
four-volume series, Joseph and His Brothers, completed in 1943, 
Mann retells the Biblical story of Joseph with application to 
modern politics and culture. At the same time, he shows in it 
the influence of racial memory, or of what Carl Jung, the psy- 
chologist, calls “the collective unconscious.” Dr. Faustus (1948) 
telates music, beauty, sickness, sensitivity and decadence in the 
life of an imaginary composer whose biography is like that of 
Nietzsche. Mann’s interest in music shows in the formal ele- 
ments of his own stories. Certain words and images recur in 
association with certain characters and ideas as do melodic phrases 
or leitmotifs in the operas of Wagner. Mann refers to this 
characteristic of his work in a suggestive passage, included here 
in Appendix B, from one of his lectures. There are obvious ex- 
amples in “Little Herr Friedemann.” 

From the time of the success of Buddenbrooks, with Goethe 
as his model, Thomas Mann took very seriously his role as one 
of the chief representatives of European culture. During World 
War I, he was still a political conservative, but during the writ- 
ing of The Magic Mountain, where there are long debates be- 
tween an authoritarian and a liberal, his views became more 
moderate and democratic, though still very complex. In ¥O3T; 
at a stormy meeting broken up by Nazi hecklers, he spoke 
under the auspices of the Social-Democratic Party. Mann left 
Germany after Hitler came to power, and broke finally with the 
Third Reich in 1936, in a famous exchange of letters with the 
Dean of Philosophy at Bonn University. In 1938, he moved to 
the United States, where he actively supported the war effort 
and received American citizenship. 

In 1952, troubled by the tensions of the “cold war’ and what 
he thought was increasing political reaction in the United States, 
Mann returned to Europe to end his days in Switzerland. His last 
work, published when he was eighty, is the pPicaresque comic 
novel, The Confessions of Felix Krull, Confidence Man. 


Though in its melodramatic conclusion and in the obviousness 
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of some details “Little Herr Friedemann” shows itself to be an 
early story, it brings together in very striking form the themes 
and symbols which were to dominate much of Mann’s work. Its 
picture of social manners under the Empire also points up by 
contrast the sense of social instability and formlessness which the 
professor in “Disorder and Early Sorrow” feels so acutely. 

Mann liked to write about children, the abnormal, and artists. 
The hero of “The Infant Prodigy” is all three. He is something 
of a monster, but a delightful one, whose relations with his 
audience undoubtedly express some of the author’s feelings 
about the role which he himself—or any artist—must play. 

Of Mann’s four major long short stories or novellen, “Tonio 
Kroger,” “Death in Venice,” “Mario and the Magician,” and 
“Disorder and Early Sorrow,” the last is most universal in its 
theme. It is a penetrating subjective study of the unsettling 
effects of the inflation, which had so much to do with the disas- 
trous events of the ’thirties in Germany. But as a subtle and 
tender expression of parental love, it transcends the merely 
historical. 
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It was the nurse’s fault. When they first suspected, Frau Consul 
Friedemann had spoken to her very gravely about the need of con- 
trolling her weakness. But what good did that do? Or the glass of 
red wine which she got daily besides the beer which was needed for 
the milk? For they suddenly discovered that she even sank so low as 
to drink the methylated spirit which was kept for the spirit lamp. Be- 
fore they could send her away and get someone to take her place, the 
mischief was done. One day the mother and sisters came home to find 
that little Johannes, then about a month old, had fallen from the 
couch and lay on the floor, uttering an appallingly faint little cry, 
while the nurse stood beside him quite stupefied. 

LITTLE HERR FRIEDEMANN. Reprinted from Stories of Three Decades by 


Thomas Mann, by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. Copyright 1936 by 
Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 
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The doctor came and with firm, gentle hands tested the little crea- 
ture’s contracted and twitching limbs. He made a very serious face. 
The three girls stood sobbing in a corner and the Frau Consul in the 
anguish of her heart prayed aloud. 

The poor mother, just before the child’s birth, had already suffered 
a crushing blow: her husband, the Dutch Consul, had been snatched 
away from her by sudden and violent illness, and now she was too 
broken to cherish any hope that little Johannes would be spared to 
her. But by the second day the doctor had given her hand an encour- 
aging squeeze and told her that all immediate danger was over. There 
was no longer any sign that the brain was affected. The facial ex- 
pression was altered, it had lost the fixed and staring look. . . . Of 
course, they must see how things went on—and hope for the best, 
hope for the best. 


The grey gabled house in which Johannes Friedemann grew up 
stood by the north gate of the little old commercial city. The front 
door led into a large flag-paved entry, out of which a stair with a 
white wooden balustrade led up into the second storey. The faded 
wall-paper in the living-room had a landscape pattern, and straight- 
backed chairs and sofas in dark-red plush stood round the heavy ma- 
hogany table. 

Often in his childhood Johannes sat here at the window, which 
always had a fine showing of flowers, on a small footstool at his 
mother’s feet, listening to some fairy-tale she told him, gazing at her 
smooth grey head, her mild and gentle face, and breathing in the 
faint scent she exhaled. She showed him the picture of his father, a 
kindly man with grey side-whiskers—he was now in heaven, she 
said, and awaiting them there. 

Behind the house was a small garden where in summer they spent 
much of their time, despite the smell of burnt sugar which came 
over from the refinery close by. There was a gnarled old walnut tree 
in whose shade little Johannes would sit, on a low wooden stool, crack- 
ing walnuts, while Frau Friedemann and her three daughters, now 
srown women, took refuge from the sun under a grey canvas tent. 
The mother’s gaze often strayed from her embroidery to look with 
sad and loving eyes at her child. 

He was not beautiful, little Johannes, as he crouched on his stool 
industriously cracking his nuts. In fact, he was a strange sight, with 
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his pigeon breast, humped back, and disproportionately long arms. 
But his hands and feet were delicately formed, he had soft red-brown 
eyes like a doe’s, a sensitive mouth, and fine, light-brown hair. His 
head, had it not sat so deep between his shoulders, might almost have 
been called pretty. 


When he was seven he went to school, where time passed swiftly 
and uniformly. He walked every day, with the strut deformed people 
often have, past the quaint gabled houses and shops to the old school- 
house with the vaulted arcades. When he had done his preparation he 
would read in his books with the lovely title-page illustrations in 
colour, or else work in the garden, while his sisters kept house for 
their invalid mother. They went out too, for they belonged to the 
best society of the town; but unfortunately they had not married, for 
they had not much money nor any looks to recommend them. 

Johatines too was now and then invited out by his schoolmates, but 
it is not likely that he enjoyed it. He could not take part in their 
games, and they were always embarrassed in his company, so there 
was no feeling of good fellowship. 

There came a time when he began to hear certain matters talked 
about, in the courtyard at. school. He listened wide-eyed and large- 
eared, quite silent, to his companions’ raving over this or that little 
girl. Such things, though they entirely engrossed the attention of 
these others, were not, he felt, for him; they belonged in the same 
category as the ball games and gymnastics. At times he felt a little 
sad. But at length he had become quite used to standing on one side 
and not taking part. 

But after all it came about—when he was sixteen—that he felt sud- 
denly drawn to a girl of his own age. She was the sister of a class- 
mate of his, a blonde, hilarious hoyden, and he met her when calling 
at her brother's house. He felt strangely embarrassed in her neigh- 
bourhood; she too was embarrassed and treated him with such arti- 
ficial cordiality that it made him sad. 

One summer afternoon as he was walking by himself on the wall 
outside the town, he heard a whispering behind a jasmine bush and 
peeped cautiously through the branches. There she sat on a bench 
beside a long-legged, red-haired youth of his acquaintance. They had 


their arms about each other and he was imprinting on her lips a kiss, 
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which she returned amid giggles. Johannes looked, turned round, and 
went softly away. 

His head was sunk deeper than ever between his shoulders, his 
hands trembled, and a sharp pain shot upwards from his chest to 
his throat. But he choked it down, straightening himself as well as he 
could. “Good,” said he to himself. “That is over. Never again will I 
let myself in for any of it. To the others it brings joy and happiness, 
for me it can only mean sadness and pain. I am done with it. For me 
that is all over. Never again.” 

The resolution did him good. He had renounced, renounced for- 
ever. He went home, took up a book;-or else played on his violin, 


which despite his deformed chest he had learned to do. 


At seventeen Johannes left school to go into business, like every- 
body else he knew. He was apprenticed to the big lumber firm of 
Herr Schlievogt down on the river-bank. They were kind and con- 
siderate, he on his side was responsive and friendly, time passed with 
peaceful regularity. But in his twenty-first year his mother died, after 
a lingering illness. 

This was a sore blow for Johannes Friedemann, and the pain of it 
endured. He cherished this grief, he gave himself up to it as one gives 
oneself to a great joy, he fed it with a thousand childhood memories; 
it was the first important event in his life and he made the most of it. 

Is not life in and for itself a good, regardless of whether we may 
call its content “happiness”? Johannes Friedemann felt that it was 
so, and he loved life. He, who had renounced the greatest joy it can 
bring us, taught himself with infinite, incredible care to take pleasure 
in what it had still to offer. A walk in the springtime in the parks 
surrounding the town; the fragrance of a flower; the song of a bird— 
might not one feel grateful for such things as these? 

And that we need to be taught how to enjoy, yes, that our edu- 
cation is always and only equal to our capacity for enjoyment—he 
knew that too, and he trained himself. Music he loved, and attended 
all the concerts that were given in the town. He came to play the 
violin not so badly himself, no matter what a figure of fun he made 
when he did it; and took delight in every beautiful soft tone he suc- 
ceeded in producing. Also, by much reading he came in time to pos- 
sess a literary taste the like of which did not exist in the place. He 
kept up with the new books, even the foreign ones; he knew how 
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to savour the seductive rhythm of a lyric or the ultimate flavour of a 
subtly told tale—yes, one might almost call him a connoisseur. 

He learned to understand that to everything belongs its own en- 
joyment and that it is absurd to distinguish between an experience 
which is “happy” and one which is not. With a right good will he ac- 
cepted each emotion as it came, each mood, whether sad or gay. Even 
he cherished the unfulfilled desires, the longings. He loved them for 
their own sakes and told himself that with fulfilment the best of them 
would be past. The vague, sweet, painful yearning and hope of quiet 
spring evenings—are they not richer in joy than all the fruition the 
summer can bring? Yes, he was a connoisseur, our little Herr Friede- 
mann. 

But of course they did not know that, the people whom he met on 
the street, who bowed to him with the kindly, compassionate air he 
knew so well. They could not know that this unhappy cripple, strut- 
ting comically along in his light overcoat and shiny top hat—strange 
to say, he was a little vain—they could not know how tenderly he 
loved the mild flow of his life, charged with no great emotions, it is 
true, but full of a quiet and tranquil happiness which was his own 
creation. 


But Herr Friedemann’s great preference, his real passion, was for 
the theatre. He possessed a dramatic sense which was unusually 
strong; at a telling theatrical effect or the catastrophe of a tragedy his 
whole small frame would shake with emotion. He had his regular seat 
in the first row of boxes at the opera-house; was an assiduous fre- 
quenter and often took his sisters with him. Since their mothet’s 
death they kept house for their brother in the old home which they 
all owned together. 

It was a pity they were unmarried still; but with the decline of hope 
had come resignation—Friederike, the eldest, was seventeen years fur- 
ther on than Herr Friedemann. She and her sister Henriette were 
over-tall and thin, whereas Pfifh, the youngest, was too short and 
stout. She had a funny way, too, of shaking herself as she talked, and 
water came in the corners of her mouth. 

Little Herr Friedemann did not trouble himself overmuch about 
his three sisters. But they stuck together loyally and were always of 
one mind. Whenever an engagement was announced in their circle 
they with one voice said how very gratifying that was. 


366 Thomas Mann 


Their brother continued to live with them even after he became 
independent, as he did by leaving Herr Schlievogt’s firm and going 
into business for himself, in an agency of sorts, which was no great 
tax on his time. His offices were in a couple of rooms on the ground 
floor of the house so that at mealtimes he had but the pair of stairs 
to mount—for he suffered now and then from asthma. 

His thirtieth birthday fell on a fine warm June day, and after din- 
ner he sat out in the grey canvas tent, with a new head-rest em- 
broidered by Henriette. He had a good cigar in his mouth and a good 
book in his hand. But sometimes he would put the latter down to 
listen to the sparrows chirping blithely-in the old nut tree and look 
at the clean gravel path leading up to the house between lawns bright 
with summer flowers. 

Little Herr Friedemann wore no beard, and his face had scarcely 
changed at all; save that the features were slightly sharper. He wore 
his fine light-brown hair parted on one side. 

Once, as he let the book fall on his knee and looked up into the 
sunny blue sky, he said to himself: “Well, so that is thirty years. 
Perhaps there may be ten or even twenty more, God knows. They will 
mount up without a sound or a stir and pass by like those that are 
gone; and I look forward to them with peace in my heart.” 


Now, it happened in July of the same year that a new appointment 
to the office of District Commandant had set the whole town talking. 
The stout and jolly gentleman who had for many years occupied the 
post had been very popular in social circles and they saw him go with 
great regret. It was in compliance with goodness knows what regula- 
tions that Herr von Rinnlingen and no other was sent hither from 
the capital. 

In any case the exchange was not such a bad one. The new Com- 
mandant was matried but childless. He rented a spacious villa in the 
southern suburbs of the city and seemed to intend to set up an estab- 
lishment. There was a report that he was very rich—which received 
confirmation in the fact that he brought with him four servants, five 
riding and carriage horses, a landau and a light hunting-cart. 

Soon after their arrival the husband and wife left cards on all the 
best society, and their names were on every tongue. But it was not 
Herr von Rinnlingen, it was his wife who was the centre of interest. 
All the men were dazed, for the moment too dazed to pass judg- 
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ment; but their wives were quite prompt and definite in the view 
that Gerda von Rinnlingen was not their sort. 

“Of course, she comes from the metropolis, her ways would nat- 
urally be different,” Frau Hagenstrom, the lawyet’s wife, said, in con- 
versation with Henriette Friedemann. “She smokes, and she tides. 
That is of course. But it is her manners—they are not only free, they 
are positively brusque, or even worse. You see, no one could call het 
ugly, one might even say she is pretty; but she has not a trace of 
feminine charm in her looks or gestures or her laugh—they com- 
pletely lack everything that makes a man fall in love with a woman. 
She is not a flirt-—and goodness knows I would be the last to dispar- 
age her for that. But it is strange to see so young a woman—she is 
only twenty-four—so entirely wanting in natural charm. I am not ex- 
pressing myself very well, my dear, but I know what I mean. All the 
men are simply bewildered. In a few weeks, you will see, they will be 
disgusted.” 

“Well,” Fraulein Friedemann said, “she certainly has everything 
she wants.” 

“Yes,” cried Frau Hagenstrom, “look at her husband! And how 
does she treat him? You ought to see it—you will see it! I would be 
the first to approve of a married woman behaving with a certain re- 
serve towards the other sex. But how does she behave to her own 
husband? She has a way of fixing him with an ice-cold stare and say- 
ing ‘My dear friend!’ with a pitying expression that drives me mad. 
For when you look at him—upright, correct, gallant, a brilliant officer 
and a splendidly preserved man of forty! They have been married four 


years, my dear.” 


Herr Friedemann was first vouchsafed a glimpse of Frau von Rinn- 
lingen in the main street of the town, among all the rows of shops, 
at midday, when he was coming from the Bourse, where he had done 
a little bidding. 

He was strolling along beside Herr Stephens, looking tiny and im- 
portant, as usual. Herr Stephens was in the wholesale trade, a huge 
stocky man with round side-whiskers and bushy eyebrows. Both of 
them wore top hats; their overcoats were unbuttoned on account of 
the heat. They tapped their canes along the pavement and talked of 
the political situation; but half-way down the street Stephens sud- 


denly said: 
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“Deuce take it if there isn’t the Rinnlingen driving along.” 

“Good,” answered Hert Friedemann in his high, rather sharp voice, 
looking expectantly ahead. “Because I have never set eyes on her. 
And here we have the yellow cart we hear so much about.” 

It was in fact the hunting-cart which Frau von Rinnlingen was her- 
self driving today with a pair of thoroughbreds; a groom sat behind 
her, with folded arms. She wore a loose beige coat and skirt and a 
small round straw hat with a brown leather band, beneath which her 
well-waved red-blond hair, a good, thick crop, was drawn into a knot 
at the nape of her neck. Her face was oval, with a dead-white skin 
and faint bluish shadows lurking under-the close-set eyes. Her nose 
was short but well-shaped, with a becoming little saddle of freckles; 
whether her mouth was as good or no could not be told, for she kept 
it in continual motion, sucking the lower and biting the upper lip. 

Herr Stephens, as the cart came abreast of them, greeted her with 
a great show of deference; little Herr Friedemann lifted his hat too 
and looked at her with wide-eyed attention. She lowered her whip, 
nodded slightly, and drove slowly past, looking at the houses and 
shop-windows. 

After a few paces Herr Stephens said: 

“She has been taking a drive and was on her way home.” 

Little Herr Friedemann made no answer, but stared before him at 
the pavement. Presently he started, looked at his companion, and 
asked: “What did you say?” 

And Herr Stephens repeated his acute remark. 


Three days after that Johannes Friedemann came home at mid. 
day from his usual walk. Dinner was at half past twelve, and he 
would spend the interval in his office at the right of the entrance door. 
But the maid came across the entry and told him that there were 
visitors. 

“In my office?” he asked. 

“No, upstairs with the mistress.” 

“Who are they?” 

“Herr and Frau Colonel von Rinnlingen.” 

“Ah,” said Johannes Friedemann. “Then I will—” 

And he mounted the stairs. He crossed the lobby and laid his hand 
on the knob of the high white door leading into the “landscape room.” 
And then he drew back, turned round, and slowly returned as he 
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had come. And spoke to himself, for there was no one else there, 
and said: “No, better not.” 

He went into his office, sat down at his desk, and took up the 
paper. But after a little he dropped it again and sat looking to one 
side out of the window. Thus he sat until the maid came to say that 
luncheon was ready; then he went up into the dining-room where 
his sisters were already waiting, and sat down in his chair, in which 
there were three music-books. 

As she ladled the soup Henriette said: 

“Johannes, do you know who were here?” 

“Well?” he asked. 

“The new Commandant and his wife.” 

“Indeed? That was friendly of them.” 

“Yes,” said Pfiff, a little water coming in the corners of her mouth. 
“T found them both very agreeable.” 

“And we must lose no time in returning the call,” said Friederike. 
“I suggest that we go next Sunday, the day after tomorrow.” 

“Sunday,” Henriette and Pfiffi said. 

“You will go with us, Johannes?” asked Friederike. 

“Of course he will,” said Pfifi, and gave herself a little shake. Herr 
Friedemann had not heard her at all; he was eating his soup, with a 
hushed and troubled air. It was as though he were listening to some 
strange noise he heard. 


Next evening Lohengrin was being given at the opera, and every- 
body in society was present. The small auditorium was crowded, hum- 
ming with voices and smelling of gas and perfumery. And every eye- 
glass in the stalls was directed towards box thirteen, next to the stage; 
for this was the first appearance of Herr and Frau von Rinnlingen 
and one could give them a good looking-over. 

When little Herr Friedemann, in flawless dress clothes and glisten- 
ing white pigeon-breasted shirt-front, entered his box, which was 
number thirteen, he started back at the door, making a gesture with 
his hand towards his brow. His nostrils dilated feverishly. Then he 
took his seat, which was next to Frau von Rinnlingen’s. 

She contemplated him for a little while, with her under lip stuck 
out; then she turned to exchange a few words with her husband, a 
tall, broad-shouldered gentleman with a brown, good-natured face and 
turned-up moustaches. 
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When the overture began and Frau von Rinnlingen leaned over the 
balustrade Herr Friedemann gave her a quick, searching side glance. 
She wore a light-coloured evening frock, the only one in the theatre 
which was slightly low in the neck. Her sleeves were full and her 
white gloves came up to her elbows. Her figure was statelier than it 
had looked under the loose coat; her full bosom slowly rose and fell 
and the knot of red-blond hair hung low and heavy at the nape of 
her neck. 

Herr Friedemann was pale, much paler than usual, and little beads 
of perspiration stood on his brow beneath the smoothly parted brown 
hair. He could see Frau von Rinnlingen’s left arm, which lay upon 
the balustrade. She had taken off her glove and the rounded, dead- 
white arm and ringless hand, both of them shot with pale blue veins, 
were directly under his eye—he could not help seeing them. 

The fiddles sang, the trombones crashed, Telramund was slain, gen- 
eral jubilation reigned in the orchestra, and little Herr Friedemann sat 
there motionless and pallid, his head drawn in between his shoulders, 
his forefinger to his lips and one hand thrust into the opening of his 
waistcoat. 

As the curtain fell, Frau von Rinnlingen got up to leave the box 
with her husband. Johannes Friedemann saw her without looking, 
wiped his handkerchief across his brow, then rose suddenly and went 
as far as the door into the foyer, where he turned, came back to his 
chair, and sat down in the same posture as before. 

When the bell rang and his neighbours re-entered the box he felt 
Frau von Rinnlingen’s eyes upon him, so that finally against his will 
he raised his head. As their eyes met, hers did not swerve aside; she 
continued to gaze without embarrassment until he himself, deeply 
humiliated, was forced to look away. He turned a shade paler and 
felt a strange, sweet pang of anger and scorn. The music began again. 

Towards the end of the act Frau von Rinnlingen chanced to drop 
her fan; it fell at Herr Friedemann’s feet. They both stooped at the 
same time, but she reached it first and gave a little mocking smile as 
she said: “Thank you.” 

Their heads were quite close together and just for a second he got 
the warm scent of her breast. His face was drawn, his whole body 
twitched, and his heart thumped so horribly that he lost his breath. 
He sat without moving for half a minute, then he pushed back his 
chair, got up quietly, and went out. 


Little Herr Friedemann ES a: 
He crossed the lobby, pursued by the music; got his top hat from 


the cloak-room, his light overcoat and his stick, went down the stairs 
and out of doors. 

It was a warm, still evening. In the gas-lit street the gabled houses 
towered towards a sky where stars were softly beaming. The pave- 
ment echoed the steps of a few passers-by. Someone spoke to him, 
but he heard and saw nothing; his head was bowed and his deformed 
chest shook with the violence of his breathing. Now and then he 
murmured to himself: 

“My God, my God!” 

He was gazing horror-struck within himself, beholding the havoc 
which had been wrought with his tenderly. cherished, scrupulously 
managed feelings. Suddenly he was quite overpowered by the strength 
of his tortured longing. Giddy and drunken he leaned against a lamp- 
post and his quivering lips uttered the one word: “Gerda!” 

The stillness was complete. Far and wide not a soul was to be seen. 
Little Herr Friedemann pulled himself together and went on, up the 
street in which the opera-house stood and which ran steeply down to 
the river, then along the main street northwards to his home. 

How she had looked at him! She had forced him, actually, to cast 
down his eyes! She had humiliated him with her glance. But was she 
not a woman and he a man? And those strange brown eyes of hers— 
had they not positively glittered with unholy joy? 

Again he felt the same surge of sensual, impotent hatred mount up 
in him; then he relived the moment when her head had touched his, 
when he had breathed in the fragrance of her body—and for the sec- 
ond time he halted, bent his deformed torso backwards, drew in the 
air through clenched teeth, and murmured helplessly, desperately, un- 
controllably: 

“My God, my God!” 

Then went on again, slowly, mechanically, through the heavy eve- 
ning air, through the empty echoing streets until he stood before his 
own house. He paused a minute in the entry, breathing the cool, 
dank inside air; then he went into his office. 

He sat down at his desk by the open window and stared straight 
ahead of him at a large yellow rose which somebody had set there 
in a glass of water. He took it up and smelt it with his eyes closed, 
then put it down with a gesture of weary sadness. No, no. That was 
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all over. What was even that fragance to him now? What any of all 
those things that up to now had been the well-springs of his joy? 

He turned away and gazed into the quiet street. At intervals steps 
passed and the sound died away. The stars stood still and glittered. 
He felt so weak, so utterly tired to death. His head was quite vacant, 
and suddenly his despair began to melt into a gentle, pervading mel- 
ancholy. A few lines of a poem flickered through his head, he heard 
the Lohengrin music in his ears, he saw Frau von Rinnlingen’s face 
and her round white arm on the red velvet—then he fell into a heavy 
fever-burdened sleep. 


Often he was near waking, but feared to do so and managed to sink 
back into forgetfulness again. But when it had grown quite light, he 
opened his eyes and looked round him with a wide and painful gaze. 
He remembered everything, it was as though the anguish had never 
been intermitted by sleep. 

His head was heavy and his eyes burned. But when he had washed 
up and bathed his head with cologne he felt better and sat down in 
his place by the still open window. It was early, perhaps only five 
o'clock. Now and then a baker’s boy passed; otherwise there was no 
one to be seen. In the opposite house the blinds were down. But birds 
were twittering and the sky was luminously blue. A wonderfully 
beautiful Sunday morning. 

A feeling of comfort and confidence came over little Herr Friede- 
mann. Why had he been distressing himself? Was not everything 
just as it had been? The attack of yesterday had been a bad one. 
Granted. But it should be the last. It was not too late, he could still 
escape destruction. He must avoid every occasion of a fresh seizure; 
he felt sure he could do this. He felt the strength to conquer and sup- 
press his weakness. 

It struck half past seven and Friederike came in with the coffee, set- 
ting it on the round table in front of the leather sofa against the rear 
wall. 

“Good morning, Johannes,” said she; “here is your breakfast.” 

“Thanks,” said little Herr Friedemann. And then: “Dear Friederike, 
I am sorry, but you will have to pay your call without me, I do not 
feel well enough to go. I have slept badly and have a headache—in 


short, | must ask you—” 
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“What a pity!” answered Friederike. “You must go another time. 
But you do look ill. Shall I lend you my menthol pencil?” 

“Thanks,” said Herr Friedemann. “It will pass.” And Friederike 
went out. 

Standing at the table he slowly drank his coffee and ate a croissant. 
He felt satisfied with himself and proud of his firmness. When he had 
finished he sat down again by the open window, with a cigar. The 
food had done him good and he felt happy and hopeful. He took a 
book and sat reading and smoking and blinking into the sunlight. 

Morning had fully come, wagons rattled past, there were many 
voices and the sound of the bells on passing trams. With and among 
it all was woven the twittering and chirping; there was a radiant blue 
sky, a soft mild air. 

At ten o'clock he heard his sisters cross the entry; the front door 
creaked, and he idly noticed that they passed his window. An hour 
went by. He felt more and more happy. 

A sort of hubris mounted in him. What a heavenly air—and how 
the birds were singing! He felt like taking a little walk. Then sud- 
denly, without any transition, yet accompanied by a terror namelessly 
sweet, came the thought: “Suppose I were to go to her!” And sup- 
pressing, as though by actual muscular effort, every warning voice 
within him, he added with blissful resolution: “I will go to her!” 

He changed into his Sunday clothes, took his top hat and his stick, 
and hurried with quickened breath through the town and into the 
southern suburbs. Without looking at a soul he kept raising and 
dropping his head with each eager step, completely rapt in his exalted 
state until he arrived at the avenue of chestnut trees and the red 
brick villa with the name of Commandant von Rinnlingen on the gate- 
post. 


But here he was seized by a tremor, his heart throbbed and pounded 
in his breast. He went across the vestibule and rang at the inside door. 
The die was cast, there was no retreating now. “Come what come 
may,” thought he, and felt the stillness of death within him. 

The door suddenly opened and the maid came towards him across 
the vestibule; she took his card and hurried away up the red-carpeted 
stair. Herr Friedemann gazed fixedly at the bright colour until she 
came back and said that her mistress would like him to come up. 

He put down his stick beside the door leading into the salon and 
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stole a look at himself in the glass. His face was pale, the eyes red, 
his hair was sticking to his brow, the hand that held his top hat kept 
on shaking. 

The maid opened the door and he went in. He found himself in a 
rather large, half-darkened room, with drawn curtains. At his right 
was a piano, and about the round table in the centre stood several 
atm-chairs covered in brown silk. The sofa stood along the left-hand 
wall, with a landscape painting in a heavy gilt frame hanging above 
it. The wall-paper too was dark in tone. There was an alcove filled 
with potted palms. 

A minute passed, then Frau von Rinnlingen opened the portieres 
on the right and approached him noiselessly over the thick brown 
carpet. She wore a simply cut frock of red and black plaid. A ray of 
light, with motes dancing in it, streamed from the alcove and fell 
upon her heavy red hair so that it shone like gold. She kept her 
strange eyes fixed upon him with a searching gaze and as usual stuck 
out her under lip. 

“Good morning, Frau Commandant,” began little Herr Friede- 
mann, and looked up at her, for he came only as high as her chest. 
“I wished to pay you my respects too. When my sisters did so I was 
unfortunately out . . . I regretted sincerely . . .” 

He had no idea at all what else he should say; and there she stood 
and gazed ruthlessly at him as though she would force him to go on. 
The blood rushed to his head. “She sees through me,” he thought, 
“she will torture and despise me. Her eyes keep flickering. . . .” 

But at last she said, in a very high, clear voice: 

“Tt is kind of you to have come. I have also been sorry not to see 
you before. Will you please sit down?” 

She took her seat close beside him, leaned back, and put her arm 
along the arm of the chair. He sat bent over, holding his hat between 
his knees. She went on: 

“Did you know that your sisters were here a quarter of an hour 
ago? They told me you were ill.” 

“Yes,” he answered, “I did not feel well enough to go out, I thought 
I should not be able to. That is why I am late.” 

“You do not look very well even now,” said she tranquilly, not shift- 
ing her gaze. “You are pale and your eyes are inflamed. You are not 


very strong, perhaps?” 
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“Oh,” said Herr Friedemann, stammering, “I’ve not much to com- 
plain of, as a rule.” 

“I am ailing a good deal too,” she went on, still not turning her 
eyes from him, “but nobody notices it. I am nervous, and sometimes 
I have the strangest feelings.” 

She paused, lowered her chin to her breast, and looked up ex- 
pectantly at him. He made no reply, simply sat with his dreamy gaze 
directed upon her. How strangely she spoke, and how her clear and 
thrilling voice affected him! His heart beat more quietly and he felt 
as though he were in a dream. She began again: 

“I am not wrong in thinking that you left the opera last night be- 
fore it was over?” 

“Yes, madam.” 

“I was sorry to see that. You listened like a music-lover—though 
the performance was only tolerable. You are fond of music, I am sure. 
Do you play the piano?” 

“T play the violin, a little,” said Herr Friedemann. “That is, really 
not very much—” 

“You play the violin?” she asked, and looked past him consider- 
ingly. “But we might play together,” she suddenly said. “I can ac- 
company a little. It would be a pleasure to find somebody here— 
would you come?” 

“I am quite at your service—with pleasure,” said he, stiffly. He was 
still as though in a dream. A pause ensued. Then suddenly her ex- 
pression changed. He saw it alter for one of cruel, though hardly 
perceptible mockery, and again she fixed him with that same search- 
ing, uncannily flickering gaze. His face burned, he knew not where 
to turn; drawing his head down between his shoulders he stared con- 
fusedly at the carpet, while there shot through him once more that 
strangely sweet and torturing sense of impotent rage. 

He made a desperate effort and raised his eyes. She was looking 
over his head at the door. With the utmost difficulty he fetched out 
a few words: 

“And you are so far not too dissatisfied with your stay in our city?” 

“Oh, no,” said Frau Rinnlingen indifferently. “No, certainly not; 
why should I not be satisfied? To be sure, I feel a little hampered, as 
though everybody’s eyes were upon me, but—oh before I forget it,” 
she went on quickly, “we are entertaining a few people next week, 
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a small, informal company. A little music perhaps, and conversation. 
. . » There is a charming garden at the back, it runs down to the 
river. You and your sisters will be receiving an invitation in due 
course, but perhaps | may ask you now to give us the pleasure of your 
company?” 

Herr Friedemann was just expressing his gratitude for the invita- 
tion when the door-knob was seized energetically from without and 
the Commandant entered. They both rose and Frau von Rinnlingen 
introduced the two men to each other. Her husband bowed to them 
both with equal courtesy. His bronze face glistened with the heat. 

He drew off his gloves, addressing Herr Friedemann in a powerful, 
rather sharp-edged voice. The latter looked up at him with large vacant 
eyes and had the feeling that he would presently be clapped benevo- 
lently on the shoulder. Heels together, inclining from the waist, the 
Commandant turned to his wife and asked, in a much gentler tone: 

“Have you asked Herr Friedemann if he will give us the pleasure 
of his company at our little party, my lover If you are willing | 
should like to fix the date for next week and I hope that the weather 
will remain fine so that we can enjoy ourselves in the garden.” 

“Just as you say,” answered Frau von Rinnlingen, and gazed past 
him. 

Two minutes later Herr Friedemann got up to go. At the door he 
turned and bowed to her once more, meeting her expressionless gaze 


still fixed upon him. 


He went away, but he did not go back to the town; unconsciously 
he struck into a path that led away from the avenue towards the old 
ruined fort by the river, among well-kept lawns and shady avenues 
with benches. 

He walked quickly and absently, with bent head. He felt intoler- 
ably hot, as though aware of flames leaping and sinking within him 
and his head throbbed with fatigue. 

It was as though her gaze still rested on him—not vacantly as it 
had at the end, but with that flickering cruelty which went with the 
strange still way she spoke. Did it give her pleasure to put him be- 
side himself, to see him helpless? Looking through and through him 
like that, could she not feel a little pity? 


He had gone along the river-bank under the moss-grown wall; he 


Little Herr Rae engnn B77 


sat down on a bench within a half-circle of blossoming jasmine. The 
sweet, heavy scent was all about him, the sun brooded upon the 
dimpling water. 

He was weary, he was worn out; and yet within him all was tumult 
and anguish. Were it not better to take one last look and then to go 
down into that quiet water; after a brief struggle to be free and safe 
and at peace? Ah, peace, peace—that was what he wanted! Not peace 
in an empty and soundless void, but a gentle, sunlit peace, full of 
good, of tranquil thoughts. 

All his tender love of life thrilled through him in that moment, all 
his profound yearning for his vanished “happiness.” But then he 
looked about him into the silent, endlessly indifferent peace of nature, 
saw how the river went its own way in the sun, how the grasses quiv- 
ered and the flowers stood up where they blossomed, only to fade 
and be blown away; saw how all that was bent submissively to the 
will of life; and there came over him all at once that sense of ac- 
quaintance and understanding with the inevitable which can make 
those who know it superior to the blows of fate. 

He remembered the afternoon of his thirtieth birthday and the 
peaceful happiness with which he, untroubled by fears or hopes, had 
looked forward to what was left of his life. He had seen no light and 
no shadow there, only a mild twilight radiance gently declining into 
the dark. With what a calm and superior smile had he contemplated 
the years still to come—how long ago was that? 

Then this woman had come, she had to come, it was his fate that 
she should, for she herself was his fate and she alone. He had known 
it from the first moment. She had come—and though he had tried 
his best to defend his peace, her coming had roused in him all those 
forces which from his youth up he had sought to suppress, feeling, as 
he did, that they spelled torture and destruction. They had seized 
upon him with frightful, irresistible power and flung him to the earth. 

They were his destruction, well he knew it. But why struggle, 
then, and why torture himself? Let everything take its course. He 
would go his appointed way, closing his eyes before the yawning void, 
bowing to his fate, bowing to the overwhelming, anguishingly sweet, 
irresistible power. 

The water glittered, the jasmine gave out its strong, pungent scent, 
the birds chattered in the tree-tops that gave glimpses among them of 
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a heavy, velvety-blue sky. Little hump-backed Herr Friedemann sat 
long upon his bench; he sat bent over, holding his head in his hands. 


Everybody agreed that the Rinnlingens entertained very well. Some 
thirty guests sat in the spacious dining-room, at the long, prettily 
decorated table, and the butler and two hired waiters were already 
handing round the ices. Dishes clattered, glasses rang, there was a 
warm aroma of food and perfumes. Here were comfortable merchants 
with their wives and daughters; most of the officers of the garrison; a 
few professional men, lawyers and the popular old family doctor— 
in short, all the best society. . 

A nephew of the Commandant, on a visit, a student of mathemat- 
ics, sat deep in conversation with Fraulein Hagenstrom, whose place 
was directly opposite Herr Friedemann’s, at the lower end of the 
table. Johannes. Friedemann sat there on a rich velvet cushion, beside 
the unbeautiful wife of the Colonial Director and not far off Frau von 
Rinnlingen, who had been escorted to table by Consul Stephens. It 
was astonishing, the change which had taken place in little Herr 
Friedemann in these few days. Perhaps the incandescent lighting in 
the room was partly to blame; but his cheeks looked sunken, he made 
a more crippled impression even than usual, and his inflamed eyes, 
with their dark rings, glowed with an inexpressibly tragic light. He 
drank a great deal of wine and now and then addressed a remark to 
his neighbour. 

Frau von Rinnlingen had not so far spoken to him at all; but now 
she leaned over and called out: 

“I have been expecting you in vain these days, you and your 
fiddle.” 

He looked vacantly at her for a while before he replied. She wore a 
light-coloured frock with a low neck that left the white throat bare; 
a Maréchal Niel rose in full bloom was fastened in her shining hair. 
Her cheeks were a little hushed, but the same bluish shadows lurked 
in the corners of her eyes. 

Herr Friedemann looked at his plate and forced himself to make 
some sort of reply; after which the school superintendent’s wife asked 
him if he did not love Beethoven and he had to answer that too. But 
at this point the Commandant, sitting at the head of the table, caught 
his wife’s eyes, tapped on his glass and said: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, | suggest that we drink our coffee in the 
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next room. It must be fairly decent out in the garden too, and who- 
ever wants a little fresh air, | am for him.” 

Lieutenant von Deidesheim made a tactful little joke to cover the 
ensuing pause, and the table rose in the midst of laughter. Herr 
Friedemann and his partner were among the last to quit the room; 
he escorted her through the “old German” smoking-room to the dim 
and pleasant living-room, where he took his leave. 

He was dressed with great care: his evening clothes were irreproach- 
able, his shirt was dazzlingly white, his slender, well-shaped feet were 
encased in patent-leather pumps, which now and then betrayed the 
fact that he wore red silk stockings. 

He looked out into the corridor and saw a good many people de- 
scending the steps into the garden. But he took up a position at the 
door of the smoking-room, with his cigar and coffee, where he could 
see into the living-room. 

Some of the men stood talking in this room, and at the right of the 
door a little knot had formed round a small table, the centre of which 
was the mathematics student, who was eagerly talking. He had made 
the assertion that one could draw through a given point mote than 
one parallel to a straight line; Frau Hagenstrom had cried that this 
was impossible, and he had gone on to prove it so conclusively that 
his hearers wete constrained to behave as though they understood. 

At the tear of the room, on the sofa beside the red-shaded lamp, 
Gerda von Rinnlingen sat in conversation with young Fraulein 
Stephens. She leaned back among the yellow silk cushions with one 
knee slung over the other, slowly smoking a cigarette, breathing out 
the smoke through her nose and sticking out her lower lip. Fraulein 
Stephens sat stiff as a graven image beside her, answering her ques- 
tions with an assiduous smile. 

Nobody was looking at little Herr Friedemann, so nobody saw that 
his large eyes were constantly directed upon Frau von Rinnlingen. 
He sat rather droopingly and looked at her. There was no passion in 
his gaze nor scarcely any pain. But there was something dull and 
heavy there, a dead weight of impotent, involuntary adoration. 
~ Some ten minutes went by. Then as though she had been secretly 
watching him the whole time, Frau von Rinnlingen approached and 

aused in front of him. He got up as he heard her say: 

“Would you care to go into the garden with me, Herr Friede- 


mann?” 
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He answered: 
“With pleasure, madam.” 


“You have never seen our garden?” she asked him as they went 
down the steps. “Tt is fairly large. | hope that there are not too many 
people in it; I should like to get a breath of fresh air. I got a head- 
ache during supper; perhaps the red wine was too strong for me. 
Let us go this way.” They passed through a glass door, the vestibule, 
and a cool little courtyard, whence they gained the open air by de- 
scending a couple more steps. 

The scent of all the flower-beds rose into the wonderful, warm, 
starry night. The garden lay in full moonlight and the guests were 
strolling up and down the white gravel paths, smoking and talking 
as they went. A group had gathered round the old fountain, where the 
much-loved old doctor was making them laugh by sailing paper boats. 

With a little nod Frau von Rinnlingen passed them by, and pointed 
ahead of her, where the fragrant and well-cared-for garden blended 
into the darker park. 

“Shall we go down this middle path?” asked she. At the beginning 
of it stood two low, squat obelisks. 

In the vista at the end of the chestnut alley they could see the 
river shining green and bright in the moonlight. All about them was 
darkness and coolness. Here and there side paths branched off, all of 
them probably curving down to the river. For a long time there was 
not a sound. 

“Down by the water,” she said, “there is a pretty spot where I often 
sit. We could stop and talk a little. See the stars glittering here and 
there through the trees.” 

He did not answer, gazing, as they approached it, at the river’s 
shimmering green surface. You could see the other bank and the 
park along the city wall. They left the alley and came out on the 
grassy slope down to the river, and she said: 

“Here is our place, a little to the right, and there is no one there.” 

The bench stood facing the water, some six paces away, with its 
back to the trees. It was warmer here in the open. Crickets chirped 
among the grass, which at the rivet’s edge gave way to sparse reeds. 
The moonlit water gave off a soft light. 


For a while they both looked in silence. Then he heard her voice; 
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it thrilled him to recognize the same low, gentle, pensive tone of a 
week ago, which now as then moved him strongly: 

“How long have you had your infirmity, Herr Friedemann? Were 
you born so?” 

He swallowed before he replied, for his throat felt as though he 
were choking. Then he said, politely and gently: 

“No, gnadige Frau. It comes from their having let me fall, when 
I was an infant.” 

“And how old are you now?” she asked again. 

“Thirty years old.” 

“Thirty years old,” she repeated. “And these thirty years were not 
happy ones?” . 

Little Herr Friedemann shook his head, his lips quivered. 

“No,” he said, “that was all lies and my imagination.” 

“Then you have thought that you were happy?” she asked. 

“I have tried to be,” he replied, and she responded: 

“That was brave of you.” 

A minute passed. The crickets chirped and behind them the boughs 
rustled lightly. 

“I understand a good deal about unhappiness,” she told him. 
“These summer nights by the water are the best thing for it.” 

He made no direct answer, but gestured feebly across the water, at 
the opposite bank, lying peaceful in the darkness. 

“I was sitting over there not long ago,” he said. 

“When you came from me?” she asked. He only nodded. 

Then suddenly he started up from his seat, trembling all over; he 
sobbed and gave vent to a sound, a wail which yet seemed like a 
release from strain, and sank slowly to the ground before her. He had 
touched her hand with his as it lay beside him on the bench, and 
clung to it now, seizing the other as he knelt before her, this little 
cripple, trembling and shuddering; he buried his face in her lap and 
stammered between his gasps in a voice which was scarcely human: 

“You know, you understand. . . let me...I can no longer 

. my God, oh, my God!” 

She did not repulse him, neither did she bend her face towards him. 
She sat erect, leaning a little away, and her close-set eyes, wherein the 
liquid shimmer of the water seemed to be mirrored, stared beyond him 
into space. 

Then she gave him an abrupt push and uttered a short, scornful 
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and flung him sidewise upon the ground. Then she sprang up and 
vanished down the wooded avenue. 

He lay there with his face in the grass, stunned, unmanned, shud- 
ders coursing swiftly through his frame. He pulled himself together, 
got up somehow, took two steps, and fell again, close to the water. 
What were his sensations at this moment? Perhaps he was feeling 
that same luxury of hate which he had felt before when she had 
humiliated him with her glance, degenerated now, when he lay before 
her on the ground and she had treated him like a dog, into an insane 
rage which must at all costs find expression even against himself—a 
disgust, perhaps of himself, which filled him with a thirst to destroy 
himself, to tear himself to pieces, to blot himself utterly out. 

On his belly he dragged his body a little further, lifted its upper 
part, and let it fall into the water. He did not raise his head nor move 
his legs, which still lay on the bank. 

The crickets stopped chirping a moment at the noise of the little 
splash. Then they went on as before, the boughs lightly rustled, and 


down the long alley came the faint sound of laughter. 


THE INFANT PRODIGY 


The infant prodigy entered. The hall became quiet. 

It became quiet and then the audience began to clap, because 
somewhere at the side a leader of mobs, a born organizer, clapped 
first. The audience had heard nothing yet, but they applauded; for 
a mighty publicity organization had heralded the prodigy and peo- 
ple were already hypnotized, whether they knew it or not. 

The prodigy came from behind a splendid screen embroidered 
with Empire garlands and great conventionalized flowers, and climbed 
nimbly up to the steps of the platform, diving into the applause as 
THE INFANT PRODIGY. Reprinted from Stories of Three Decades by Thomas 
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into a bath; a little chilly and shivering, but yet as though into a 
friendly element. He advanced to the edge of the platform and smiled 
as though he were about to be photographed; he made a shy, charm- 
ing gesture of greeting, like a little girl. 

He was dressed entirely in white silk, which the audience found 
enchanting. The little white jacket was fancifully cut, with a sash 
underneath it, and even his shoes were made of white silk. But against 
the white socks his bare little legs stood out quite brown; for he was 
a Greek boy. 

He was called Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. And such indeed was his 
name. No one knew what Bibi was the pet name for, nobody but 
the impresario, and he regarded it as a trade secret. Bibi had smooth 
black hair reaching to his shoulders; it was parted on the side and 
fastened back from the narrow domed forehead by a little silk bow. 
His was the most harmless childish countenance in the world, with 
an unfinished nose and guileless mouth. The area beneath his pitch- 
black mouselike eyes was already a little tired and visibly lined. He 
looked as though he were nine years old but was really eight and 
given out for seven. It was hard to tell whether to believe this or not. 
Probably everybody knew better and still believed it, as happens 
about so many things. The average man thinks that a little falseness 
goes with beauty. Where should we get any excitement out of our 
daily life if we were not willing to pretend a bit? And the average man 
is quite right, in his average brains! 

The prodigy kept on bowing until the applause died down, then 
he went up to the grand piano, and the audience cast a last look at 
its programmes. First came a Marche solonnelle, then a Réverie, and 
then Le Hibou et les moineaux—all by Bibi Saccellaphylaccas. The 
whole programme was by him, they were all his compositions. He 
could not score them, of course, but he had them all in his extraordi- 
nary little head and they possessed real artistic significance, or so 
it said, seriously and objectively, in the programme. The programme 
sounded as though the impresario had wrested these concessions from 
his critical nature after a hard struggle. 

The prodigy sat down upon the revolving stool and felt with his 
feet for the pedals, which were raised by means of a clever device so 
that Bibi could reach them. It was Bibi’s own piano, he took it every- 
where with him. It rested upon wooden trestles and its polish was 
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somewhat marred by the constant transportation—but all that only 
made things more interesting. 

Bibi put his silk-shod feet on the pedals; then he made an artful 
little face, looked straight ahead of him, and lifted his right hand. It 
was a brown, childish little hand; but the wrist was strong and un- 
like a child’s, with well-developed bones. 

Bibi made his face for the audience because he was aware that he 
had to entertain them a little. But he had his own private enjoyment 
in the thing too, an enjoyment which he could never convey to any- 
body. It was that prickling delight, that secret shudder of bliss, which 
ran through him every time he sat at an open piano—it would always 
be with him. And here was the keyboard again, these seven black 
and white octaves, among which he had so often lost himself in abys- 
mal and thrilling adventures—and yet it always looked as clean and 
untouched.as a newly washed blackboard. This was the realm of music 
that lay before him. It lay spread out like an inviting ocean, where 
he might plunge in and blissfully swim, where he might let himself 
be borne and carried away, where he might go under in night and 
storm, yet keep the mastery: control, ordain—he held his right hand 
poised in the air. 

A breathless stillness reigned in the room—the tense moment be- 
fore the first note came. . . . How would it begin? It began so. And 
Bibi, with his index finger, fetched the first note out of the piano, a 
quite unexpectedly powerful first note in the middle register, like 
a trumpet blast. Others followed, an introduction developed—the 
audience relaxed. 

The concert was held in the palatial hall of a fashionable first- 
class hotel. The walls were covered with mirrors framed in gilded 
arabesques, between frescoes of the rosy and fleshly school. Ornamen- 
tal columns supported a ceiling that displayed a whole universe of 
electric bulbs, in clusters darting a brilliance far brighter than day 
and filling the whole space with thin, vibrating golden light. Not a 
seat was unoccupied, people were standing in the side aisles and at 
the back. The front seats cost twelve marks; for the impresario be- 
lieved that anything worth having was worth paying for. And they 
were occupied by the best society, for it was in the upper classes, of 
course, that the greatest enthusiasm was felt. There were even some 
children, with their legs hanging down demurely from their chairs 
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and their shining eyes staring at their gifted little white-clad con- 
temporary. 

Down in front on the left side sat the prodigy’s mother, an ex- 
tremely obese woman with a powdered double chin and a feather on 
her head. Beside her was the impresario, a man of oriental appearance 
with large gold buttons on his conspicuous cuffs. The princess was 
in the middle of the front row—a wrinkled, shrivelled little old 
princess but still a patron of the arts, especially everything full of 
sensibility. She sat in a deep, velvet-upholstered arm-chair, and a 
Persian carpet was spread before her feet. She held her hands folded 
over her grey striped-silk breast, put her head on one side, and pre- 
sented a picture of elegant composure as she sat looking up at the 
performing prodigy. Next her sat her lady-in-waiting, in a green 
striped-silk gown. Being only a lady-in-waiting she had to sit up 
very straight in her chair. 

Bibi ended in a grand climax. With what power this wee manikin 
belaboured the keyboard! The audience could scarcely trust its ears. 
The march theme, an infectious, swinging tune, broke out once more, 
fully harmonized, bold and showy; with every note Bibi flung him- 
self back from the waist as though he were marching in a triumphal 
procession. He ended fortissimo, bent over, slipped sideways off the 
stool, and stood with a smile awaiting the applause. 

And the applause burst forth, unanimously, enthusiastically; the 
child made his demure little maidenly curtsy and people in the front 
seat thought: “Look what slim little hips he has! Clap! clap! Hurrah, 
bravo, little chap, Saccophylax or whatever your name is! Wait, let 
me take off my gloves—what a little devil of a chap he is!” 

Bibi had to come out three times from behind the screen before 
they would stop. Some late-comers entered the hall and moved about 
looking for seats. Then the concert continued. Bibi’s Réverie mur- 
mured its numbers, consisting almost entirely of arpeggios, above 
which a bar of melody rose now and then, weak-winged. Then came 
Le Hibou et les moineaux. This piece was brilliantly successful, it 
made a strong impression; it was an effective childhood fantasy, 
remarkably well envisaged. The bass represented the owl, sitting 
morosely rolling his filmy eyes; while in the treble the impudent, 
half-frightened sparrows chirped. Bibi received an ovation when he 
finished, he was called out four times. A hotel page with shiny but- 
tons carried up three great laurel wreaths onto the stage and prof- 


356 Thomas Mann 


fered them from one side while Bibi nodded and expressed his thanks. 
Even the princess shared in the applause, daintily and noiselessly 
pressing her palms together. 

Ah, the knowing little creature understood how to make people 
clap! He stopped behind the screen, they had to wait for him; lin- 
gered a little on the steps of the platform, admired the long streamers 
on the wreaths—although actually such things bored him stiff by 
now. He bowed with the utmost charm, he gave the audience plenty 
of time to have itself out, because applause is valuable and must not 
be cut short. “Le Hibou is my drawing card,” he thought—this ex- 
pression he had learned from the impresario. “Now I will play the 
fantasy, it is a lot better than Le Hibou, of course, especially the 
C-sharp passage. But you idiots dote on the Hibou, though it is the 
first and silliest thing I wrote.” He continued to bow and smile. 

Next came a Méditation and then an Etude—the programme was 
quite comprehensive. The Méditation was very like the Réverie— 
which was nothing against it—and the Etude displayed all of Bibi’s 
virtuosity, which naturally fell a little short of his inventiveness. And 
then the Fantaisie. This was his favourite; he varied it a little each 
time, giving himself free rein and sometimes surprising even himself, 
on good evenings, by his own inventiveness. 

He sat and played, so little, so white and shining, against the great 
black grand piano, elect and alone, above that confused sea of faces, 
above the heavy, insensitive mass soul, upon which he was labouring 
to work with his individual, differentiated soul. His lock of soft black 
hair with the white silk bow had fallen over his forehead, his trained 
and bony little wrists pounded away, the muscles stood out visibly on 
his brown childish cheeks. 

Sitting there he sometimes had moments of oblivion and solitude, 
when the gaze of his strange little mouselike eyes with the big rings 
beneath them would lose itself and stare through the painted stage 
into space that was peopled with strange vague life. Then out of the 
cornet of his eye he would give a quick look back into the hall and 
be once more with his audience. 

“Joy and pain, the heights and the depths—that is my Fantaisie,” 
he thought lovingly. “Listen, here is the C-sharp passage.” He lin- 
gered over the approach, wondering if they would notice anything. 
But no, of course not, how should they? And he cast his eyes up 
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‘pies at the ceiling so that at least they might have something to 
ook at. 

All these people sat there in their regular rows, looking at the 
prodigy and thinking all sorts of things in their regular brains. An 
old gentleman with a white beard, a seal ring on his finger and a 
bulbous swelling on his bald spot, a growth if you like, was thinking 
to himself: “Really, one ought to be ashamed.” He had never got 
any further than “Ah, thou dearest Augustin” on the piano, and 
here he sat now, a grey old man, looking on while this little hop-o’- 
my-thumb performed miracles. Yes, yes, it is a gift of God, we must 
remember that. God grants His gifts, or He withholds them, and 
there is no shame in being an ordinary man. Like with the Christ 
Child.—Before a child one may kneel without feeling ashamed. 
Strange that thoughts like these should be so satisfying—he would 
even say so sweet, if it was not too silly for a tough old man like him 
to use the word. That was how he felt, anyhow. 

Art... the business man with the parrot-nose was thinking. 
“Yes, it adds something cheerful to life, a little good white silk and 
a little tumty-ti-ti-tum. Really he does not play so badly. Fully fifty 
seats, twelve marks apiece, that makes six hundred marks—and every- 
thing else besides. Take off the rent of the hall, the lighting and the 
programmes, you must have fully a thousand marks profit. That is 
worth while.” 

That was Chopin he was just playing, thought the piano-teacher, 
a lady with a pointed nose; she was of an age when the understanding 
sharpens as the hopes decay. “But not very original—I will say that 
afterwards, it sounds well. And his hand position is entirely amateur. 
One must be able to lay a coin on the back of the hand—I would use 
a ruler on him.” 

Then there was a young girl, at that self-conscious and chlorotic 
time of life when the most ineffable ideas come into the mind. She 
was thinking to herself: “What is it he is playing? It is expressive 
of passion, yet he is a child. If he kissed me it would be as though 
my little brother kissed me—no kiss at all. Is there such a thing as 
passion all by itself, without any earthly object, a sort of child’s-play 
of passion? What nonsense! If I were to say such things aloud they 
would just be at me with some more codliver oil. Such is life.” 

An officer was leaning against a column. He looked on at Bibi’s 
success and thought: “Yes, you are something and I am something, 
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each in his own way.” So he clapped his heels together and paid to 
the prodigy the respect which he felt to be due to all the powers 
that be. 

Then there was a critic, an elderly man in a shiny black coat and 
turned-up trousers splashed with mud. He sat in his free seat and 
thought: “Look at him, this young beggar of a Bibi. As an individual 
he has still to develop, but as a type he is already quite complete, the 
artist par excellence. He has in himself all the artist’s exaltation and 
his utter worthlessness, his charlatanry and his sacred fire, his burn- 
ing contempt and his secret raptures. Of course I can’t write all that, 
it is too good. Of course, I should have been an artist myself if I had 
not seen through the whole business so clearly.” 

Then the prodigy stopped playing and a perfect storm arose in the 
hall. He had to come out again and again from behind his screen. 
The man with the shiny buttons carried up more wreaths: four laurel 
wreaths, a lyre made of violets, a bouquet of roses. He had not arms 
enough to convey all these tributes, the impresario himself mounted 
the stage to help him. He hung a laurel wreath round Bibi’s neck, he 
tenderly stroked the black hair—and suddenly as though overcome he 
bent down and gave the prodigy a kiss, a resounding kiss, square on 
the mouth. And then the storm became a hurricane. That kiss ran 
through the room like an electric shock, it went direct to peoples’ 
marrow and made them shiver down their backs. They were carried 
away by a helpless compulsion of sheer noise. Loud shouts mingled 
with the hysterical clapping of hands. Some of Bibi’s commonplace 
little friends down there waved their handkerchiefs. But the critic 
thought: “Of course that kiss had to come—it’s a good old gag. Yes, 
good Lord, if only one did not see through everything quite so 
clearly—” 

And so the concert drew to a close. It began at half past seven and 
finished at half past eight. The platform was laden with wreaths and 
two little pots of flowers stood on the lamp-stands of the piano. Bibi 
played as his last number his Rhapsodie grecque, which turned into 
the Greek national hymn at the end. His fellow-countrymen in the 
audience would gladly have sung it with him if the company had not 
been so august. They made up for it with a powerful noise and hulla- 
baloo, a hot-blooded national demonstration. And the aging critic 
was thinking: “Yes, the hymn had to come too. They have to exploit 
every vein—publicity cannot afford to neglect any means to its end. 
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I think I'll criticize that as inartistic. But perhaps I am wrong, per- 
haps that is the most artistic thing of all. What is the artist? A jack- 
in-the-box. Criticism is on a higher plane. But I can’t say that.” And 
away he went in his muddy trousers. 

After being called out nine or ten times the prodigy did not come 
any more from behind the screen but went to his mother and the 
impresario down in the hall. The audience stood about among the 
chairs and applauded and pressed forward to see Bibi close at hand. 
Some of them wanted to see the princess too. Two dense circles 
formed, one round the prodigy, the other round the princess, and 
you could actually not tell which of them was receiving more homage. 
But the court lady was commanded to go over to Bibi; she smoothed 
down his silk jacket a bit to make it look suitable for a court function, 
led him by the arm to the princess, and solemnly indicated to him 
that he was to kiss the royal hand. “How do you do it, child?” asked 
the princess. “Does it come into your head of itself when you sit 
down?” “Oui, madame,” answered Bibi. To himself he thought: “Oh, 
what a stupid old princess!” Then he turned round shyly and un- 
courtierlike and went back to his family. 

Outside in the cloak-room there was a crowd. People held up their 
numbers and received with open arms, furs, shawls, and galoshes. 
Somewhere among her acquaintances the piano-teacher stood making 
her critique. “He is not very original,” she said audibly and looked 
about her. 

In front of one of the great mirrors an elegant young lady was 
being arrayed in her evening cloak and fur shoes by her brothers, two 
lieutenants. She was exquisitely beautiful, with her steel-blue eyes 
and her clean-cut, well-bred face. A really noble dame. When she 
was ready she stood waiting for her brothers. “Don’t stand so long 
in front of the glass, Adolf,” she said softly to one of them, who could 
not tear himself away from the sight of his simple, good-looking 
young features. But Lieutenant Adolf thinks: What cheek! He would 
button his overcoat in front of the glass, just the same. Then they 
went out on the street where the arc-lights gleamed cloudily through 
the white mist. Lieutenant Adolf struck up a little nigger-dance on 
the frozen snow to keep warm, with his hands in his slanting over- 
coat pockets and his collar turned up. 

A girl with untidy hair and swinging arms, accompanied by a 
gloomy-faced youth, came out just behind them. A child! she thought. 
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A charming child. But in there he was an awe-inspiring . . . and 
aloud in a toneless voice she said: “We are all infant prodigies, we 
artists. 

“Well, bless my soul!” thought the old gentleman who had never 
got further than Augustin on the piano, and whose wen was now con- 
cealed by a top hat. “What does all that mean? She sounds very 
oracular.” But the gloomy youth understood. He nodded his head 
slowly. 

Then they were silent and the untidy-haired girl gazed after the 
brothers and sister. She rather despised them, but she looked after 
them until they had turned the corner. 


DISORDER AND EARLY SORROW 


The principal dish at dinner had been croquettes made of turnip 
greens. So there follows a trifle, concocted out of one of those dessert 
powders we use nowadays, that taste like almond soap. Xaver, the 
youthful manservant, in his outgrown striped jacket, white woollen 
gloves, and yellow sandals, hands it round, and the “big folk” take 
this opportunity to remind their father, tactfully, that company is 
coming today. 

The “big folk” are two, Ingrid and Bert. Ingrid is brown-eyed, 
eighteen, and perfectly delightful. She is on the eve of her exams, 
and will probably pass them, if only because she knows how to wind 
masters, and even headmasters, round her finger. She does not, how- 
ever, mean to use her certificate once she gets it; having leanings 
towards the stage, on the ground of her ingratiating smile, her equally 
ingratiating voice, and a marked and irresistible talent for burlesque. 
Bert is blond and seventeen. He intends to get done with school some- 
how, anyhow, and fling himself into the arms of life. He will be a 
dancer, or a cabaret actor, possibly even a waiter—but not a waiter 
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anywhere else save at the Cairo, the night-club, whither he has once 
already taken flight, at five in the morning, and been brought back 
crestfallen. Bert bears a strong resemblance to the youthful manservant 
Xaver Kleinsgutl, of about the same age as himself; not because he 
looks common—in features he is sttikingly like his father, Professor 
Cornelius—but by reason of an approximation of types, due in its 
turn to far-reaching compromises in matters of dress and bearing gen- 
erally. Both lads wear their heavy hair very long on top, with a 
cursory parting in the middle, and give their heads the same char- 
acteristic toss to throw it off the forehead. When one of them leaves 
the house, by the garden gate, bareheaded in all weathers, in a blouse 
rakishly girt with a leather strap, and sheers off bent well over with 
his head on one side; or else mounts his push-bike—Xaver makes free 
with his employers’, of both sexes, or even, in acutely irresponsible 
mood, with the Professor's own—Dr. Cornelius from his bedroom 
window cannot, for the life of him, tell whether he is looking at his 
son or his servant. Both, he thinks, look like young moujiks. And 
both are impassioned cigarette-smokers, though Bert has not the means 
to compete with Xaver, who smokes as many as thirty a day, of a 
brand named after a popular cinema star. The big folk call their 
father and mother the “old folk’”—not behind their backs, but as a 
form of address and in all affection: “Hullo, old folks,” they will say; 
though Cornelius is only forty-seven years old and his wife eight 
years younger. And the Professor's parents, who lead in his house- 
hold the humble and hesitant life of the really old, are on the big 
folk’s lips the “ancients.” As for the “little folk,” Ellie and Snapper, 
who take their meals upstairs with blue-faced Ann—so-called because 
of her prevailing facial hue—Ellie and Snapper follow their mothet’s 
example and address their father by his first name, Abel. Unutter- 
ably comic it sounds, in its pert, confiding familiarity; particularly 
on the lips, in the sweet accents, of five-year-old Eleanor, who is the 
image of Frau Cornelius’s baby pictures and whom the Professor loves 
above everything else in the world. 

“Darling old thing,” says Ingrid affably, laying her large but 
shapely hand on his, as he presides in proper middle-class style over 
the family table, with her on his left and the mother opposite: “Par- 
ent mine, may I ever so gently jog your memory, for you have prob- 
ably forgotten: this is the afternoon we were to have our little jollifi- 
cation, our turkey-trot with eats to match. You haven't a thing to do 
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but just bear up and not funk it; everything will be over by nine 
o'clock.” 

“Oh—ah!” says Cornelius, his face falling. “Good!” he goes on, 
and nods his head to show himself in harmony with the inevitable. 
“T only meant—is this really the day? Thursday, yes. How time flies! 
Well, what time are they coming?” 

“Half past four they'll be dropping in, I should say,” answers 
Ingrid, to whom her brother leaves the major réle in all dealings with 
the father. Upstairs, while he is resting, he will hear scarcely any- 
thing, and from seven to eight he takes his walk. He can slip out by 
the terrace if he likes. 

“Tut!” says Cornelius deprecatingly, as who should say: “You 
exaggerate.” But Bert puts in: “It’s the one evening in the week 
Wanja doesn’t have to play. Any other night he'd have to leave by 
half past six, which would be painful for all concerned.” 

Wanja is Ivan Herzl, the celebrated young leading man at the 
Stadttheater. Bert and Ingrid are on intimate terms with him, they 
often visit him in his dressing-room and have tea. He is an artist of 
the modern school, who stands on the stage in strange and, to the 
Professor's mind, utterly affected dancing attitudes, and shrieks 
lamentably. To a professor of history, all highly repugnant; but Bert 
has entirely succumbed to Herzl’s influence, blackens the lower rim 
of his eyelids—despite painful but fruitless scenes with the father— 
and with youthful carelessness of the ancestral anguish declares that 
not only will he take Herzl for his model if he becomes a dancer, but 
in case he turns out to be a waiter at the Cairo he means to walk pre- 
cisely thus. 

Cornelius slightly raises his brows and makes his son a little bow 
—indicative of the unassumingness and self-abnegation that befits his 
age. You could not call it a mocking bow or suggestive in any special 
sense. Bert may refer it to himself or equally to his so talented friend. 

“Who else is coming?” next inquires the master of the house. They 
mention various people, names all more or less familiar, from the city, 
from the suburban colony, from Ingrid’s school. They still have some 
telephoning to do, they say. They have to phone Max. This is Max 
Hergesell, an engineering student; Ingrid utters his name in the nasal 
drawl which according to her is the traditional intonation of all the 
Hergesells. She goes on to parody it in the most abandonedly funny 
and lifelike way, and the parents laugh until they nearly choke over 
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the wretched trifle. For even in these times when something funny 
happens people have to laugh. 

From time to time the telephone bell rings in the Professor’s study, 
and the big folk run across, knowing it is their affair. Many people 
had to give up their telephones the last time the price rose, but so 
far the Corneliuses have been able to keep theirs, just as they have 
kept their villa, which was built before the war, by dint of the salary 
Cornelius draws as professor of history—a million marks, and more 
or less adequate to the chances and changes of post-war life. The 
house is comfortable, even elegant, though sadly in need of repairs 
that cannot be made for lack of materials, and at present disfigured 
by iron stoves with long pipes. Even so, it is still the proper setting 
of the upper middle class, though they themselves look odd enough 
in it, with their worn and turned clothing and altered way of life. 
The children, of course, know nothing else; to them it is normal and 
regular, they belong by birth to the “villa proletariat.” The problem 
of clothing troubles them not at all. They and their like have evolved 
a costume to fit the time, by poverty out of taste for innovation: in 
summer it consists of scarcely more than a belted linen smock and 
sandals. The middle-class parents find things rather more difficult. 

The big folk’s table-napkins hang over their chair-backs, they talk 
with their friends over the telephone. These friends are the invited 
guests who have rung up to accept or decline or arrange; and the 
conversation is carried on in the jargon of the clan, full of slang and 
high spirits, of which the old folk understand hardly a word. These 
consult together meantime about the hospitality to be offered to the 
impending guests. The Professor displays a middle-class ambitious- 
ness: he wants to serve a sweet—or something that looks like a sweet 
—after the Italian salad and brown-bread sandwiches. But Frau Cor- 
nelius says that would be going too far. The guests would not expect 
it, she is sure—and the big folk, returning once more to their trifle, 
agree with her. 

The mother of the family is of the same general type as Ingrid, 
though not so tall. She is languid; the fantastic difficulties of the 
housekeeping have broken and worn her. She really ought to go and 
take a cure, but feels incapable; the floor is always swaying under 
her feet, and everything seems upside down. She speaks of what is 
uppermost in her mind: the eggs, they simply must be bought today. 


Six thousand marks apiece they are, and just so many are to be had 
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on this one day of the week at one single shop fifteen minutes’ journey 
away. Whatever else they do, the big folk must go and fetch them 
immediately after luncheon, with Danny, their neighbour’s son, who 
will soon be calling for them; and Xaver Kleinsgutl will don civilian 
garb and attend his young master and mistress. For no single house- 
hold is allowed more than five eggs a week; therefore the young 
people will enter the shop singly, one after another, under assumed 
names, and thus wring twenty eggs from the shopkeeper for the 
Cornelius family. This enterprise is the sporting event of the week 
for all participants, not excepting the moujik Kleinsgutl, and most 
of all for Ingrid and Bert, who delight in misleading and mystifying 
their fellowmen and would revel in the performance even if it did not 
achieve one single egg. They adore impersonating fictitious characters; 
they love to sit in a bus and carry on long lifelike conversations in a 
dialect which they otherwise never speak, the most commonplace dia- 
logue about politics and people and the price of food, while the 
whole bus listens open-mouthed to this incredibly ordinary prattle, 
though with a dark suspicion all the while that something is wrong 
somewhere. The conversation waxes ever more shameless, it enters 
into revolting detail about these people who do not exist. Ingrid can 
make her voice sound ever so common and twittering and shrill as 
she impersonates a shop-girl with an illegitimate child, said child be- 
ing a son with sadistic tendencies, who lately out in the country 
treated a cow with such unnatural cruelty that no Christian could 
have borne to see it. Bert nearly explodes at her twittering, but re- 
strains himself and displays a grisly sympathy; he and the unhappy 
shop-girl entering into a long, stupid, depraved, and shuddery con- 
versation over the particular morbid cruelty involved; until an old 
gentleman opposite, sitting with his ticket folded between his index 
finger and his seal ring, can bear it no more and makes public pro- 
test against the nature of the themes these young folk are discussing 
with such particularity. He uses the Greek plural: “themata.” Whereat 
Ingrid pretends to be dissolving in tears, and Bert behaves as though 
his wrath against the old gentleman was with difficulty being held 
in check and would probably burst out before long. He clenches his 
fists, he gnashes his teeth, he shakes from head to foot; and the un- 
happy old gentleman, whose intentions had been of the best, hastily 
leaves the bus at the next stop. 


Such are the diversions of the big folk. The telephone plays a 
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prominent part in them: they ring up any and everybody—members 
of government, opera singers, dignitaries of the Church—in the char- 
acter of shop assistants, or perhaps as Lord or Lady Doolittle. They 
are only with difficulty persuaded that they have the wrong number. 
Once they emptied their parents’ card-tray and distributed its con- 
tents among the neighbours’ letter-boxes, wantonly, yet not without 
enough impish sense of the fitness of things to make it highly upset- 
ting, God only knowing why certain people should have called 
where they did. 

Xaver comes in to clear away, tossing the hair out of his eyes. Now 
that he has taken off his gloves you can see the yellow chain-ring on 
his left hand. And as the Professor finishes his watery eight-thousand- 
mark beer and lights a cigarette, the little folk can be heard scram- 
bling down the stair, coming, by established custom, for their after- 
dinner call on Father and Mother. They storm the dining-room, after 
a struggle with the latch, clutched by both pairs of little hands at 
once; their clumsy small feet twinkle over the carpet, in red felt slip- 
pers with the socks falling down on them. With prattle and shout- 
ings each makes for his own place: Snapper to Mother, to climb on 
her lap, boast of all he has eaten, and thump his fat little tum; Ellie 
to her Abel, so much hers because she is so very much his; because 
she consciously luxuriates in the deep tenderness—tike all deep feel- 
ing, concealing a melancholy strain—with which he holds her small 
form embraced; in the love in his eyes as he kisses her little fairy hand 
or the sweet brow with its delicate tracery of tiny blue veins. 

The little folk look like each other, with the strong undefined like- 
ness of brother and sister. In clothing and hair-cut they are twins. 
Yet they are sharply distinguished after all, and quite on sex lines. 
It is a little Adam and a little Eve. Not only is Snapper the sturdier 
and more compact, he appears consciously to emphasize his four-year- 
old masculinity in speech, manner, and carriage, lifting his shoulders 
and letting the little arms hang down quite like a young American 
athlete, drawing down his mouth when he talks and seeking to give 
his voice a gruff and forthright ring. But all this masculinity is the 
result of effort rather than natively his. Born and brought up in these 
desolate, distracted times, he has been endowed by them with an un- 
stable and hypersensitive nervous system and suffers greatly under 
life’s disharmonies. He is prone to sudden anger and outbursts of 
bitter tears, stamping his feet at every trifle; for this reason he is his 
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mother’s special nursling and care. His round, round eyes are chest: 
nut brown and already inclined to squint, so that he will need glasses 
in the near future. His little nose is long, the mouth small—the 
father’s nose and mouth they are, more plainly than ever since the 
Professor shaved his pointed beard and goes smooth-faced. The 
pointed beard had become impossible—even professors must make 
some concession to the changing times. 

But the little daughter sits on her father’s knee, his Eleonorchen, 
his little Eve, so much more gracious a little being, so much sweeter- 
faced than her brother—and he holds his cigarette away from her 
while she fingers his glasses with her dainty wee hands. The lenses 
are divided for reading and distance, and each day they tease her 
curiosity afresh. 

At bottom he suspects that his wife’s partiality may have a firmer 
basis than his own: that Snapper’s refractory masculinity perhaps is 
solider stuff than his own little girl’s more explicit charm and: grace. 
But the heart will not be commanded, that he knows; and once and 
for all his heart belongs to the little one, as it has since the day she 
came, since the first time he saw her. Almost always when he holds 
her in his arms he remembers that first time: remembers the sunn 
room in the Women’s Hospital, where Ellie first saw the light, twelve 
years after Bert was born. He remembers how he drew near, the 
mother smiling the while, and cautiously put aside the canopy of the 
diminutive bed that stood beside the large one. There lay the little 
miracle among the pillows: so well formed, so encompassed, as it 
were, with the harmony of sweet proportions, with little hands that 
even then, though so much tinier, were beautiful as now; with wide- 
open eyes blue as the sky and brighter than the sunshine—and almost 
in that very second he felt himself captured and held fast. This was 
love at first sight, love everlasting: a feeling unknown, unhoped for, 
unexpected—in so far as it could be a matter of conscious awareness; 
it took entire possession of him, and he understood, with joyous 
amazement, that this was for life. 

But he understood more. He knows, does Dr. Cornelius, that there 
is something not quite right about this feeling, so unaware, so un- 
dreamed of, so involuntary. He has a shrewd suspicion that it is not 
by accident it has so utterly mastered him and bound itself up with 
his existence; that he had—even subconsciously—been preparing for 
it, or, more precisely, been prepared for it. There is, in short, some- 
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thing in him which at a given moment was ready to issue in such a 
feeling; and this something, highly extraordinary to relate, is his 
essence and quality as a professor of history. Dr. Cornelius, however, 
does not actually say this, even to himself; he merely realizes it, at 
odd times, and smiles a private smile. He knows that history pro- 
fessors do not love history because it is something that comes to pass, 
but only because it is something that has come to pass; that they 
hate a revolution like the present one because they feel it is lawless, 
incoherent, irrelevant—in a word, unhistoric; that their hearts belon 
to the coherent, disciplined, historic past. For the temper of timeless- 
ness, the temper of eternity—thus the scholar communes with him- 
self when he takes his walk by the river before supper—that temper 
broods over the past; and it is a temper much better suited to the 
nervous system of a history professor than are the excesses of the 
present. The past is immortalized; that is to say, it is dead; and death 
is the root of all godliness and all abiding significance. Dr. Cornelius, 
walking alone in the dark, has a profound insight into this truth. It 
is this conservative instinct of his, his sense of the eternal, that has 
found in his love for his little daughter a way to save itself from the 
wounding inflicted by the times. For father love, and a little child on 
its mother’s breast—are not these timeless, and thus very, very holy 
and beautiful? Yet Cornelius, pondering there in the dark, descries 
something not perfectly right and good in his love. Theoretically, in 
the interests of science, he admits it to himself. There is something 
ulterior about it, in the nature of it; that something is hostility, hos- 
tility against the history of today, which is still in the making and 
thus not history at all, in behalf of the genuine history that has al- 
ready happened—that is to say, death. Yes, passing strange though 
all this is, yet it is true; true in a sense, that is. His devotion to this 
priceless little morsel of life and new growth has something to do with 
death, it clings to death as against life; and that is neither right nor 
beautiful—in a sense. Though only the most fanatical asceticism could 
be capable, on no other ground than such casual scientific perception, 
of tearing this purest and most precious of feelings out of his heart. 
He holds his darling on his lap and her slim rosy legs hang down. 
He raises his brows as he talks to her, tenderly, with a half-teasing 
note of respect, and listens enchanted to her high, sweet little voice 
calling him Abel. He exchanges a look with the mother, who is 
caressing her Snapper and reading him a gentle lecture. He must 
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be mote reasonable, he must learn self-control; today again, under 
the manifold exasperations of life, he has given way to rage and be- 
haved like a howling dervish. Cornelius casts a mistrustful glance at 
the big folk now and then, too; he thinks it not unlikely they are 
not unaware of those scientific preoccupations of his evening walks. 
If such be the case they do not show it. They stand there leaning 
their arms on their chair-backs and with a benevolence not untinctured 
with irony look on at the parental happiness. 

The children’s frocks are of a heavy, brick-red stuff, embroidered 
in modern “arty” style. They once belonged to Ingrid and Bert and 
are precisely alike, save that little knickers come out beneath Snap- 
per’s smock. And both have their hair bobbed. Snapper’s is a streaky 
blond, inclined to turn dark. It is bristly and sticky and looks for all 
the world like a droll, badly fitting wig. But Ellie’s is chestnut brown, 
glossy and fine as silk, as pleasing as her whole little personality. It 
covers her ears—and these ears are not a pair, one of them being the 
right size, the other distinctly too large. Her father will sometimes 
uncover this little abnormality and exclaim over it as though he had 
never noticed it before, which both makes Ellie giggle and covers her 
with shame. Her eyes are now golden brown, set far apart and with 
sweet gleams in them—such a clear and lovely look! The brows above 
ate blond; the nose still unformed, with thick nostrils and almost cir- 
cular holes; the mouth large and expressive, with a beautifully arch- 
ing and mobile upper lip. When she laughs, dimples come in her 
cheeks and she shows her teeth like loosely strung pearls. So far she 
has lost but one tooth, which her father gently twisted out with his 
handkerchief after it had grown very wobbling. During this small 
operation she had paled and trembled very much. Her cheeks have 
the softness proper to her years, but they are not chubby; indeed, 
they are rather concave, due to her facial structure, with its some- 
what prominent jaw. On one, close to the soft fall of her hair, is a 
downy freckle. 

Ellie is not too well pleased with her looks—a sign that already she 
troubles about such things. Sadly she thinks it is best to admit it once 
for all, her face is “homely”; though the rest of her, “on the other 
hand,” is not bad at all. She loves expressions like “on the other hand”; 
they sound choice and grown-up to her, and she likes to string them 
together, one after the other: “very likely,” “probably,” “after all.” 
Snapper is self-critical too, though more in the moral sphere: he suffers 
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from remorse for his attacks of rage and considers himself a tremen- 
dous sinner. He is quite certain that heaven is not for such as he; he 
is sure to go to “the bad place” when he dies, and no persuasions will 
convince him to the contrary—as that God sees the heart and gladly 
makes allowances. Obstinately he shakes his head, with the comic, 
crooked little peruke, and vows there is no place for him in heaven. 
When he has a cold he is immediately quite choked with mucus; 
rattles and rumbles from top to toe if you even look at him; his tem- 
perature flies up at once and he simply puffs. Nursy is pessimistic on 
the score of his constitution: such fat-blooded children as he might 
get a stroke any minute. Once she even thought she saw the moment 
at hand: Snapper had been in one of his berserker rages, and in the 
ensuing fit of penitence stood himself in the corner with his back to 
the room. Suddenly Nursy noticed that his face had gone all blue, 
far bluer, even, than her own. She raised the alarm, crying out that 
the child’s all too rich blood had at length brought him to his final 
hour; and Snapper, to his vast astonishment, found himself, so far 
from being rebuked for evil-doing, encompassed in tenderness and 
anxiety—until it turned out that his colour was not caused by apo- 
plexy but by the distempering on the nursery wall, which had come 
off on his tear-wet face. 

Nursy has come downstairs too, and stands by the door, sleek- 
haired, owl-eyed, with her hands folded over her white apron, and 
a severely dignified manner born of her limited intelligence. She is 
very proud of the care and training she gives her nurslings and de- 
clares that they are “enveloping wonderfully.” She has had seventeen 
suppurated teeth lately removed from her jaws and been measured 
for a set of symmetrical yellow ones in dark rubber gums; these now 
embellish her peasant face. She is obsessed with the strange convic- 
tion that these teeth of hers are the subject of general conversation, 
that, as it were, the sparrows on the house-tops chatter of them. 
“Everybody knows I’ve had a false set put in,” she will say; “there 
has been a great deal of foolish talk about them.” She is much given 
to dark hints and veiled innuendo: speaks, for instance, of a certain 
Dr. Bliefuss, whom every child knows, and “there are even some in 
the house who pretend to be him.” All one can do with talk like 
this is charitably to pass it over in silence. But she teaches the chil- 


dren nursery rhymes: gems like: 
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“Puff, puff, here comes the train! 
Puff, puff, toot, toot, 
Away it goes again.” 


Or that gastronomical jingle, so suited, in its sparseness, to the 
times, and yet seemingly with a blitheness of its own: 


“Monday we begin the week, 
Tuesday there’s a bone to pick. 
Wednesday we're half way through, 
Thursday what a great to-do! 

Friday we eat what fish we're able, 
Saturday we dance round the table. 
Sunday brings us pork and greens— 
Here’s a feast for kings and queens!” 


Also a certain four-line stanza with a romantic appeal, unutterable 
and unuttered: 
“Open the gate, open the gate 
And let the carriage drive in. 
Who is it in the carriage sits? 
A lordly sir with golden hair.” 


Or, finally that ballad about golden-haired Marianne who sat on 
a, sat on a, sat on a stone, and combed out her, combed out her, 
combed out her hair; and about bloodthirsty Rudolph, who pulled 
out a, pulled out a, pulled out a knife—and his ensuing direful end. 
Ellie enunciates all these ballads charmingly, with her mobile little 
lips, and sings them in her sweet little voice—much better than 
Snapper. She does everything better than he does, and he pays her 
honest admiration and homage and obeys her in all things except 
when visited by one of his attacks. Sometimes she teaches him, in- 
structs him upon the birds in the picture-book and tells him their 
proper names: “This is a chaflinch, Buddy, this is a bullfinch, this 
is a cowfinch.” He has to repeat them after her. She gives him med- 
ical instruction too, teaches him the names of diseases, such as in- 
fammation of the lungs, infammation of the blood, infammation of 
the air. If he does not pay attention and cannot say the words after 
her, she stands him in the corner. Once she even boxed his ears, but 
was so ashamed that she stood herself in the corner for a long time. 
Yes, they are fast friends, two souls with but a single thought, and 
have all their adventures in common. They come home from a walk 
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and relate as with one voice that they have seen two moollies and a 
teenty-weenty baby calf. They are on familiar terms with the kitchen, 
which consists of Xaver and the ladies Hinterhofer, two sisters once 
of the lower middle class who, in these evil days, are reduced to living 
“au pair’ as the phrase goes and officiating as cook and housemaid 
for their board and keep. The little ones have a feeling that Xaver 
and the Hinterhofers are on much the same footing with their father 
and mother as they are themselves. At least sometimes, when they 
have been scolded, they go downstairs and announce that the master 
and mistress are cross. But playing with the servants lacks charm 
compared with the joys of playing upstairs. The kitchen could never 
rise to the height of the games their father can invent. For instance, 
there is “four gentlemen taking a walk.” When they play it Abel will 
crook his knees until he is the same height with themselves and go 
walking with them, hand in hand. They never get enough of this 
sport; they could walk round and round the dining-room a whole da 
on end, five gentlemen in all, counting the diminished Abel. 

Then there is the thrilling cushion game. One of the children, usu- 
ally Ellie, seats herself, unbeknownst to Abel, in his seat at table. Still 
as a mouse she awaits his coming. He draws near with his head in 
the air, descanting in loud, clear tones upon the surpassing comfort 
of his chair; and sits down on top of Ellie. “What’s this, what’s this?” 
says he. And bounces about, deaf to the smothered giggles explod- 
ing behind him. “Why have they put a cushion in my chair? And 
what a queer, hard, awkward-shaped cushion it is!” he goes on. 
“Frightfully uncomfortable to sit on!” And keeps pushing and bounc- 
ing about more and more on the astonishing cushion and clutching 
behind him into the rapturous giggling and squeaking, until at last 
he turns round, and the game ends with a magnificent climax of 
discovery and recognition. They might go through all this a hundred 
times without diminishing by an iota its power to thrill. 

Today is no time for such joys. The imminent festivity disturbs the 
atmosphere, and besides there is work to be done, and, above all, the 
eggs to be got. Ellie has just time to recite “Puff, puff,” and Cor- 
nelius to discover that her ears are not mates, when they are inter- 
rupted by the arrival of Danny, come to fetch Bert and Ingrid. Xaver, 
meantime, has exchanged his striped livery for an ordinary coat, in 
which he looks rather rough-and-ready, though as brisk and attractive 
as ever. So then Nursy and the children ascend to the upper regions, 
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the Professor withdraws to his study to read, as always after dinner, 
and his wife bends her energies upon the sandwiches and salad that 
must be prepared. And she has another errand as well. Before the 
young people arrive she has to take her shopping-basket and dash into 
town on her bicycle, to turn into provisions a sum of money she has 
in hand, which she dares not keep lest it lose all value. 

Cornelius reads, leaning back in his chair, with his cigar between 
his middle and index fingers. First he reads Macaulay on the origin 
of the English public debt at the end of the seventeenth century; 
then an article in a French periodical on the rapid increase in the 
Spanish debt towards the end of the sixteenth. Both these for his lec- 
ture on the morrow. He intends to compare the astonishing prosper- 
ity which accompanied the phenomenon in England with its fatal 
effects a hundred years earlier in Spain, and to analyse the ethical and 
psychological grounds of the difference in results. For that will give 
him a chance to refer back from the England of William III, which 
is the actual subject in hand, to the time of Philip II and the Counter- 
Reformation, which is his own special field. He has already written a 
valuable work on this period; it is much cited and got him his pro- 
fessorship. While his cigar burns down and gets strong, he excogitates 
a few pensive sentences in a key of gentle melancholy, to be delivered 
before his class next day: about the practically hopeless struggle car- 
ried on by the belated Philip against the whole trend of history: 
against the new, the kingdom-disrupting power of the Germanic ideal 
of freedom and individual liberty. And about the persistent, futile 
struggle of the aristocracy, condemned by God and rejected of man, 
against the forces of progress and change. He savours his sentences; 
keeps on polishing them while he puts back the books he has been 
using; then goes upstairs for the usual pause in his day’s work, the 
hour with drawn blinds and closed eyes, which he so imperatively 
needs. But today, he recalls, he will rest under disturbed conditions, 
amid the bustle of preparations for the feast. He smiles to find his 
heart giving a mild flutter at the thought. Disjointed phrases on the 
theme of black-clad Philip and his times mingle with a confused con- 
sciousness that they will soon be dancing down below. For five min- 
utes or so he falls asleep. 

As he lies and rests he can hear the sound of the garden gate and 
the repeated ringing at the bell. Each time a little pang goes through 
him, of excitement and suspense, at the thought that the young people 
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have begun to fill the floor below. And each time he smiles at him- 
self again—though even his smile is slightly nervous, is tinged with 
the pleasurable anticipations people always feel before a party. At 
half past four—it is already dark—he gets up and washes at the wash- 
stand. The basin has been out of repair for two years. It is supposed 
to tip, but has broken away from its socket on one side and cannot 
be mended because there is nobody to mend it; neither replaced be- 
cause no shop can supply another. So it has to be hung up above the 
vent and emptied by lifting in both hands and pouring out the water. 
Cornelius shakes his head over this basin, as he does several times a 
day—whenever, in fact, he has occasion to use it. He finishes his toilet 
with care, standing under the ceiling light to polish his glasses till 
they shine. Then he goes downstairs. . 

On his way to the dining-room he hears the gramophone already 
going, and the sound of voices. He puts on a polite, society air; at his 
tongue’s end is the phrase he means to utter: “Pray don’t let me dis- 
turb you,” as he passes directly into the dining-room for his tea. 
“Pray don’t let me disturb you’—it seems to him precisely the mot 
juste; towards the guests cordial and considerate, for himself a very 
bulwark. 

The lower floor is lighted up, all the bulbs in the chandelier are 
burning save one that has burned out. Cornelius pauses on a lower 
step and surveys the entrance hall. It looks pleasant and cosy in the 
bright light, with its copy of Marées over the brick chimney-piece, 
its wainscoted walls—wainscoted in soft wood—and red-carpeted floor, 
where the guests stand in groups, chatting, each with his tea-cup and 
slice of bread-and-butter spread with anchovy paste. There is a festal 
haze, faint scents of hair and clothing and human breath come to him 
across the room, it is all characteristic and familiar and highly evoca- 
tive. The door into the dressing-room is open, guests are still arriving. 

A large group of people is rather bewildering at first sight. The 
Professor takes in only the general scene. He does not see Ingrid, 
who is standing just at the foot of the steps, in a dark silk frock with 
a pleated collar falling softly over the shoulders, and bare arms. She 
smiles up at him, nodding and showing her lovely teeth. 

“Rested?” she asks, for his private ear. With a quite unwarranted 
start he recognizes her, and she presents some of her friends. 

“May I introduce Herr Zuber?” she says. “And this is Fraulein 
Plaichinger.” 
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Herr Zuber is insignificant. But Fraulein Plaichinger is a perfect 
Germania, blond and voluptuous, arrayed in floating draperies. She 
has a snub nose, and answers the Professor’s salutation in the high, 
shrill pipe so many stout women have. 

“Delighted to meet you,” he says. “How nice of you to come! A 
classmate of Ingrid’s, I suppose?” 

And Herr Zuber is a golfing partner of Ingrid’s. He is in business; 
he works in his uncle’s brewery. Cornelius makes a few jokes about 
the thinness of the beer and professes to believe that Herr Zuber could 
easily do something about the quality if he would. “But pray don’t 
let me disturb you,” he goes on, and turns towards the dining-room. 

“There comes Max,” says Ingrid. “Max, you sweep, what do you 
mean by rolling up at this time of day?” For such is the way they 
talk to each other, offensively to an older ear; of social forms, of hos-. 
pitable warmth, there is no faintest trace. They all call each other by 
their first names. 

A young man comes up to them out of the dressing-room and 
makes his bow; he has an expanse of white shirt-front and a little 
black string tie. He is as pretty as a picture, dark, with rosy cheeks, 
clean-shaven of course, but with just a sketch of side-whisker. Not a 
ridiculous or flashy beauty, not like a gypsy fiddler, but just charming 
to look at, in a winning, well-bred way, with kind dark eyes. He even 
wears his dinner-jacket a little awkwardly. 

“Please don’t scold me, Cornelia,” he says; “it’s the idiotic lec- 
tures.” And Ingrid presents him to her father as Herr Hergesell. 

Well, and so this is Herr Hergesell. He knows his manners, does 
Herr Hergesell, and thanks the master of the house quite ingrati- 
atingly for his invitation as they shake hands. “I certainly seem to 
have missed the bus,” says he jocosely. “Of course I have lectures to- 
day up to four o’clock; I would have; and after that I had to go home 
to change.” Then he talks about his pumps, with which he has just 
been struggling in the dressing-room. 

“I brought them with me in a bag,” he goes on. “Mustn’t tramp 
all over the carpet in our brogues—it’s not done. Well, I was ass 
enough not to fetch along a shoe-horn, and I find I simply can’t get 
in! What a sell! They are the tightest I’ve ever had, the numbers 
don’t tell you a thing, and all the leather today is just cast iron. It’s 
not leather at all. My poor finger’—he confidingly displays a red- 


dened digit and once more characterizes the whole thing as a “sell,” 
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and a putrid sell into the bargain. He really does talk just as Ingrid 
said he did, with a peculiar nasal drawl, not affectedly in the least, 
put merely because that is the way of all the Hergesells. 

Dr. Cornelius says it is very careless of them not to keep a shoe- 
horn in the cloak-room and displays proper sympathy with the man- 
gled finger. “But now you really must not let me disturb you any 
longer,” he goes on. “Auf wiedersehen!” And he crosses the hall into 
the dining-room. 

There are guests there too, drinking tea; the family table is pulled 
out. But the Professor goes at once to his own little upholstered cor- 
ner with the electric light bulb above it—the nook where he usually 
drinks his tea. His wife is sitting there talking with Bert and two 
other young men, one of them Herzl, whom Cornelius knows and 
greets; the other a typical “Wandervogel” named Moller, a youth 
who obviously neither owns nor cares to own the correct evening dress 
of the middle classes (in fact, there is no such thing any more), nor 
to ape the manners of a gentleman (and, in fact, there is no such 
thing any more either). He has a wilderness of hair, horn spectacles, 
and a long neck, and wears golf stockings and a belted blouse. His 
regular occupation, the Professor learns, is banking, but he is by way 
of being an amateur folk-lorist and collects folk-songs from all local- 
ities and in all languages. He sings them, too, and at Ingrid’s com- 
mand has brought his guitar; it is hanging in the dressing-room in 
an oilcloth case. Herzl, the actor, is small and slight, but he has a 
strong growth of black beard, as you can tell by the thick coat of 
powder on his cheeks. His eyes are larger than life, with a deep and 
melancholy glow. He has put on rouge besides the powder—those dull 
carmine high-lights on the cheeks can be nothing but a cosmetic. 
“Queer,” thinks the Professor. “You would think a man would be one 
thing or the other—not melancholic and use face paint at the same 
time. It’s a psychological contradiction. How can a melancholy man 
rouge? But here we have a perfect illustration of the abnormality of 
the artist soul-form. It can make possible a contradiction like this— 
perhaps it even consists in the contradiction. All very interesting—and 
no reason whatever for not being polite to him. Politeness is a primi- 
tive convention—and legitimate. . . . Do take some lemon, Herr 
Hofschauspieler!”’ 

Court actors and court theatres—there are no such things any more, 
really. But Herzl relishes the sound of the title, notwithstanding he 
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is a revolutionary artist. This must be another contradiction inherent 
in his soul-form; so, at least, the Professor assumes, and he is prob- 
ably right. The flattery he is guilty of is a sort of atonement for his 
previous hard thoughts about the rouge. 

“Thank you so much—it’s really too good of you, sir,” says Herzl, 
quite embarrassed. He is so overcome that he almost stammers; only 
his perfect enunciation saves him. His whole bearing towards his 
hostess and the master of the house is exaggeratedly polite. It is al- 
most as though he had a bad conscience in respect of his rouge; as 
though an inward compulsion had driven him to put it on, but now, 
seeing it through the Professor’s eyes, he disapproves of it himself, 
and thinks, by an air of humility toward the whole of unrouged 
society, to mitigate its effect. 

They drink their tea and chat: about Mollet’s folk-songs, about _ 
Basque folk-songs and Spanish folk-songs; from which they pass to 
the new production of Don Carlos at the Stadttheater, in which Herzl 
plays the title-réle. He talks about his own rendering of the part and 
says he hopes his conception of the character has unity. They go on 
to criticize the rest of the cast, the setting, and the production as a 
whole; and Cornelius is struck, rather painfully, to find the conversa- 
tion trending towards his own special province, back to Spain and the 
Counter-Reformation. He has done nothing at all to give it this turn, 
he is perfectly innocent, and hopes it does not look as though he had 
sought an occasion to play the professor. He wonders, and falls silent, 
feeling relieved when the little folk come up to the table. Ellie and 
Snapper have on their blue velvet Sunday frocks; they are permitted 
to partake in the festivities up to bed-time. They look shy and large- 
eyed as they say how-do-you-do to the strangers and, under pressure, 
repeat their names and ages. Herr Moller does nothing but gaze at 
them solemnly, but Herzl is simply ravished. He rolls his eyes up to 
heaven and puts his hands over his mouth; he positively blesses them. 
It all, no doubt, comes from his heart, but he is so addicted to theat- 
rical methods of making an impression and getting an effect that both 
words and behaviour ring frightfully false. And even his enthusiasm 
for the little folk looks too much like part of his general craving to 
make up for the rouge on his cheeks. 

The tea-table has meanwhile emptied of guests, and dancing is go- 
ing on in the hall. The children run off, the Professor prepares to 
retire. “Go and enjoy yourselves,” he says to Moller and Herzl, who 
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have sprung from their chairs as he rises from his. They shake hands 
and he withdraws into his study, his peaceful kingdom, where he lets 
down the blinds, turns on the desk lamp, and sits down to his work. 

It is work which can be done, if necessary, under disturbed condi- 
tions: nothing but a few letters and a few notes. Of course, Cor- 
nelius’s mind wanders. Vague impressions float through it: Herr 
Hergesell’s refractory pumps, the high pipe in that plump body of 
the Plaichinger female. As he writes, or leans back in his chair and 
stares into space, his thoughts go back to Herr Moller’s collection of 
Basque folk-songs, to Herzl’s posings and humility, to “his” Carlos 
and the court of Philip II. There is something strange, he thinks, 
about conversations. They are so ductile, they will flow of their own 
accord in the direction of one’s dominating interest. Often and often 
he has seen this happen. And while he is thinking, he is listening to 
the sounds next door—rather subdued, he finds them. He hears only 
voices, no sound of footsteps. The dancers do not glide or circle round 
the room; they merely walk about over the carpet, which does not 
hamper their movements in the least. Their way of holding each 
other is quite different and strange, and they move to the strains of 
the gramophone, to the weird music of the new world. He concen- 
trates on the music and makes out that it is a jazz-band record, with 
various percussion instruments and the clack and clatter of castanets, 
which, however, are not even faintly suggestive of Spain, but merely 
jazz like the rest. No, not Spain. . . . His thoughts are back at theit 
old round. 

Half an hour goes by. It occurs to him it would be no more than 
friendly to go and contribute a box of cigarettes to the festivities next 
door. Too bad to ask the young people to smoke their own—though 
they have probably never thought of it. He goes into the empty 
dining-room and takes a box from his supply in the cupboard: not 
the best ones, nor yet the brand he himself prefers, but a certain long, 
thin kind he is not averse to getting rid of—after all, they are nothing 
but youngsters. He takes the box into the hall, holds it up with a 
smile, and deposits it on the mantel-shelf. After which he gives a look 
round and returns to his own room. 

There comes a lull in dance and music. The guests stand about the 
room in groups or round the table at the window or are seated in a 
circle by the fireplace. Even the built-in stairs, with their worn velvet 
carpet, are crowded with young folk as in an amphitheatre: Max 
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Hergesell is there, leaning back with one elbow on the step above and 
gesticulating with his free hand as he talks to the shrill, voluptuous 
Plaichinger. The floor of the hall is nearly empty, save just in the 
centre: there, directly beneath the chandelier, the two little ones in 
their blue velvet frocks clutch each other in an awkward embrace and 
twirl silently round and round, oblivious of all else. Cornelius, as he 
passes, strokes their hair, with a friendly word; it does not distract 
them from their small solemn preoccupation. But at his own door he 
turns to glance round and sees young Hergesell push himself off the 
stair by his elbow—probably because he noticed the Professor. He 
comes down into the arena, takes Ellie out of her brother’s arms, and 
dances with her himself. It looks very.comic, without the music, and 
he crouches down just as Cornelius does when he goes walking with 
the four gentlemen, holding the fluttered Ellie as though she were 
grown up and taking little “shimmying” steps. Everybody watches 
with huge enjoyment, the gramophone is put on again, dancing be- 
comes general. The Professor stands and looks, with his hand on the 
door-knob. He nods and laughs; when he finally shuts himself into 
his study the mechanical smile still lingers on his lips. 

Again he turns over pages by his desk lamp, takes notes, attends 
to a few simple matters. After a while he notices that the guests have 
forsaken the entrance hall for his wife’s drawing-room, into which 
there is a door from his own study as well. He hears their voices and 
the sounds of a guitar being tuned. Herr Moller, it seems, is to sing— 
and does so. He twangs the strings of his instrument and sings in a 
powerful bass a ballad in a strange tongue, possibly Swedish. The 
Professor does not succeed in identifying it, though he listens atten- 
tively to the end, after which there is great applause. The sound. is 
deadened by the portiére that hangs over the dividing door. The 
young bank-clerk begins another song. Cornelius goes softly in. 

It is half-dark in the drawing-room; the only light is from the 
shaded standard lamp, beneath which Moller sits, on the divan, with 
his legs crossed, picking his strings. His audience is grouped easily 
about; as there are not enough seats, some stand, and more, among 
them many young ladies, are simply sitting on the floor with their 
hands clasped round their knees or even with their legs stretched out 
before them. Hergesell sits thus, in his dinner jacket, next the piano, 
with Fraulein Plaichinger beside him. Frau Cornelius is holding both 


children on her lap as she sits in her easy-chair opposite the singer. 
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Snapper, the Boeotian, begins to talk loud and clear in the middle of 
the song and has to be intimidated with hushings and finger-shakings. 
Never, never would Ellie allow herself to be guilty of such conduct. 
She sits there daintily erect and still on her mother’s knee. The Pro- 
fessor tries to catch her eye and exchange a private signal with his 
little girl; but she does not see him. Neither does she seem to be look- 
mg at the singer. Her gaze is directed lower down. 
Moller sings the “joli tambour”: 


“Sire, mon roi, donnez-moi votre 


fille’ 


They are all enchanted. “How good!” Hergesell is heard to say, in 
the odd, nasally condescending Hergesell tone. The next one is a 
beggar ballad, to a tune composed by young-Moller himself; it elicits 
a storm of applause: 

“Gypsy lassie a-goin’ to the fair, 

Huzza! 

Gypsy laddie a-goin’ to be 
there— 


Huzza, diddlety umpty dido!” 


Laughter and high spirits, sheer reckless hilarity, reigns after this 
jovial ballad. “Frightfully good!” Hergesell comments again, as be- 
fore. Follows another popular song, this time a Hungarian one; Mol- 
ler sings it in its own outlandish tongue, and most effectively. The 
Professor applauds with ostentation. It warms his heart and does him 
good, this outcropping of artistic, historic, and cultural elements all 
amongst the shimmying. He goes up to young Moller and congratu- 
lates him, talks about the songs and their sources, and Moller prom- 
ises to lend him a certain annotated book of folk songs. Cornelius is 
the more cordial because all the time, as fathers do, he has been com- 
paring the parts and achievements of this young stranger with those 
of his own son, and being gnawed by envy and chagrin. This young 
Moller, he is thinking, is a capable bank-clerk (though about Mol- 
ler’s capacity he knows nothing whatever) and has this special gift 
besides, which must have taken talent and energy to cultivate. “And 
here is my poor Bert, who knows nothing and can do nothing and 
thinks of nothing except playing the clown, without even talent for 
that!” He tries to be just; he tells himself that, after all, Bert has in- 
nate refinement; that probably there is a good deal more to him than 
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there is to the successful Moller; that perhaps he has even something 
of the poet in him, and his dancing and table-waiting are due to mere 
boyish folly and the distraught times. But paternal envy and _pessi- 
mism win the upper hand; when Moller begins another song, Dr. 
Cornelius goes back to his room. 

He works as before, with divided attention, at this and that, while 
it gets on for seven o'clock. Then he remembers a letter he may just 
as well write, a short letter and not very important, but letter-writing 
is wonderful for the way it takes up the time, and it is almost half 
past when he has finished. At half past eight the Italian salad will be 
served; so now is the prescribed moment for the Professor to go out 
into the wintry darkness to post his letters and take his daily quantum 
of fresh air and exercise. They are dancing again, and he will have 
to pass through the hall to get his hat and coat; but they are used to 
him now, he need not stop and beg them not to be disturbed. He 
lays away his papers, takes up the letters he has written, and goes out. 
But he sees his wife sitting near the door of his room and pauses a 
little by her easy-chair. 

She is watching the dancing. Now and then the big folk or some of 
their guests stop to speak to her; the party is at its height, and there 
are more onlookers than these two: blue-faced Ann is standing at the 
bottom of the stairs, in all the dignity of her limitations. She is wait- 
ing for the children, who simply cannot get their fill of these un- 
wonted festivities, and watching over Snapper, lest his all too rich 
blood be churned to the danger-point by too much twirling round. 
And not only the nursery but the kitchen takes an interest: Xaver 
and the two ladies Hinterhofer are standing by the pantry door look- 
ing on with relish. Fraulein Walburga, the elder of the two sunken 
sisters (the culinary section—she objects to being called a cook), is 
a whimsical, good-natured sort, brown-eyed, wearing glasses with 
thick circular lenses; the nose-piece is wound with a bit of rag to 
keep it from pressing on her nose. Fraulein Cecilia is younger, though 
not so precisely young either. Her bearing is as self-assertive as usual, 
this being her way of sustaining her dignity as a former member of 
the middle class. For Fraulein Cecilia feels acutely her descent into 
the ranks of domestic service. She positively declines to wear a cap or 
other badge of servitude, and her hardest trial is on the Wednesday 
evening when she has to serve the dinner while Xaver has his after- 
noon out. She hands the dishes with averted face and elevated nose— 
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a fallen queen; and so distressing is it to behold her degradation that 
one evening when the little folk happened to be at table and saw her 
they both with one accord burst into tears. Such anguish is unknown 
to young Xaver. He enjoys serving and does it with an ease born of 
practice as well as talent, for he was once a “piccolo.” But otherwise 
he is a thorough-paced good-for-nothing and windbag—with quite dis- 
tinct traits of character of his own, as his long-suffering employers 
are always ready to concede, but perfectly impossible and a bag of 
wind for all that. One must just take him as he is, they think, and 
not expect figs from thistles. He is the child and product of the dis- 
rupted times, a perfect specimen of his generation, follower of the 
revolution, Bolshevist sympathizer. The Professor’s name for him is 
the “minute-man,” because he is always to be counted on in any 
sudden crisis, if only it address his sense of humour or love of novelty, 
and will display therein amazing readiness and resource. But he ut- 
terly lacks a sense of duty and can as little be trained to the perform- 
ance of the daily round and common task as some kinds of dog can 
be taught to jump over a stick. It goes so plainly against the grain 
that criticism is disarmed. One becomes resigned. On grounds that 
appealed to him as unusual and amusing he would be ready to turn 
out of his bed at any hour of the night. But he simply cannot get up 
before eight in the morning, he cannot do it, he will not jump over 
the stick. Yet all day long the evidence of this free and untrammelled 
existence, the sound of his mouth-organ, his joyous whistle, or his 
raucous but expressive voice lifted in song, rises to the hearing of the 
world above-stairs; and the smoke of his cigarettes fills the pantry. 
While the Hinterhofer ladies work he stands and looks on. Of a 
morning while the Professor is breakfasting, he tears the leaf off the 
study calendar—but does sot lift a finger to dust the room. Dr. Cor- 
nelius has often told him to leave the calendar alone, for he tends to 
tear off two leaves at a time and thus to add to the general confusion. 
But young Xaver appears to find joy in this activity, and will not be 
deprived of it. : 
Again, he is fond of children, a winning trait. He will throw him- 
self into games with the little folk in the garden, make and mend 
their toys with great ingenuity, even read aloud from their books— 
and very droll it sounds in his thick-lipped pronunciation. With his 
whole soul he loves the cinema; after an evening spent there he in- 
clines to melancholy and yearning and talking to himself. Vague 
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hopes stir in him that some day he may make his fortune in that gay 
world and belong to it by rights—hopes based on his shock of hair 
and his physical agility and daring. He likes to climb the ash tree in 
the front garden, mounting branch by branch to the very top and 
frightening everybody to death who sees him. Once there he lights a 
cigarette and smokes it as he sways to and fro, keeping a look-out for 
a cinema director who might chance to come along and engage him. 

If he changed his striped jacket for mufti, he might easily dance 
with the others and no one would notice the difference. For the big 
folk’s friends are rather anomalous in their clothing: evening dress is 
worn by a few, but it is by no means the rule. There is quite a sprin- 
kling of guests, both male and female, in the same general style as 
Moller the ballad-singer. The Professor is familiar with the circum- 
stances of most of this young generation he is watching as he stands 
beside his wife’s chair; he has heard them spoken of by name. They 
are students at the high school or at the School of Applied Art; they 
lead, at least the masculine portion, that precarious and scrambling 
existence which is purely the product of the time. There is a tall, pale, 
spindling youth, the son of a dentist, who lives by speculation. From 
all the Professor hears, he is a perfect Aladdin. He keeps a car, treats 
his friends to champagne suppers, and showers presents upon them on 
every occasion, costly little trifles in mother-of-pearl and gold. So today 
he has brought gifts to the young givers of the feast: for Bert a gold 
lead-pencil, and for Ingrid a pair of ear-rings of barbaric size, great 
gold circlets that fortunately do not have to go through the little ear- 
lobe, but are fastened over it by means of a clip. The big folk come 
laughing to their parents to display these trophies; and the parents 
shake their heads even while they admire—Aladdin bowing over and 
over from afar. 

The young people appear to be absorbed in their dancing—if the 
performance they are carrying out with so much still concentration 
can be called dancing. They stride across the carpet, slowly, accord- 
ing to some unfathomable prescript, strangely embraced; in the new- 
est attitude, tummy advanced and shoulders high, waggling the hips. 
They do not get tired, because nobody could. There is no such thing 
as heightened colour or heaving bosoms. Two girls may dance to- 
gether or two young men—it is all the same. They move to the exotic 
strains of the gramophone, played with the loudest needles to procure 
the maximum of sound: shimmies, foxtrots, one-steps, double foxes, 
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African shimmies, Java dances, and Creole polkas, the wild musky 
melodies follow one another, now furious, now languishing, a monot- 
onous Negro programme in unfamiliar thythm, to a clacking, clash- 
ing, and strumming orchestral accompaniment. 

“What is that record?” Cornelius inquires of Ingrid, as she passes 
him by in the arms of the pale young speculator, with reference to 
the piece then playing, whose alternate languors and furies he finds 
comparatively pleasing and showing a certain resourcefulness in de- 
tail. 

“Prince of Pappenheim: ‘Console thee, dearest child,’ ” she answers, 
and smiles pleasantly back at him with her white teeth. 

The cigarette smoke wreathes beneath the chandelier. The air is 
blue with a festal haze compact of sweet and thrilling ingredients that 
stir the blood with memories of green-sick pains and are particularly 
poignant to those whose youth—like the Professor’s own—has been 
over-sensitive. . . . The little folk are still on the floor. They are 
allowed to stop up until eight, so great is their delight in the party. 
The guests have got used to their presence; in their own way, they 
have their place in the doings of the evening. They have separated, 
anyhow: Snapper revolves all alone in the middle of the carpet, in his 
little blue velvet smock, while Ellie is running after one of the danc- 
ing couples, trying to hold the man fast by his coat. It is Max 
Hergesell and Fraulein Plaichinger. They dance well, it is a pleasure 
to watch them. One has to admit that these mad modern dances, 
when the right people dance them, are not so bad after all—they have 
something quite taking. Young Hergesell is a capital leader, dances 
according to rule, yet with individuality. So it looks. With what 
aplomb can he walk backwards—when space permits! And he knows 
how to be graceful standing still in a crowd. And his partner supports 
him well, being unsuspectedly lithe and buoyant, as fat people often 
are. They look at each other, they are talking, paying no heed to 
Ellie, though others are smiling to see the child’s persistence. Dr. 
Cornelius tries to catch up his little sweetheart as she passes and draw 
her to him. But Ellie eludes him, almost peevishly; her dear Abel is 
nothing to her now. She braces her little arms against his chest and 
turns her face away with a persecuted look. Then escapes to follow 
her fancy once more. 

The Professor feels an involuntary twinge. Uppermost in his heart 
is hatred for this party, with its power to intoxicate and estrange his 
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darling child. His love for her—that not quite disinterested, not quite 
tinexceptionable love of his—is easily wounded. He wears a mechan- 
ical smile, but his eyes have clouded, and he stares fixedly at a point in 
the carpet, between the dancers’ feet. 

“The children ought to go to bed,” he tells his wife. But she pleads 
for another quarter of an hour; she has promised already, and they do 
love it so! He’smiles again and shakes his head, stands so a moment 
and then goes across to the cloak-room, which is full of coats and hats 
and scarves and overshoes. He has trouble in rummaging out his own 
coat, and Max Hergesell comes out of the hall, wiping his brow. 

“Going out, sir?” he asks, in Hergesellian accents, dutifully helping 
the older man on with his coat. “Silly business this, with my pumps,” 
he says. “They pinch like hell. The brutes are simply too tight for 
me, quite apart from the bad leather. They press just here on the ball 
of my great toe”—he stands on one foot and holds the other in his 
hand—“it’s simply unbearable. There’s nothing for it but to take 
them off; my brogues will have to do the business. . . . Oh, let me 
help you, sir.” 

“Thanks,” says Cornelius. “Don’t trouble. Get rid of your own 
tormentors. . . . Oh, thanks very much!” For Hergesell has gone on 
one knee to snap the fasteners of his snow-boots. 

Once more the Professor expresses his gratitude; he is pleased and 
touched by so much sincere respect and youthful readiness to serve. 
“Go and enjoy yourself,” he counsels. “Change your shoes and make 
up for what you have been suffering. Nobody can dance in shoes 
that pinch. Good-bye, I must be off to get a breath of fresh air.” 

“[m going to dance with Ellie now,” calls Hergesell after him. 
“She'll be a first-rate dancer when she grows up, and that I'll swear to.” 

“Think so?” Cornelius answers, already half out. “Well, you are a 
connoisseur, I’m sure. Don’t get curvature of the spine with stooping.” 

He nods again and goes. “Fine lad,” he thinks as he shuts the door. 
“Student of engineering. Knows what he’s bound for, got a good 
clear head, and so well set up and pleasant too.” And again paternal 
envy rises as he compares his poor Bert’s status with this young man’s, 
which he puts in the rosiest light that his son’s may look the darker. 
Thus he sets out on his evening walk. 

He goes up the avenue, ctosses the bridge, and walks along the 
bank on the other side as far as the next bridge but one. The air is 
wet and cold, ‘with a little snow now and then. He turns up his coat- 
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collar and slips the crook of his cane over the arm behind his back. 
Now and then he ventilates his lungs with a long deep breath of the 
night air. As usual when he walks, his mind reverts. to his professional 
preoccupations, he thinks about his lectures and the things he means 
to say tomorrow about Philip’s struggle against the Germanic revolu- 
tion, things steeped in melancholy and penetratingly just. Above all 
just, he thinks. For in one’s dealings with the young it behoves one 
to display the scientific spirit, to exhibit the principles of enlighten- 
ment—not only for purposes of mental discipline, but on the human 
and individual side, in order not to wound them or indirectly offend 
their political sensibilities; particularly in these days, when there is so 
much tinder in the air, opinions are so frightfully split up and 
chaotic, and you may so easily incur attacks from one party or the 
other, or even give rise to scandal, by taking sides on a point of 
history. “And taking sides is unhistoric anyhow,” so he muses. “Only 
justice, only impartiality is historic.” And could not, properly con- 
sidered, be otherwise. . . . For justice can have nothing of youthful 
fire and blithe, fresh, loyal conviction. It is by nature melancholy. 
And, being so, has secret affinity with the lost cause and the forlorn 
hope rather than with the fresh and blithe and loyal—perhaps this 
affinity is its very essence and without it it would not exist at all! . . : 
“And is there then no such thing as justice?” the Professor asks him- 
self, and ponders the question so deeply that he absently posts his 
letters in the next box and turns round to go home. This thought of 
his is unsettling and disturbing to the scientific mind—but is it not 
after all itself scientific, psychological, conscientious, and therefore 
to be accepted without prejudice, no matter how upsetting? In the 
midst of which musings Dr. Cornelius finds himself back at his own 
door. 

On the outer threshold stands Xaver, and seems to be looking for 
him. 

“Herr Professor,” says Xaver, tossing back his hair, “go upstairs to 
Ellie straight off. She’s in a bad way.” 

“What's the matter?” asks Cornelius in-alarm. “Is she ill?” 

“No-o, not to say ill,” answers Xaver. “She’s just in a bad way and 
crying fit to bust her little heart. It’s along 0’ that chap with the shirt- 
front that danced with her—Herr Hergesell. She couldn’t be got to 
go upstairs peaceably, not at no price at all, and she’s b’en crying 
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“Nonsense,” says the Professor, who has entered and is tossing off 
his things in the cloak-room. He says no more; opens the glass door 
and without a glance at the guests turns swiftly to the stairs. Takes 
them two at a time, crosses the upper hall and the small room leading 
into the nursery. Xaver follows at his heels, but stops at the nursery 
door. 

A bright light still burns within, showing the gay frieze that runs 
all round the room, the large row of shelves heaped with a confusion 
of toys, the rocking-horse on his swaying platform, with red-varnished 
nostrils and raised hoofs. On the linoleum lie other toys—building 
blocks, railway trains, a little trumpet. The two white cribs stand 
not far apart, Ellie’s in the window corner, Snapper’s out in the room. 

Snapper is asleep. He has said his prayers in loud, ringing tones, 
prompted by Nurse, and gone off at once into vehement, profound, 
and rosy slumber—from which a cannon-ball fired at close range could 
not rouse him. He lies with both fists flung back on the pillows on 
either side of the tousled head with its funny crooked little slumber- 
tossed wig. 

A circle of females surrounds Ellie’s bed: not only blue-faced Ann 
is there, but the Hinterhofer ladies too, talking to each other and to 
her. They make way as the Professor comes up and reveal the child 
sitting all pale among her pillows, sobbing and weeping more bitterly 
than he has ever seen her sob and weep in her life. Her lovely little 
hands lie on the coverlet in front of her, the nightgown with its nar- 
row lace border has slipped down from her shoulder—such a thin, 
birdlike little shoulder—and the sweet head Cornelius loves so well, 
set on the neck like a flower on its stalk, her head is on one side, with 
the eyes rolled up to the corner between wall and ceiling above her 
head. For there she seems to envisage the anguish of her heart and 
even to nod to it—either on purpose or because her head wobbles as 
her body is shaken with the violence of her sobs. Her eyes rain down 
tears. The bow-shaped lips are parted, like a little mater dolorosa’s, 
and from them issue long, low wails that in nothing resemble the 
unnecessary and exasperating shrieks of a naughty child, but rise from 
the deep extremity of her heart and wake in the Professor’s own a 
sympathy that is well-nigh intolerable. He has never seen his darling 
so before. His feelings find immediate vent in an attack on the ladies 
Hinterhofer. 
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deal to do. Is my wife being left to do it alone?” 

For the acute sensibilities of the former middle class this is quite 
enough. The ladies withdraw in righteous indignation, and Xaver 
Kleingutl jeers at them as they pass out. Having been born to low 
life instead of achieving it, he never loses a chance to mock at their 
fallen state. 

“Childie, childie,” murmurs Cornelius, and sitting down by the 
crib enfolds the anguished Ellie in his arms. “What is the trouble 
with my darling?” 

She bedews his face with her tears. 

“Abel . . . Abel . . .” she stammers between sobs. “Why—isn’t 
Max—my brother? Max ought to be—my brother!” 

Alas, alas! What mischance is this? Is this what the party has 
wrought, with its fatal atmosphere? Cornelius glances helplessly up at 
blue-faced Ann standing there in all the dignity of her limitations 
with her hands before her on her apron. She purses up her mouth 
and makes a long face. “It’s pretty young, she says, “for the female 
instincts to be showing up.” 

“Hold your tongue,” snaps Cornelius, in his agony. He has this 
much to be thankful for, that Ellie does not turn from him now; she 
does not push him away as she did downstairs, but clings to him in 
her need, while she reiterates her absurd, bewildered prayer that Max 
might be her brother, or with a fresh burst of desire demands to be 
taken downstairs so that he can dance with her again. But Max, of 
course, is dancing with Fraulein Plaichinger, that behemoth who is his 
rightful partner and has every claim upon him; whereas Ellie—never, 
thinks the Professor, his heart torn with the violence of his pity, never 
has she looked so tiny and birdlike as now, when she nestles to him 
shaken with sobs and all unaware of what is happening in her little 
soul. No, she does not know. She does not comprehend that her suf- 
fering is on account of Fraulein Plaichinger, fat, overgrown, and 
utterly within her rights in dancing with Max Hergesell, whereas 
Ellie may only do it once, by way of a joke, although she is incompa- 
rably the more charming of the two. Yet it would be quite mad to 
reproach young Hergesell with the state of affairs or to make fantastic 
demands upon him. No, Ellie’s suffering is without help or healing 
and must be covered up. Yet just as it is without understanding, so 
it is also without restraint—and that is what makes it so horribly 


418 Thomas Mann 


painful. Xaver and blue-faced Ann do not feel this pain, it does not 
affect them—either because of native callousness or because they ac- 
cept it as the way of nature. But the Professor's fatherly heart is quite 
torn by it, and by a distressful horror of this passion, so hopeless and 
so absurd. 

Of no avail to hold forth to poor Ellie on the subject of the per- 
fectly good little brother she already has. She only casts a distraught 
and scornful glance over at the other crib, where Snapper lies vehe- 
mently slumbering, and with fresh tears calls again for Max. Of no 
avail either the promise of a long, long walk tomorrow, all five gentle- 
men, round and round the dining-room table; or a dramatic descrip- 
tion of the thrilling cushion games they will play. No, she will listen 
to none of all this, nor to lying down and going to sleep. She will not 
sleep, she will sit bolt upright and suffer. . . . But on a sudden they 
stop and listen, Abel and Ellie; listen to something miraculous that is 
coming to pass, that is approaching by strides, two strides, to the 
nursery door, that now overwhelmingly appears. . . . 

It is Xaver’s work, not a doubt of that. He has not remained by 
the door where he stood to gloat over the ejection of the Hinterhofers. 
No, he has bestirred himself, taken a notion; likewise steps to carry 
it out. Downstairs he has gone, twitched Herr Hergesell’s sleeve, 
and made a thick-lipped request. So here they both are. Xaver, having 
done his part, remains by the door; but Max Hergesell comes up to 
Ellie’s crib; in his dinner-jacket, with his sketchy side-whisker and 
charming black eyes; obviously quite pleased with his rdle of swan 
knight and fairy prince, as one who should say: “See, here am I, now 
all losses are restored and sorrows end.” 

Cornelius is almost as much overcome as Ellie herself. 

“Just look,” he says feebly, “look who’s here. This is uncommonly 
good of you, Herr Hergesell.” 

“Not a bit of it,” says Hergesell. “Why shouldn’t I come to say 
good-night to my fair partner?” 

And he approaches the bars of the crib, behind which Ellie sits 
struck mute. She smiles blissfully through her tears. A funny, high 
little note that is half a sigh of relief comes from her lips, then she 
looks dumbly up at her swan knight with her golden-brown eyes— 
tear-swollen though they are, so much more beautiful than the fat 
Plaichinger’s. She does not put up her arms. Her joy, like her grief, 
is without understanding; but she does not do that. The lovely little 
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hands lie quiet on the coverlet, and Max Hergesell stands with his 
arms leaning over the rail as on a balcony. 

“And now,” he says smartly, “she need not ‘sit the livelong night 
and weep upon her bed’!” He looks at the Professor to make sure 
he is receiving due credit for the quotation. “Ha ha!” he laughs, 
“she’s beginning young. ‘Console thee, dearest child!’ Never mind, 
you're all right! Just as you are you'll be wonderful! You've only got 
to grow up... . And you'll lie down and go to sleep like a good 
girl, now I’ve come to say good-night? And not cry any more, little 
Lorelei?” 

Ellie looks up at him, transfigured. One birdlike shoulder is bare; 
the Professor draws the lace-trimmed nighty over it. There comes into 
his mind a sentimental story he once read about a dying child who 
longs to see a clown he had once, with unforgettable ecstasy, beheld 
in a circus. And they bring the clown to the bedside marvellously 
arrayed, embroidered before and behind with silver butterflies; and 
the child dies happy. Max Hergesell is not embroidered, and Ellie, 
thank God, is not going to die, she has only “been in a bad way.” 
But, after all, the effect is the same. Young Hergesell leans over the 
bars of the crib and rattles on, more for the father’s ear than the 
child’s, but Ellie does not know that—and the father’s feelings towards 
him are a most singular mixture of thankfulness, embarrassment, and 
hatred. 

“Good night, little Lorelei,” says Hergesell, and gives her his hand 
through the bars. Her pretty, soft, white little hand is swallowed up 
in the grasp of his big, strong, red one. “Sleep well,” he says, “and 
sweet dreams! But don’t dream about me—God forbid! Not at your 
age—ha ha!” And then the fairy clown’s visit is at an end. Cornelius 
accompanies him to the door. “No, no, positively, no thanks called 
for, don’t mention it,” he large-heartedly protests; and Xaver goes 
downstairs with him, to help serve the Italian salad. 

But Dr. Cornelius returns to Ellie, who is now lying down, with 
her cheek pressed into her flat little pillow. 

“Well, wasn’t that lovely?” he says as he smooths the covers. She 
nods, with one last little sob. For a quarter of an hour he sits beside 
her and watches while she falls asleep in her turn, beside the little 
brother who found the right way so much earlier than she. Her silky 
brown hair takes the enchanting fall it always does when she sleeps; 
deep, deep lie the lashes over the eyes that late so abundantly poured 
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forth their sorrow; the angelic mouth with its bowed upper lip is 
peacefully relaxed and a little open. Only now and then comes a be- 
lated catch in her slow breathing. 

And her small hands, like pink and white flowers, lie so quietly, 
one on the coverlet, the other on the pillow by her face—Dr. Cor- 
nelius, gazing, feels his heart melt with tenderness as with strong wine. 

“How good,” he thinks, “that she breathes in oblivion with every 
breath she draws! That in childhood each night is a deep, wide gulf 
between one day and the next. Tomorrow, beyond all doubt, young 
Hergesell will be a pale shadow, powerless to darken her little heart. 
Tomorrow, forgetful of all but present joy, she will walk with Abel 
and Snapper, all five gentlemen, round and round the table, will play 
the ever-thrilling cushion game.” 


Heaven be praised for that! 


Katherine Mansfield 


1888-1923 


THE WIND BLOWS +* THE FLY * THE MAN WITHOUT 
A TEMPERAMENT 


An immensely precocious, headstrong and talented girl, musi- 
cian as well as writer, Katherine Mansfield left her native New 
Zealand in 1903 to study at Queens College in London. She had 
intended to become a professional cellist, but after her young 
English professor introduced her to the writings of Walter Pater, 
Oscar Wilde, Gabriele D’Annunzio and the French Symbolist 
poets, she found literature far more exciting. When she returned 
home briefly in 1906, New Zealand society seemed intolerably 
dull in contrast to London Bohemianism. Thereafter she lived in 
England or on the continent, supported by a meager subsidy 
from her father, who was an influential New Zealand banker and 
industrialist. 

Katherine Mansfield threw herself into the quest for intensity 
in life and art, according to the prescriptions of Walter Pater and 
Oscar Wilde. But freedom did not give her happiness. An un- 
fortunate early marriage was followed by an equally unfortunate 
love affair, which left her ill and alone in Bavaria. Bavaria is the 
background for the short stories in her first collection, In a Ger- 
man Pension, published in 1911, when she was only twenty- 
three. 

In 1912 she met John Middleton Murry, a young critic and 
essayist, and married him six years later, when she was finally 
able to divorce her first husband. Their relationship was creatively 
tich, but emotionally stormy, and broken by long separations. 
In 1915 her favorite brother Leslie, who appears as a character in 
“The Wind Blows,” was killed in action in France. During the 
war her friendship with D. H. Lawrence was upset by her refusal 
to accept his more occult ideas and to join him in founding a 
Utopian colony. Constant illness, which forced her to spend 
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most of her last years in the warmer parts of France and Italy, 
developed into tuberculosis. She died in 1923 at the Gurdjieff 
Institute, a Russian faith-healing center near Paris. 

In a life of self-doubt, disorder and unhappy experimentation, 
Miss Mansfield’s writing remained a source of strength and 
satisfaction, and her artistic standards grew increasingly firm, 
clear and mature. For all her despair and tortured sensitivity, 
she could take the materials experience gave her and express 
them not only with objectivity and with perfection of form, 
but also with gaiety, lyricism, self-understanding and wit. Chek- 
hov, the great Russian short-story writer, was her master. In 
fact some of her early stories followed his so closely that they 
seemed almost plagiarisms. Atmosphere, mood, impulses and 
impressions are often the most important ingredients in her 
fiction, but they are defined through the most precise, eco- 
nomical use of sharply observed detail. The sensuous, qualitative 


‘exactness of her phrasing, close to what the contemporary 


Imagists were doing in poetry, is the result not only of talent, 
but of a constant struggle for perfection. This is poignantly 
recorded in the notebooks and letters published after her death, 
“At the end,” she wrote, “truth is the only thing worth having: 
it’s more thrilling than love, more joyful and more passionate. 
It simply cannot fail.” 

Bliss, containing a selection of the best work of the preceding 
nine years, was published in 1920, followed by The Garden 
Party in 1922. These two volumes were received with almost 
unanimous enthusiasm by the critics. Miss Mansfield was recog- 
nized as the most talented British exponent of the “new” short 
story. Nor has her reputation suffered with time. The pattern 
which was established by her in these two volumes and by James 
Joyce in Dubliners still remains the prevailing pattern in the 
annual prize collections of best short stories in America. 

The three stories reprinted here have autobiographical sig- 
nificance but are very different in character. ““The Wind Blows” 
is a poem, all lyricism, movement, imagination and mood, yet 
perfectly honest and realistic as a subjective study of adolescence. 
The Chinamen and pahutakawas remind us that it takes place 
in New Zealand, which Katherine Mansfield and her brother 
left on just such a black ship to go to their early deaths abroad. 
“The Fly,” written after the war, undoubtedly derives from 
thoughts of her brother’s grave in France. By changing the 


characters and circumstances, however, and introducing a note 
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of irony, Miss Mansfield makes this a general study of the 
nature and insubstantiality of grief. The use of the fly shows 
how an incident within a story, once the implied parallel is 
understood, can serve to explain the meaning of the story as a 
whole. “The Man without a Temperament” she wrote on one 
January day, working without interruption from early morning 
until midnight, though she was very ill. Her husband had just 
returned to England after a brief holiday visit with her in Italy. 
One of the major achievements of her last years, this story is 
somber and restrained in theme, but of unsurpassed brilliance 
in its detailed evocation of scene and situation, and in its use 
of symbols—symbols of tropical growth, for example—to sug- 
gest what is going on within the soul. 


THE WIND BLOWS 


Suddenly—dreadfully—she wakes up. What has happened? Some- 
thing dreadful has happened. No—nothing has happened. It is only 
the wind shaking the house, rattling the windows, banging a piece 
of iron on the roof and making her bed tremble. Leaves flutter past 
the window, up and away; down in the avenue a whole newspaper 
wags in the air like a lost kite and falls, spiked on a pine tree. It is 
cold. Summer is over—it is autumn—everything is ugly. The carts 
rattle by, swinging from side to side; two Chinamen lollop along 
under their wooden yokes with the straining vegetable baskets—their 
pigtails and blue blouses fly out in the wind. A white dog on three 
legs yelps past the gate. It is all over! What is? Oh, everything! And 
she begins to plait her hair with shaking fingers, not daring to look 
in the glass. Mother is talking to grandmother in the hall. . 

“A perfect idiot! Imagine leaving anything out on the line in 
weather like this. . . . Now my best little Teneriffe-work teacloth 


THE WIND BLOWS. Reprinted from The Short Stories of Katherine Mansfield, 
by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. Copyright 1920, 1937 by Alfred A. 
Knopf, Inc., and by permission of The Society of Authors as the Literary 
Representative of the Estate of the late Katherine Mansfield. 
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is simply in ribbons. What is that extraordinary smell? It’s the por- 
ridge burning. Oh, heavens—this wind!” 

She has a music lesson at ten o'clock. At the thought the minor 
movement of the Beethoven begins to play in her head, the trills long 
and terrible like little rolling drums. . . . Marie Swainson runs into 
the garden next door to pick the “chrysanths” before they are ruined. 
Her skirt flies up above her waist; she tries to beat it down, to tuck it 
between her legs while she stoops, but it is no use—up it flies. All the 
trees and bushes beat about her. She picks as quickly as she can, but 
she is quite distracted. She doesn’t mind what she does—she pulls the 
plants up by the roots and bends and twists them, stamping her foot 
and swearing. 

“For heaven’s sake keep the front door shut! Go round to the back,” 
shouts someone. And then she hears Bogey: 

“Mother, you’re wanted on the telephone. Telephone, Mother. It’s 
the butcher.” 

How hideous life is—tevolting, simply revolting. . . . And now 
her hat-elastic’s snapped. Of course it would. She'll wear her old tam 
and slip out the back way. But Mother has seen. 

“Matilda. Matilda. Come back im-me-diately! What on earth have 
you got on your head? It looks like a tea cosy. And why have you 
got that mane of hair on your forehead?” 

“T can’t come back, Mother. I’ll be late for my lesson.” 

“Come back immediately!” 

She won’t. She won’t. She hates Mother. “Go to hell,” she shouts, 
running down the road. 

In waves, in clouds, in big round whirls the dust comes stinging, 
and with it little bits of straw and chaff and manure. There is a loud 
roaring sound from the trees in the gardens, and standing at the bot- 
tom of the road outside Mr. Bullen’s gate she can hear the sea sob: 
“Ah! ... Ah! ... Ahh!” But Mr. Bullen’s drawing-room is as 
quiet as a cave. The windows are closed, the blinds half pulled, and 
she is not late. The-girl-before-her has just started playing Mac- 
Dowell’s “To an Iceberg.” Mr. Bullen looks over at her and half 
smiles. 

“Sit down,” he says. “Sit over there in the sofa corner, little lady.” 

How funny he is. He doesn’t exactly laugh at you . . . but there 
is just something. . . . Oh, how peaceful it is here. She likes this 
room. It smells of art serge and stale smoke and chrysanthemums . . . 
there is a big vase of them on the mantelpiece behind the pale photo- 
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graph of Rubinstein . . . 4 mon ami Robert Bullen. . . . Over the 
black glittering piano hangs “Solitude”—a dark tragic woman draped 
in white, sitting on a rock, her knees crossed, her chin on her hands. 

“No, no!” says Mr. Bullen, and he leans over the other girl, puts 
his arms over her shoulders and plays the passage for her. The stupid 
—she’s blushing! How ridiculous! 

Now the-girl-before-her has gone; the front door slams. Mr. Bullen 
comes back and walks up and down, very softly, waiting for her. 
What an extraordinary thing. Her fingers tremble so that she can’t 
undo the knot in the music satchel. It’s the wind. . . . And her heart 
beats so hard she feels it must lift her blouse up and down. Mr. Bullen 
does not say a word. The shabby red piano seat is long enough for 
two people to sit side by side. Mr. Bullen sits down by her. 

“Shall I begin with scales,” she asks, squeezing her hands together. 
“I had some arpeggios, too.” 

But he does not answer. She doesn’t believe he even hears . . . and 
then suddenly his fresh hand with the ring on it reaches over and 
opens Beethoven. 

“Let’s have a little of the old master,” he says. 

But why does he speak so kindly—so awfully kindly—and as 
though they had known each other for years and years and knew 
everything about each other. 

He turns the page slowly. She watches his hand—it is a very nice 
hand and always looks as though it had just been washed. 

“Here we are,” says Mr. Bullen. 

Oh, that kind voice— Oh, that minor movement. Here come the 
little drums... . 

“Shall I take the repeat?” 

“Yes, dear child.” 

His voice is far, far too kind. The crotchets and quavers are danc- 
ing up and down the stave like little black boys on a fence. Why is 
he so. . . She will not cry—she has nothing to cry about. . . . 

“What is it, dear child?” 

Mr. Bullen takes her hands. His shoulder is there—just by her 
head. She leans on it ever so little, her cheek against the springy 
tweed. 

“T ife is so dreadful,” she murmurs, but she does not feel it’s dread- 
ful at all. He says something about “waiting” and “marking time” 
and “that rare thing, a woman,” but she does not hear. It is so com- 


fortable .. . for ever... 
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Suddenly the door opens and in pops Marie Swainson, hours before 
her time. 

“Take the allegretto a little faster,” says Mr. Bullen, and gets up 
and begins to walk up and down again. 

“Sit in the sofa corner, little lady,” he says to Marie. 


The wind, the wind. It’s frightening to be here in her room by her- 
self. The bed, the mirror, the white jug and basin gleam like the sky 
outside. It’s the bed that is frightening. There it lies, sound asleep. 
. . « Does Mother imagine for one moment that she is going to darn 
all those stockings knotted up on the quilt like a coil of snakes? She’s 
not. No, Mother. I do not see why I should. . . . The wind—the 
wind! There’s a funny smell of soot blowing down the chimney. 
Hasn’t anyone written poems to the wind? .. . “I bring fresh flow- 
ers to the leaves and showers.” . . . What nonsense. 

“Ts that you, Bogey?” 

“Come for a walk round the esplanade, Matilda. I can’t stand this 
any longer.” 

“Right-o. I'll put on my ulster. Isn’t it an awful day!” Bogey’s ulster 
is just like hers. Hooking the collar she looks at herself in the glass. 
Her face is white, they have the same excited eyes and hot lips. Ah, 
they know those two in the glass. Good-bye, dears; we shall be back 
soon. 

“This is better, isn’t it?” 

“Hook on,” says Bogey. 

They cannot walk fast enough. Their heads bent, their legs just 
touching, they stride like one eager person through the town, down 
the asphalt zigzag where the fennel grows wild and on to the 
esplanade. It is dusky—just getting dusky. The wind is so strong 
that they have to fight their way through it, rocking like two old 
drunkards. All the poor little pahutukawas on the esplanade are bent 
to the ground. 

“Come on! Come on! Let’s get near.” 

Over by the breakwater the sea is very high. They pull off their 
hats and her hair blows across her mouth, tasting of salt. The sea is 
so high that the waves do not break at all; they thump against the 
rough stone wall and suck up the weedy, dripping steps. A fine spray 
skims from the water right across the esplanade. They are covered 
with drops; the inside of her mouth tastes wet and cold. 


Bogey’s voice is breaking. When he speaks he rushes up and down 
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the scale. It’s funny—it makes you laugh—and yet it just suits the 
day. The wind carries their voices—away fly the sentences like little 
narrow ribbons. 

“Quicker! Quicker!” 

It is getting very dark. In the harbour the coal hulks show two 
lights—one high on a mast, and one from the stern. 

“Look, Bogey. Look over there.” 

A big black steamer with a long loop of smoke streaming, with the 
portholes lighted, with lights everywhere, is putting out to sea. The 
wind does not stop her; she cuts through the waves, making for the 
open gate between the pointed rocks that leads to . . . It’s the light 
that makes her look so awfully beautiful and mysterious. . . . They 
are on board leaning over the rail arm in arm: 

beabeieeuynD.are thee. 

“. . Brother and sister.” 

“Look, Bogey, there’s the town. Doesn’t it look small? There’s the 
post office clock chiming for the last time. There’s the esplanade where 
we walked that windy day. Do you remember? I cried at my music 
lesson that day—how many years ago! Good-bye, little island, good- 
By eh iins 

oe the dark stretches a wing over the tumbling water. They can’t 
see those two any more. Good-bye, good-bye. Don’t forget. . . . But 
the ship is gone, now. 


The wind—the wind. 


iti. Glsy, 


“Y’ are very snug in here,” piped old Mr. Woodifield, and he 
peered out of the great, green leather arm-chair by his friend, the 
boss’s desk, as a baby peers out of its pram. His talk was over; it was 
time for him to be off. But he did not want to go. Since he had re- 
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tired, since his . . . stroke, the wife and the girls kept him boxed up 
in the house every day of the week except Tuesday. On Tuesday he 
was dressed up and brushed and allowed to cut back to the City for 
the day. Though what he did there the wife and girls couldn’t 
imagine. Made a nuisance of himself to his friends, they supposed. 
. . . Well, perhaps so. All the same, we cling to our last pleasures 
as the tree clings to its last leaves. So there sat old Woodifield, smok- 
ing a cigar and staring almost greedily at the boss, who rolled in his 
office chair, stout, rosy, five years older than he, and still going strong, 
still at the helm. It did one good to see him. 

Wistfully, admiringly, the old voice added, “It’s snug in here, upon 
my word!” 

“Yes, it’s comfortable enough,” agreed the boss, and he flipped the 
Financial Times with a paper-knife. As a matter of fact he was proud 
of his room; he liked to have it admired, especially by old Woodifield. 
It gave him a feeling of deep, solid satisfaction to be planted there 
in the midst of it in full view of that frail old figure in the muffler. 

“T’ve had it done up lately,” he explained, as he had explained for 
the past—how many?—weeks. “New carpet,” and he pointed to the 
bright red carpet with a pattern of large white rings. “New furniture,” 
and he nodded towards the massive bookcase and the table with legs 
like twisted treacle. “Electric heating!” He waved almost exultantly 
towards the five transparent, pearly sausages glowing so softly in the 
tilted copper pan. 

But he did not draw old Woodifield’s attention to the photograph 
over the table of a grave-looking boy in uniform standing in one of 
those spectral photographers’ parks with photographers’ storm-clouds 
behind him. It was not new. It had been there for over six yeats. 

“There was something I wanted to tell you,” said old Woodifield, 
and his eyes grew dim remembering. “Now what was it? I had it in 
my mind when I started out this morning.” His hands began to trem- 
ble, and patches of red showed above his beard. 

Poor old chap, he’s on his last pins, thought the boss. And, feeling 
kindly, he winked at the old man, and said jokingly, “T tell you what. 
I've got a little drop of something here that'll do you good before you 
go out into the cold again. It’s beautiful stuff. It wouldn’t hurt a 
child.” He took a key off his watch-chain, unlocked a cupboard be- 
low his desk, and drew forth a dark, squat bottle. “That’s the medi- 
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cine,” said he. “And the man from whom I got it told me on the strict 
Q. T. it came from the cellars at Windsor Castle.” 

Old Woodifield’s mouth fell open at the sight. He couldn’t have 
looked more surprised if the boss had produced a rabbit. 

“It’s whisky, ain’t it?” he piped, feebly. 

The boss turned the bottle and lovingly showed him the label. 
Whisky it was. 

“D’you know,” said he, peering up at the boss wonderingly, “they 
wont let me touch it at home.” And he looked as though he was 
going to cry. 

“Ah, that’s where we know a bit more than the ladies,” cried the 
boss, swooping across for two tumblers that stood on the table with 
the water-bottle, and pouring a generous finger into each. “Drink it 
down. It'll do you good. And don’t put any water with it. It’s sacrilege 
to tamper with stuff like this. Ah!” He tossed off his, pulled out his 
handkerchief, hastily wiped his moustaches, and cocked an eye at 
old Woodifield, who was rolling his in his chaps. 

The old man swallowed, was silent a moment, and then said faintly, 
“It’s nutty!” 

But it warmed him; it crept into his chill old brain—he remem- 
bered. 

“That was it,” he said, heaving himself out of his chair. “I thought 
you'd like to know. The girls were in Belgium last week having a 
look at poor Reggie’s grave, and they happened to come across your 
boy’s. They are quite near each other, it seems.” 

Old Woodifield paused, but the boss made no reply. Only a quiver 
of his eyelids showed that he heard. 

“The girls were delighted with the way the place is kept,” piped 
the old voice. “Beautifully looked after. Couldn't be better if they 
were at home. You've not been across, have yer?” 

“No, no!” For various reasons the boss had not been across. 

“There’s miles of it,” quavered old Woodifield, “and it’s all as neat 
as a garden. Flowers growing on all the graves. Nice broad paths.” It 
was plain from his voice how much he liked a nice broad path. 

The pause came again. Then the old man brightened wonderfully. 

“D’you know what the hotel made the girls pay for a pot of jam?” 
he piped. “Ten francs! Robbery, I call it. It was a little pot, so Ger- 
trude says, no bigger than a half-crown. And she hadn’t taken more 
than a spoonful when they charged her ten francs. Gertrude brought 
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the pot away with her to teach ’em a lesson. Quite right, too; it’s trad- 
ing on our feelings. They think because we're over there having a 
look around we're ready to pay anything. That’s what it is.” And he 
turned towards the door. 

“Quite right, quite right!” cried the boss, though what was quite 
right he hadn’t the least idea. He came around by his desk, followed 
the shuffling footsteps to the door, and saw the old fellow out. Wood- 
ifield was gone. 

For a long moment the boss stayed, staring at nothing, while the 
grey-haired office messenger, watching him, dodged in and out of 
his cubby-hole like a dog that expects to be taken for a run. Then: 
“TIL see nobody for half an hour, Macey,” said the boss. “Under- 
stand? Nobody at all.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

The door shut, the firm, heavy steps recrossed the bright carpet, 
the fat body plumped down in the spring chair, and leaning forward, 
the boss covered his face with his hands. He wanted, he intended, 
he had arranged to weep... . 

It had been a terrible shock to him when old Woodifield sprang 
that remark upon him about the boy’s grave. It was exactly as though 
the earth had opened and he had seen the boy lying there with Wood- 
ifield’s girls staring down at him. For it was strange. Although over 
six years had passed away, the boss never thought of the boy except 
as lying unchanged, unblemished in his uniform, asleep for ever. 
“My son!” groaned the boss. But no tears came yet. In the past, in 
the first months and even years after the boy’s death, he had only to 
say those words to be overcome by such grief that nothing short of 
a violent fit of weeping could relieve him. Time, he had declared then, 
he had told everybody, could make no difference. Other men per- 
haps might recover, might live their loss down, but not he. How was 
it possible? His boy was an only son. Ever since his birth the boss 
had worked at building up this business for him; it had no other mean- 
ing if it was not for the boy. Life itself had come to have no other 
meaning. How on earth could he have slaved, denied himself, kept 
going all those years without the promise for ever before him of the 
boy’s stepping into his shoes and carrying on where he left off? 

And that promise had been so near being fulfilled. The boy had 
been in the office learning the ropes for a year before the war. Every 


morning they had started off together; they had come back by the 
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same train. And what congratulations he had received as the boy’s 

father! No wonder; he had taken to it marvellously. As to his popu- 

larity with the staff, every man jack of them down to old Macey 

couldn’t make enough of the boy. And he wasn’t in the least spoiled. 

No, he was just his bright, natural self, with the right word for every- 

Pek with that boyish look and his habit of saying, “Simply splen- 
id!” 

But all that was over and done with as though it never had been. 
The day had come when Macey had handed him the telegram that 
brought the whole place crashing about his head. “Deeply regret to 
inform you . . .” And he had left the office a broken man, with his 
life in ruins. 

Six years ago, six years . . . How quickly time passed! It might 
have happened yesterday. The boss took his hands from his face; he 
was puzzled. Something seemed to be wrong with him. He wasn’t 
feeling as he wanted to feel. He decided to get up and have a look at 
the boy’s photograph. But it wasn’t a favorite photograph of his; the 
expression was unnatural. It was cold, even stern-looking. The boy 
had never looked like that. 

At that moment the boss noticed that a fly had fallen into his broad 
inkpot, and was trying feebly but desperately to clamber out again. 
Help! help! said those struggling legs. But the sides of the inkpot 
were wet and slippery; it fell back again and began to swim. The boss 
took up a pen, picked the fly out of the ink, and shook it on to a piece 
of blotting-paper. For a fraction of a second it lay still on the dark 
patch that oozed round it. Then the front legs waved, took hold, and, 
pulling its small sodden body up, it began the immense task of clean- 
ing the ink from its wings. Over and under, over and under, went a 
leg along a wing, as the stone goes over and under the scythe. Then 
there was a pause, while the fly, seeming to stand on the tips of its 
toes, tried to expand first one wing and then the other. It succeeded 
at last, and sitting down, it began, like a minute cat, to clean its face. 
Now one could imagine that the little front legs rubbed against each 
other lightly, joyfully. The horrible danger was over; it had escaped; 
it was ready for life again. 

But just then the boss had an idea. He plunged his pen back into 
the ink, leaned his thick wrist on the blotting-paper, and as the fly 
tried its wings, down came a great, heavy blot. What would it make 


of that? What indeed! The little beggar seemed absolutely cowed, 
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stunned, and afraid to move because of what would happen next. 
But then, as if painfully, it dragged itself forward. The front legs 
waved, caught hold, and, more slowly the task began again. 

He’s a plucky little devil, thought the boss, and he felt a real ad- 
miration for the fly’s courage. That was the way to tackle things; that 
was the right spirit. Never say die; it was only a question Ofte. 
But the fly had again finished its laborious task, and the boss had just 
time to refill his pen, to shake fair and square on the new-cleaned 
body yet another dark drop. What about it this time? A painful 
moment of suspense followed. But behold, the front legs were again 
waving; the boss felt a rush of relief. He leaned over the fly and said 
to it tenderly, “You artful little b . oy” And he actually had the 
brilliant notion of breathing on it to help the drying process. All the 
same, there was something timid and weak about its efforts now, 
and the boss decided that this time should be the last, as he dipped 
the pen into the inkpot. 

It was. The last blot fell on the soaked blotting-paper, and the 
draggled fly lay in it and did not stir. The back legs were stuck to 
the body; the front legs were not to be seen. 

“Come on,” said the boss. “Look sharp!” And he stirred it with 
his pen—in vain. Nothing happened or was likely to happen. The 
fly was dead. 

The boss lifted the corpse on the end of the paper-knife and flung 
it into the waste-paper basket, but such a grinding feeling of wretch- 
edness seized him that he felt positively frightened. He started for- 
ward and pressed the bell for Macey. 

“Bring me some fresh blotting-paper,” he said, sternly, “and look 
sharp about it.” And while the old dog padded away he fell to won- 
dering what it was he had been thinking about before. What was it? 
It was . . . He took out his handkerchief and passed it inside his 
collar. For the life of him he could not remember. 
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THE MAN WITHOUT 
A TEMPERAMENT 


He stood at the hall door turning the ring, turning the heavy ‘sig- 
net ring upon his little finger while his glance travelled coolly, de- 
liberately, over the round tables and basket chairs scattered about the 
glassed-in verandah. He pursed his lips—he might have been going 
to whistle—but he did not whistle—only turned the ring—turned 
the ring on his pink, freshly washed hands. 

Over in the corner sat The Two Topknots, drinking a decoction 
they always drank at this hour—something whitish, greyish, in glasses, 
with little husks floating on the top—and rooting in a tin full of paper 
shavings for pieces of speckled biscuit, which they broke, dropped 
into the glasses and fished for with spoons. Their two coils of knitting, 
like two snakes, slumbered beside the tray. 

The American Woman sat where she always sat against the glass 
wall, in the shadow of a great creeping thing with wide open purple 
eyes that pressed—that flattened itself against the glass, hungrily 
watching her. And she knoo it was there—she knoo it was looking 
at her just that way. She played up to it; she gave herself little airs. 
Sometimes she even pointed at it, crying: “Isn’t that the most ter- 
rible thing you've ever seen! Isn’t that ghoulish!” It was on the other 
side of the verandah, after all . . . and besides it couldn’t touch her, 
could it, Klaymongso? She was an American Woman, wasn’t she, 
Klaymongso, and she’d just go right away to her Consul. Klay- 
mongso, curled in her lap, with her torn antique brocade bag, a 
grubby handkerchief, and a pile of letters from home on top of him, 
sneezed for reply. 
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The other tables were empty. A glance passed between the Amer- 
ican and the Topknots. She gave a foreign little shrug; they waved 
an understanding biscuit. But he saw nothing. Now he was still, now 
from his eyes you saw he listened. “Hoo-e-zip-zoo-oo!” sounded the 
lift. The iron cage clanged open. Light dragging steps sounded across 
the hall, coming towards him. A hand, like a leaf, fell on his shoul- 
der. A soft voice said: “Let’s go and sit over there—where we can see 
the drive. The trees are so lovely.” And he moved forward with the 
hand still on his shoulder, and the light, dragging steps beside his. 
He pulled out a chair and she sank into it, slowly, leaning her head 
against the back, her arms falling along the sides. 

“Won't you bring the other up closer? It’s such miles away.” But 
he did not move. 

“Where’s your shawl?” he asked. 

“Oh!” She gave a little groan of dismay. “How silly I am, I've 
left it upstairs on the bed. Never mind. Please don’t go for it. I 
shan’t want it, I know I shan’t.” 

“You'd better have it.’ And he turned and swiftly crossed the 
verandah into the dim hall with its scarlet plush and gilt furniture— 
conjuror’s furniture—its Notice of Services at the English Church, its 
green baize board with the unclaimed letters climbing the black lat- 
tice, huge “Presentation” clock that struck the hours at the half- 
hours, bundles of sticks and umbrellas and sunshades in the clasp of 
a brown wooden bear, past the two crippled palms, two ancient beg- 
gars at the foot of the staircase, up the marble stairs three at a time, 
past the life-size group on the landing of two stout peasant children 
with their marble pinnies full of marble grapes, and along the corri- 
dor, with its piled-up wreckage of old tin boxes, leather trunks, canvas 
hold-alls, to their room. 

The servant girl was in their room, singing loudly while she emp- 
tied soapy water into a pail. The windows were open wide, the shut- 
ters put back, and the light glared in. She had thrown the carpets 
and the big white pillows over the balcony rails; the nets were looped 
up from the beds; on the writing table there stood a pan of fluff and 
match-ends. When she saw him her small impudent eyes snapped and 
her singing changed to humming. But he gave no sign. His eyes 
searched the glaring room. Where the devil was the shawl! 

“Vous desirez, Monsieur?” mocked the servant girl. 

No answer. He had seen it. He strode across the room, grabbed the 
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grey cobweb and went out, banging the door. The servant girl’s voice 
at its loudest and shrillest followed him along the corridor. 

“Oh, there you are. What happened? What kept you? The tea’s 
here, you see. I’ve just sent Antonio off for the hot water. Isn’t it 
extraordinary? I must have told him about it sixty times at least, and 
still he doesn’t bring it. Thank you. That’s very nice. One does just 
feel the air when one bends forward.” 

“Thanks.” He took his tea and sat down in the other chair. “No, 
nothing to eat.” 

“Oh do! Just one, you had so little at lunch and it’s hours before 
dinner.” 

Her shawl dropped off as she bent forward to hand him the biscuits. 
He took one and put it in his saucer. 

“Oh, those trees along the drive,” she cried, “I could look at them 
for ever. They are like the most exquisite huge ferns. And you see 
that one with the grey-silver bark and the clusters of cream coloured 
flowers, I pulled down a head of them yesterday to smell and the 
scent’ —she shut her eyes at the memory and her voice thinned away, 
faint, airy—“was like freshly ground nutmegs.” A little pause. She 
turned to him and smiled. “You do know what nutmegs smell like 
—do you, Robert?” 

And he smiled back at her. “Now how am I going to prove to you 
that I do?” 

Back came Antonio with not only the hot water—with letters on 
a salver and three rolls of paper. 

“Oh, the post! Oh, how lovely! Oh, Robert, they mustn’t be all for 
you! Have they just come, Antonio?” Her thin hands flew up and 
hovered over the letters that Antonio offered her, bending forward. 

“Just this moment, Signora,” grinned Antonio. “I took-a them from 
the postman myself. I made-a the postman give them for me.” 

“Noble Antonio!” laughed she. ““There—those are mine, Robert: 
the rest are yours.” 

Antonio wheeled sharply, stiffened, the grin went out of his face. 
His striped linen jacket and his flat gleaming fringe made him look 
like a wooden doll. 

Mr. Salesby put the letters into his pocket; the papers lay on the 
table. He turned the ring, turned the signet ring on his little finger 
and stared in front of him, blinking, vacant. 

But she—with her teacup in one hand, the sheets of thin paper in 
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the other, her head tilted back, her lips open, a brush of bright colour 
on her cheek-bones, sipped, sipped, diank 1 3ieddraok. waa 

“From Lottie,” came her soft murmur. “Poor dear . . . such 
trouble . . . left foot. She thought . . . neuritis .. . Doctor Blyth 
... flat foot... massage. So many robins this year . . . maid 
most satisfactory . . . Indian Colonel . . . every grain of rice sep- 
arate . . . very heavy fall of snow.” And her wide lighted eyes looked 
up from the letter. “Snow, Robert! Think of it!” And she touched 
the little dark violets pinned on her thin bosom and went back to 
the letter. 


. . . Snow. Snow in London. Millie with the early morning cup 
of tea. “There’s been a terrible fall of snow in the night, Sir.” “Oh, 
has there, Millie?” The curtains ring apart, letting in the pale, reluc- 
tant light. He raises himself in the bed; he catches a glimpse of the 
solid houses opposite framed in white, of their window boxes full of 
great sprays of white coral. . . . In the bathroom—overlooking the 
back garden. Snow—heavy snow over everything. The lawn is cov- 
ered with a wavy pattern of cat’s paws; there is a thick, thick icing 
on the garden table; the withered pods of the laburnum tree are white 
tassels; only here and there in the ivy is a dark leaf showing. .. . 
Warming his back at the dining-room fire, the paper drying over a 
chair. Millie with the bacon. “Oh, if you please, Sir, there’s two little 
boys come as will do the steps and front for a shilling, shall I let 
them?” . . . And then flying lightly, lightly down the stairs—Jin- 
nie. “Oh, Robert, isn’t it wonderful! Oh, what a pity it has to melt. 
Where’s the pussy-wee?” “T’'ll get him from Millie’ . . . “Millie, 
you might just hand me up the kitten if you've got him down there.” 
“Very good, Sir.” He feels the little beating heart under his hand. 
“Come on, old chap, your Missus wants you.” “Oh, Robert, do show 
him the snow—his first snow. Shall I open the window and give him 
a little piece on his paw to haldte mans 


“Well, that’s very satisfactory on the whole—very. Poor Lottie! 
Darling Anne! How I only wish I could send them something of 
this,” she cried, waving her letters at the brilliant, dazzling garden. 
“More tea, Robert? Robert dear, more tea.” 

“No, thanks, no. It was very good,” he drawled. 
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comes the Honeymoon Couple.” 

Half striding, half running, carrying a basket between them and 
rods and lines, they came up the drive, up the shallow steps. 

“My! have you been out fishing?” cried the American Woman. 

They were out of breath, they panted: “Yes, yes, we have been out 
in a little boat all day. We have caught seven. Four are good to eat. 
But three we shall give away. To the children.” 

Mrs. Salesby turned her chair to look; the Topknots laid the snakes 
down. They were a very dark young couple—black hair, olive skin, 
brilliant eyes and teeth. He was dressed “English fashion” in a flan- 
nel jacket, white trousers and shoes. Round his neck he wore a silk 
scarf; his head, with his hair brushed back; was bare. And he kept 
mopping his forehead, rubbing his hands with a brilliant handker- 
chief. Her white skirt had a patch of wet; her neck and throat were 
stained a deep pink. When she lifted her arms big half-hoops of 
perspiration showed under her armpits; her hair clung in wet curls 
to her cheeks. She looked as though her young husband had been 
dipping her in the sea, and fishing her out again to dry in the sun 
and then—in with her again—all day. 

“Would Klaymongso like a fish?” they cried. Their laughing voices 
charged with excitement beat against the glassed-in verandah like 
birds, and a strange saltish smell came from the basket. 

“You will sleep well tonight,” said a Topknot, picking her ear 
with a knitting needle while the other Topknot smiled and nodded. 

The Honeymoon Couple looked at each other. A great wave seemed 
to go over them. They gasped, gulped, staggered a little and then 
came up laughing—laughing. 

“We cannot go upstairs, we are too tired. We must have tea just as 
we ate. Here—coftee. No—tea. No—coffee. Tea—coffee, Antonio!” 
Mrs. Salesby turned. 

“Robert! Robert!” Where was he? He wasn’t there. Oh, there he 
was at the other end of the verandah, with his back turned, smoking 
a cigarette. “Robert, shall we go for our little turn?’ 

“Right.” He stumped the cigarette into an ash-tray and sauntered 
over, his eyes on the ground. “Will you be warm enough?” 

“Oh, quite.” 

“Sure?” 


“Well,” she put her hand on his arm, “Herhaps”—and gave his 
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arm the faintest pressure—‘it’s not upstairs, it's only in the hall— 
perhaps you'd get me my cape. Hanging up.” 

He came back with it and she bent her small head while he dropped 
it on her shoulders. Then, very stiff, he offered her his arm. She 
bowed sweetly to the people on the verandah while he just covered 
a yawn, and they went down the steps together. 

“Vous avez voo ga!” said the American Woman. 

“He is not a man,” said the Two Topknots, “he is an ox. I say to 
my sister in the morning and at night when we are in bed, I tell her 
—wNo man is he, but an ox!” 

Wheeling, tumbling, swooping, the laughter of the Honeymoon 
Couple dashed against the glass of the verandah. 

The sun was still high. Every leaf, every flower in the garden lay 
open, motionless, as if exhausted, and a sweet, rich, rank smell filled - 
the quivering air. Out of the thick, fleshy leaves of a cactus there rose 
an aloe stem loaded with pale flowers that looked as though they had 
been cut out of butter; light flashed upon the lifted spears of the 
palms; over a bed of scarlet waxen flowers some big black insects 
“zoom-zoomed”; a great, gaudy creeper, orange splashed with jet, 
sprawled against a wall. 

“I don’t need my cape after all,” said she. “It’s really too warm.” 
So he took it off and carried it over his arm. “Let us go down this 
path here. I feel so well today—marvellously better. Good heavens— 
look at those children! And to think it’s November!” 

In a corner of the garden there were two brimming tubs of water. 
Three little girls, having thoughtfully taken off their drawers and 
hung them on a bush, their skirts clasped to their waists, were stand- 
ing in the tubs and tramping up and down. They screamed, their 
hair fell over their faces, they splashed one another. But suddenly, 
the smallest, who had a tub to herself, glanced up and saw who was 
looking. For a moment she seemed overcome with terror, then clum- 
sily she struggled and strained out of her tub, and still holding her 
clothes above her waist. “The Englishman! The Englishman!” she 
shrieked and fled away to hide. Shrieking and screaming, the other 
two followed her. In a moment they were gone; in a moment there 
was nothing but the two brimming tubs and their little drawers on 
the bush. 

“How—very—extraordinary!” said she. “What made them so 


frightened? Surely they were much too young to. . .” She looked 
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up at him. She thought he looked pale—but wonderfully handsome 
with that great tropical tree behind him with its long, spiked thorns. 

For a moment he did not answer. Then he met her glance, and 
smiling his slow smile, “Trés rum!” said he. 

Trés rum! Oh, she felt quite faint. Oh, why should she love him 
so much just because he said a thing like that. Trés rum! That was 
Robert all over. Nobody else but Robert could ever say such a thing. 
To be so wonderful, so brilliant, so learned, and then to say in that 
queer, boyish voice. . . . She could have wept. 

“You know you're very absurd, sometimes,” said she. 

“Tam,” he answered. And they walked on. 

But she was tired. She had had enough. She did not want to walk 
any more. 

“Leave me here and go for a little constitutional, won’t you? T’ll 
be in one of these long chairs. What a good thing you've got my 
cape; you won't have to go upstairs for a rug. Thank you, Robert, I 
shall look at that delicious heliotrope. . . . You won't be gone long?” 

“No—no. You don’t mind being left?” 

“Silly! I want you to go. I can’t expect you to drag after your in- 
valid wife every minute. . . . How long will you be?” 

He took out his watch. “It’s just after half-past four. I'll be back 
at a quarter past five.” 

“Back at a quarter past five,” she repeated, and she lay still in the 
long chair and folded her hands. 

He turned away. Suddenly he was back again. “Look here, would 
you like my watch?” And he dangled it before her. 

“Oh!” She caught her breath. “Very, very much.” And she clasped 
the watch, the warm watch, the darling watch in her fingers. “Now 
go quickly.” 

The gates of the Pension Villa Excelsior were open wide, jammed 
open against some bold geraniums. Stooping a little, staring straight 
ahead, walking swiftly, he passed through them and began climbing 
the hill that wound behind the town like a great rope looping the 
villas together. The dust lay thick. A carriage came bowling along 
driving towards the Excelsior. In it sat the General and the Countess; 
they had been for his daily airing. Mr. Salesby stepped to one side 
but the dust beat up, thick, white, stifling like wool. The Countess 
just had time to nudge the General. 


“There he goes,” she said spitefully. 
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But the General gave a loud caw and refused to look. 

“Tt is the Englishman,” said the driver, turning round and smiling. 
And the Countess threw up her hands and nodded so amiably that 
he spat with satisfaction and gave the stumbling horse a cut. 

On—on—past the finest villas in the town, magnificent palaces, 
palaces worth coming any distance to see, past the public gardens 
with the carved grottoes and statues and stone animals drinking at 
the fountain, into a poorer quarter. Here the road ran narrow and 
foul between high lean houses, the ground floors of which were 
scooped and hollowed into stables and carpenters’ shops. At a foun- 
tain ahead of him two old hags were beating linen. As he passed 
them they squatted back on their haunches, stared, and then their 
“A-hak-kak-kak!” with the slap, slap, of the stone on the linen 
sounded after him. 

He reached the top of the hill; he turned a corner and the town 
was hidden. Down he looked into a deep valley with a dried up river 
bed at the bottom. This side and that was covered with small dilapi- 
dated houses that had broken stone verandahs where the fruit lay 
drying, tomato lanes in the garden, and from the gates to the doors a 
trellis of vines. The late sunlight, deep, golden, lay in the cup of the 
valley; there was a smell of charcoal in the air. In the gardens the 
men were cutting grapes. He watched a man standing in the green- 
ish shade, raising up, holding a black cluster in one hand, taking the 
knife from his belt, cutting, laying the bunch in a flat boatshaped 
basket. The man worked leisurely, silently, taking hundreds of years 
over the job. On the hedges on the other side of the road there were 
grapes small as berries, growing wild, growing among the stones. 
He leaned against a wall, filled his pipe, put a match to it. . 


Leaned across a gate, turned up the collar of his mackintosh. It 
was going to rain. It didn’t matter, he was prepared for it. You didn’t 
expect anything else in November. He looked over the bare field. 
From the corner by the gate there came the smell of swedes, a great 
stack of them, wet, rank coloured. Two men passed walking towards 
the straggling village. “Good day!” “Good day!” By Jove! he had 
to hurry if he was going to catch that train home. Over the gate, 
actoss a field, over the stile, into the lane, swinging along in the drift- 
ing rain and dusk. . . . Just home in time for a bath and a change 
before supper. . . . In the drawing-room; Jinnie is sitting pretty 
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have a good time? How nice you smell! A present?” “Some bits of 
blackberry I picked for you. Pretty colour.” “Oh, lovely, Robert! 
Dennis and Beaty are coming to supper.” Supper—cold beef, pota- 
toes in their jackets, claret, household bread. They are gay—every- 
body’s laughing. “Oh, we all know Robert,” says Dennis, breathing 
on his eye-glasses and polishing them. “By the way, Dennis, I picked 
up a very jolly little edition of . . .” 


A clock struck. He wheeled sharply. What time was it. Five? A 
quarter past? Back, back the way he came. As he passed through the 
gates he saw her on the look-out. She got up, waved and slowly she 
came to meet him, dragging the heavy cape. In her hand she carried 
a spray of heliotrope. 

“You're late,” she cried gaily. “You’re three minutes late. Here’s 
your watch, it’s been very good while you were away. Did you have 
a nice time? Was it lovely? Tell me. Where did you go?” 

“T say—put this on,” he said, taking the cape from her. 

“Yes, I will. Yes, it’s getting chilly. Shall we go up to our room?” 

When they reached the lift she was coughing. He frowned. 

“Tt’s nothing. I haven’t been out too late. Don’t be cross.” She sat 
down on one of the red plush chairs while he rang and rang, and 
then, getting no answer, kept his finger on the bell. 

“Oh, Robert, do you think you ought to?” 

“Ought to what?” 

The door of the salon opened. “What is that? Who is making that 
noise?” sounded from within. Klaymongso began to yelp. “Caw! 
Caw! Caw!” came from the General. A Topknot darted out with 
one hand to her ear, opened the staff door, “Mr. Queet! Mr. Queet!” 
she bawled. That brought the manager up at a run. 

“Is that you ringing the bell, Mr. Salesby? Do you want the lift? 
Very good, Sir. Pll take you up myself. Antonio wouldn’t have been 
a minute, he was just taking off his apron—’And having ushered 
them in, the oily manager went to the door of the salon. “Very sorry 
you should have been troubled, ladies and gentlemen.” Salesby stood 
in the cage, sucking in his cheeks, staring at the ceiling and turning 
the ring, turning the signet ring on his iideahngetacr o 

Arrived in their room he went swiftly over to the washstand, shook 
the bottle, poured her out a dose and brought it across. 


442 Katherine Mansfield 


“Sit down. Drink it. And don’t talk.” And he stood over her while 
she obeyed. Then he took the glass, rinsed it and put it back in its 
case. “Would you like a cushion?” 

“No, I’m quite all right. Come over here. Sit down by me just a 
minute, will you, Robert? Ah, that’s very nice.” She turned and 
thrust the piece of heliotrope in the lapel of his coat. “That,” she 
said, “is most becoming.” And then she leaned her head against his 
shoulder, and he put his arm round her. 


“Robert—” her voice like a sigh—like a breath. 


Ves == 
They sat there for a long while. The sky flamed, paled; the two 
white beds were like two ships. . . . At last he heard the servant 


girl running along the corridor with the hot water cans, and gently 
he released her and turned on the light. ; 

“Oh, what time is it? Oh, what a heavenly evening. Oh, Robert, 
I was thinking while you were away this afternoon . . .” 

They were the last couple to enter the dining-room. The Countess 
was there with her lorgnette and her fan, the General was there with 
his special chair and the air cushion and the small rug over his knees. 
The American Woman was there showing Klaymongso a copy of the 
Saturday Evening Post. . . . “We're having a feast of reason and a 
flow of soul.” The Two Topknots were there feeling over the peaches 
and the pears in their dish of fruit, and putting aside all they con- 
sidered unripe or overripe to show to the manager, and the Honey- 
moon Couple leaned across the table, whispering, trying not to burst 
out laughing. 

Mr. Queet, in everyday clothes and white canvas shoes, served the 
soup, and Antonio, in full evening dress, handed it round. 

“No,” said the American Woman, “take it away, Antonio. We 
can’t eat soup. We can’t eat anything mushy, can we, Klaymongso?” 

“Take them back and fill them to the rim!” said the Topknots, 
and they turned and watched while Antonio delivered the message. 

“What is it? Rice? Is it cooked?” The Countess peered through 
her lorgnette. “Mr. Queet, the General can have some of this soup 
if it is cooked.” 

“Very good, Countess.” 

The Honeymoon Couple had their fish instead. 

“Give me that one. That's the one I caught. No it’s not. Yes, it 
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is. No it’s not. Well, it’s looking at me with its eye so it must be. 
Tee! Hee! Hee!” Their feet were locked together under the table. 

“Robert, you're not eating again. Is anything the matter?” 

“No. Off food, that’s all.” 

“Oh, what a bother. There are eggs and spinach coming. You 
don’t like spinach, do you. I must tell them in future . . .” 

An egg and mashed potatoes for the General. 

“Mr. Queet! Mr. Queet!” 

“Yes, Countess.” 

“The General’s egg’s too hard again.” 

“Caw! Caw! Caw!” 

“Very sorry, Countess. Shall I have you another cooked, General?” 

. . . They are the first to leave the dining-room. She rises, gather- 
ing her shawl and he stands aside waiting for her to pass, turning 
the ring, turning the signet ring on his little finger. In the hall Mr. 
Queet hovers. “I thought you might not want to wait for the lift. 
Antonio’s just serving the finger bowls. And I’m sorry the bell won’t 
ring, it’s out of order. I can’t think what’s happened.” 


“Oh, I do hope . . .” from her. 
“Get in,” says he. 
Mr. Queet steps after them and slams the door... . 


. . . ‘Robert, do you mind if I go to bed very soon? Won’t you 
go down to the salon or out into the garden? Or perhaps you might 
smoke a cigar on the balcony. It’s lovely out there. And I like cigar 
smoke. I always did. But if you’d rather . . .” 

“No, [Il sit here.” 

He takes a chair and sits on the balcony. He hears her moving 
about in the room, lightly, lightly, moving and rustling. Then she 
comes over to him. “Good night, Robert.” 

“Good night.” He takes her hand and kisses the palm. “Don’t catch 
cold.” 

The sky is the colour of jade. There are a great many stars; an 
enormous white moon hangs over the garden. Far away lightning 
flutters—flutters like a wing—flutters like a broken bird that tries to 
fly and sinks again and again struggles. | 

The lights from the salon shine across the garden path and there 
is the sound of a piano. And once the American Woman, opening 
the French window to let Klaymongso into the garden, cries: “Have 
you seen this moon?” But nobody answers. 
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He gets very cold sitting there, staring at the balcony rail. Finally 
he comes inside. The moon—the room is painted white with moon- 
light. The light trembles in the mirrors; the two beds seem to float. 
She is asleep. He sees her through the nets, half sitting, banked up 
with pillows, her white hands crossed on the sheet. Her white cheeks, 
her fair hair pressed against the pillow, are silvered over. He undresses 
quickly, stealthily and gets into bed. Lying there, his hands clasped 
behind his head... . 


. . . In his study. Late summer. The virginia creeper just on the 
CUriiane ss 

“Well, my dear chap, that’s the whole story. That's the long and 
the short of it. If she can’t cut away for the next two years and give 
a decent climate a chance she don’t stand a dog’s—h’m—show. Better 
be frank about these things.” “Oh, certainly. . . - iid malo 
all, oldman, what’s to prevent you going with her? It isn’t as though 
you've got a regular job like us wage earners. You can do what you 
do wherever you are—” “Two years.” “Yes, I should give it two 
years. You'll have no trouble about letting this house you know. 
As a matter of fact...” 

_.. He is with her. “Robert, the awful thing is—I suppose it’s 
my illness—I simply feel I could not go alone. You see—you're every- 
thing. You're bread and wine, Robert, bread and wine. Oh, my dar- 
ling—what am I saying? Of course I could, of course I won’t take 
you away... .” 


He hears her stirring. Does she want something? 

“Boogles?” , 

Good Lord! She is talking in her sleep. They haven't used that 
name for years. 

“Boogles. Are you awake?” 

“Yes, do you want anything?” 

“Oh, I’m going to be a bother. I’m so sorry. Do you mind? There's 
a wretched mosquito inside my net—I can hear him singing. Would 
you catch him? I don’t want to move because of my heart.” 

“No, don’t move. Stay where you are.” He switches on the light, 
lifts the net. “Where is the little beggar? Have you spotted him?” 

“Yes, there, over by the corner. Oh, I do feel such a fiend to have 
dragged you out of bed. Do you mind dreadfully?” 
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“No, of course not.” For a moment he hovers in his blue and white 
pyjamas. Then, “got him,” he said. 

“Oh, good. Was he a juicy one?” 

“Beastly.” He went over to the washstand and dipped his fingers 
in water. “Are you all right now? Shall I switch off the light?” 

“Ys, please. No. Boogles! Come back here a moment. Sit down 
by me. Give me your hand.” She turns his signet ring. “Why weren't 
you asleep? Boogles, listen. Come closer. I sometimes wonder—do 
you mind awfully being out here with me?” 

He bends down. He kisses her. He tucks her in, he smooths the 
pillow. 

“Rot!” he whispers. 
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Frank O’Connor 


1903- 


JUDAS 


GUESTS OF THE NATION * UPROOTED 


Frank O’Connor has become so well known by his pen name 
that his real name, Frank O’Donovan, is rarely used. He was 
born and grew up in one of the poorer sections of the port city 
of Cork, Ireland, the only child of a family of very limited means 
and of peasant background. Leaving school eatly, he educated 
himself intensively, but rather haphazardly, in the public library. 
One early project which he actually carried out was to read the 
entire works of Goethe. 

Like most Irish literary men, O’Connor got caught up in the 
excitements of Irish politics. During the savage civil war of the 
1920's, O'Connor opposed the Free State government of Southern 
Ireland, which had agreed to become part of the British Com- 
monwealth of Nations. He fought on the side of the Republicans, 
who wanted immediate independence for a united Ireland. Ar- 
rested by the government, he spent a year in prison camp. Later, 
however, in Death in Dublin (1937), he wrote a lively, sym- 
pathetic and very frank biography of the Free State military 
leader, James Michael Collins. 

O’Connor first became widely known for Guests of the Nation 
(1931), a collection of short stories about the period when British 
troops were trying to suppress the revolutionary movement in 
Ireland. Since 1931 he has published over a book a year, and 
has seen several of his plays produced. Besides many short stories 
and some novels, he has written both original poems and transla- 
tions of Gaelic poems into English, has made brilliant descrip- 
tive studies of Ireland and Irish social conditions, and has shown 
his powers as a critic in Towards an Appreciation of Literature 
(1945), The Art of the Theatre (1947), and The Mirror in 
the Roadway (1956), a lively and unorthodox study of the 


modern novel. 
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Mr. O’Connor is married to an American and now lives in 
the United States, though he returns frequently to Ireland to 
refresh his imagination at its sources. He has taught writing 
courses at Northwestern University and at Harvard and is a 
frequent contributor to The New Yorker. His collections, The 
Stories of Frank O'Connor (1952) and More Stories by Frank 
O’Connor (1954) were enthusiastically received by American 
critics. 

From 1935 to 1939, with the support of William Butler Yeats, 
O'Connor was the courageous and creative director of the Abbey 
Theatre, the principal theater in Ireland, and always a center of 
cultural and political controversy. But though O’Connor had the 
approval of both Yeats and “A. E.,” George Russell, his attitude 
toward Ireland and Irish culture was very different from that of 
the leaders of the Celtic Renaissance, which flourished at the 
beginning of the century. That movement, mystical and more or 
less opposed to middle-class democracy, was preoccupied with 
ancient Irish myths and legends, with the folklore of the more 
ptimitive peasants, and with the revival of Gaelic. Though 
O’Connor shows his sympathy with peasant character and the 
satisfactions of the earlier Irish way of life in “Uprooted,” he 
is primarily interested in describing the universal human condi- 
tion as it reveals itself in Irish circumstances. He feels that 
modern Ireland’s development must parallel that of the other 
Western democracies, and that though strength can be drawn 
from the cultural past, it is a mistake to try to return to that past. 

O’Connor is a master of the Gaelic story-telling manner. More- 
over, his experiences in writing and producing plays gave him, he 
says, “a lasting passion for technique.” He uses technique, how- 
ever, to reveal and express meanings that at first he feels merely 
intuitively in his material. He dislikes stories that seem logically 
calculated in advance. Having great respect and affection for the 
persons he writes about, he revises a story from five to fifty 
times until he feels he has done them and their situations full] 
justice. He likes to tell stories in the first person, but each “I” 
has his own distinct personality and background. 

Many of O’Connotr’s stories reveal the pains and passionate 
incoherences of youthful love. “Judas” is one of the most pto- 
found and yet amusing of these. It is a wry, sad, boisterous study 
of the conflict which D. H. Lawrence describes in Sons and 
Lovers. Here the conflict is treated from a more detached view 
of the relations of love, maturity, and a sense of reality. Although 
the ironic title, “Guests of the Nation,” suggests a political 
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attitude, the compassion which O’Connor expresses is purely 
human. Without melodrama or sentimentality, he presents a 
classic example of the contradiction—particularly tetrible in our 
own period—between personal feelings and political imperatives. 
This story may be compared with Thomas Hardy’s poem, “The 
Man I Killed.” “Uprooted,” probably O’Connotr’s best story, 
contrasts the two Irelands, urban and peasant. The brothers’ 
journey into the past of their parents and grandparents shows 
the irreversibility of psychological and cultural time. And yet 
over what the brothers are forced to reject, O’Connor throws .a 
magic, nostalgic light—a light reflected in the delicate beauty 
of Cait’s face. 


JUDAS 


I'll forget a lot of things before I forget that night. As I was going 
out the mother said: “Sure, you won't be late, Jerry?” and I only 
laughed at her and said: “Am I ever late?” As I went down the road 
I was thinking it was months since I had taken her to the pictures. 
You might think that funny, Michael John, but after the father’s 
death we were thrown together a lot. And I knew she hated being 
alone in the house after dark. 

At the same time I had troubles of my own. You see, Michael 
John, being an only child, I never knocked round with girls the way 
others did. All the chaps in the office went with girls, or at any rate 
they let on they did. They said: “Who was the old doll I saw you 
with last night, Jerry? Aha, Jerry, you’d better mind yourself, boy, 
or you'll be getting into trouble!” Paddy Kinnane, for instance, talked 
like that, and he never saw how it upset me. I think he thought it 
was a great compliment. It wasn’t until years after that I began to 
suspect that Paddy’s acquaintance with dolls was about of one kind 
with my own. 


Then I met Kitty Doherty. Kitty was a hospital nurse, and all the 
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chaps in the office said a fellow should never go with hospital nurses 
—they knew too much. I knew when I met Kitty that that was a 
lie. She was a well-educated, superior girl; she lived up the river in 
a posh locality, and her mother was on all sorts of councils and com- 
mittees. She was small and wiry; a good-looking girl, always in good 
humor, and when she talked, she hopped from one thing to another 
like a robin on a frosty morning. 

Anyway, she had me dazzled. I used to meet her in the evenings 
up the river road, as if I was walking there by accident and very 
surprised to see her. “Fancy meeting you!” I'd say, or “Well, well, 
isn’t this a great surprise?” Then we'd stand talking for half an hour 
and I’d see her home. Several times she asked me in, but I was too 
nervous. I knew I’d lose my head, break the china, use some dirty 
word, and then go home and cut my throat. Of course, I never asked 
her to come to the pictures or anything like that. I knew she was 
above that. My only hope was that if I waited long enough I might 
be able to save her from drowning, the White Slave Traffic, or some- 
thing of the sort. That would show in a modest, dignified way how 
I felt about her. Of course, I knew at the same time I ought to stay 
at home more with the mother, but the very thought that I might 
be missing an opportunity like that would be enough to spoil a whole 
evening on me. 

This night in particular I was nearly distracted. It was three weeks 
since I'd seen Kitty. You know what three weeks are at that age. 
I was sure that at the very least the girl was dying and asking for 
me and that no one knew my address. A week before, I’d felt I 
simply couldn’t bear it any longer, so I made an excuse and went 
down to the post-office. I rang up the hospital and asked for her. I 
fully expected them to say that she was dead, and I got a shock when 
the girl at the other end asked my name. “I’m afraid,” I said, “I’m 
a stranger to Miss Doherty, but I have an important message for 
her.” Then I got completely panic-stricken. What could a girl like 
Kitty make of a damned deliberate lie like that? What else was it 
but a trap laid by an old and cunning hand. I held the receiver out 
and looked at it. “Moynihan,” I said to it, “you're mad. An asylum, 
Moynihan, is the only place for a fellow like you.” Then I heard her 
voice, not in my ear at all, but in the telephone booth as if she were 
standing before me, and I neatly dropped the receiver with terror. I 
put it to my ear and asked in a disguised voice: “Who is that speak- 
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ing, please?” “This is Kitty Doherty,” she said rather impatiently. 
“Who are you?” “I am Monsieur Bertrand,” said I, speaking in what 
I hoped was a French accent. “I am afraid I have de wrong number.” 
Then I put down the receiver carefully and thought how nice it would 
be if only I had a penknife handy to cut my throat with. It’s funny, 
but from the moment I met Kitty I was always coveting sharp things 
like razors and penknives. 

After that an awful idea dawned on my mind. Of course, I should 
have thought of it before, but, as you've probably guessed, I wasn’t 
exactly knowledgeable. I began to see that I wasn’t meeting Kitty 
for the very good reason that Kitty didn’t want to meet me. That 
filled me with terror. I examined my conscience to find out what I 
might have said to her. You know what conscience is at that age. I 
remembered every remark I'd made and they were all brutal, inde- 
cent or disgusting. I had talked of Paddy Kinnane as a fellow who 
“went with dolls.” What could a pure-minded girl think of a chap 
who naturally used such a phrase except—what, unfortunately, was 
true—that he had a mind like a cesspit. 

It was a lovely summer evening, with views of hillsides and fields 
between the gaps in the houses, and that raised my spirits a bit. 
Maybe I was wrong, maybe she hadn’t found out the sort I was and 
wasn't avoiding me, maybe we might meet and walk home together. 
I walked the full length of the river road and back, and then started 
off to walk it again. The crowds were thinning out as fellows and 
girls slipped off up the lanes or down to the river. As the streets went 
out like lamps about me I grew desperate. I saw clearly that she was 
avoiding me; that she knew I wasn’t the quiet, good-natured chap 
I let on to be but a volcano of brutality and lust. “Lust, lust, lust!” 
I hissed to myself, clenching my fists. 

Then I glanced up and saw her on a tram. I forgot instantly about 
the lust and smiled and waved my cap at her, but she was looking 
ahead and didn’t see me. I ran after the car, intending to jump on 
it, to sit on one of the back seats on top and then say as she was 
getting off: “Fancy meeting you here!” (Trams were always a bit of 
a problem. If you sat beside a girl and paid for her, it might be con- 
sidered forward; if you didn’t, it looked mean. I never quite knew.) 
But as if the driver knew what was in my mind, he put on speed 
and away went the tram, tossing and screeching down the straight, 
and I stood panting in the middle of the road, smiling as if missing 
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a tram was the best joke in the world and wishing all the time I had 
the penknife and the courage to use it. My position was hopeless. 
Then I must have gone a bit mad, for I started to race the tram. 
There were still lots of people out walking, and they stared after me, 
so I lifted my fists to my chest in the attitude of a professional runner 
and dropped into a comfortable stride which I hoped vaguely would 
delude them into the belief that I was in training for a big race. 

Between the running and the halts I just managed to keep the tram 
in view all the way through town and out at the other side. When | 
saw Kitty get off and go up a hilly street I collapsed. and was just able 
to drag myself after her. When she went into a house on a terrace I 
sat on the curb with my head between my knees till the panting 
stopped. At any rate I felt safe. I could now walk up and down be- 
fore the house till she came out, and accost her with an innocent 
smile and say: “Fancy meeting you!” 

But my luck was dead out that night. As I was walking up and 
down out of range of the house I saw a tall chap come strolling up 
at the opposite side and my heart sank. It was Paddy Kinnane. 

“Hullo, Jerry,” he chuckled with that knowing grin he put on 
whenever he wanted to compliment you on being discovered in a 
compromising situation, “what are you doing here?” 

“Ah, just waiting for a chap I had a date with, Paddy,” I said, 
trying to sound casual. 

“Begor,” said Paddy, “you look to me more like a man that was 
waiting for an old doll. Still waters run deep. . . . What time are 
you supposed to be meeting hime” 

“Half eight,” I said at random. 

“Half eight?” said Paddy in surprise. “ "Tis nearly nine now.” 

“IT know,” said I, “but as I waited so long I may as well give him 
another few minutes.” 

“Ah, [ll wait along with you,” said Paddy, leaning against the 
wall and taking out a packet of fags. “You might find yourself stuck 
by the end of the evening. There’s people in this town and they have 
no consideration for anyone.” 

That was Paddy all out; no trouble too much for him if he could 
do you a good turn. 

“As he kept me so long,” I said hastily, “I don’t think I'll bother 


with him. It only struck me this very minute that there’s a chap up 


Judas 453 


the Asragh road that I have to see on urgent business. You'll excuse 
me, Paddy. I'll tell you about it another time.” 

And away I went hell for leather to the tram. When I reached the 
tram-stop below Kitty’s house I sat on the river wall in the dusk. 
The moon was rising, and every quarter of an hour the trams came 
grunting and squeaking over the old bridge and then went black out 
while the conductors switched the trolleys. I stood on the curb in the 
moonlight searching for Kitty. Then a bobby came along, and as he 
seemed to be watching me, I slunk slowly off up the hill and stood 
against a wall in the shadow. There was a high wall at the other side 
too, and behind it the roofs of a house shining in the moon. Every 
now and then a tram would come in and people would pass in the 
moonlight, and the snatches of conversation’ I caught were like the 
warmth from an open door to the heart of a homeless man. It was 
quite clear now that my position was hopeless. The last tram came 
and went, and still there was no Kitty and still I hung on. 

Then I heard a woman’s step. I couldn’t even pretend to myself 
that it might be Kitty till she shuffled past me with that hasty little 
walk of hers. I started and called out her name; she glanced over her 
shoulder and, seeing a man emerging from the shadow, took fright 
and ran. I ran too, but she put on speed and began to outdistance 
me. At that I despaired. I stood on the pavement and shouted after 
her at the top of my voice. 

“Kitty!” I cried. “Kitty, for God’s sake, wait for me!” 

She ran a few steps further and then halted, turned, and came back 
slowly down the path. 

“Jerry Moynihan!” she whispered, lifting her two arms to her 
breasts as if I had found her with nothing on. “What in God’s name 
are you doing here?” 

I was summoning up strength to tell her that I just happened to 
be taking a stroll in that direction and was astonished to see her when 
I realized the improbability of it and began to cry instead. Then | 
laughed. I suppose it was nerves. But Kitty had had a bad fright and 
now that she was getting over it she was as cross as two sticks. 

“What's wrong with you, I say,” she snapped. “Are you out of 
your senses of what?” 

“Well, you see,” I stammered awkwardly, half in dread I was go- 
ing to cry again, “I didn’t see you in town.” 
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“No,” she replied with a shrug, “I know you didn’t. I wasn’t out. 
What about it?” 

“T thought it might be something I said to you,” I said desperately. 

“No,” said Kitty candidly, “it wasn’t anything to do with you. 
It’s Mother.” 

“Whye” I asked almost joyously. “Is there something wrong with 
her?” 

“I don’t mean that,” said Kitty impatiently. “It’s just that she made 
such a fuss, I felt it wasn’t worth it.” 

“But what did she make a fuss about?” I asked. 

“About you, of course,” said Kitty in exasperation. “What did you 
think?” 

“But what did I do?” I asked, clutching my head. This was worse 
than anything I'd ever imagined. This was terrible. 

“You didn’t do anything,” said Kitty, “but people were talking 
about us. And you wouldn’t come in and be introduced to her like 
anyone else. I know she’s a bit of a fool, and her head is stuffed with 
old nonsense about her family. I could never see that they were dif 
ferent to anyone else, and anyway, she married a commercial herself, 
so she has nothing much to boast about. Still, you needn’t be so 
superior. There’s no obligation to buy, you know.” 

I didn’t. There were cold shivers running through me. I had thought 
of Kitty as a secret between God, herself, and me and that she only 
knew the half of it. Now it seemed I didn’t even know the half. 
People were talking about us! I was superior! What next? 

“But what has she against me?” I asked despairingly. 

“She thinks we’re doing a tangle, of course,” snapped Kitty as if 
she was astonished at my stupidity, “and I suppose she imagines 
you're not grand enough for a great-great-grandniece of Daniel O’Con- 
nell. I told her you were a different sort of fellow entirely and above 
all that sort of thing, but she wouldn’t believe me. She said I was a 
deep, callous, crafty little intriguer and that I hadn’t a drop of Daniel 
O’Connell’s blood in my veins.” Kitty began to giggle at the thought 
of herself as an intriguer. 

“That’s all she knows,” I said bitterly. 

“I know,” said Kitty with a shrug. “The woman has no sense. And 
anyway she has no reason to think I’m telling lies. Cissy and I al- 
ways had fellows, and we spooned with them all over the shop under 
her very nose, so why should she think I’m lying to her now?” 
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At that I began to laugh like an idiot. This was worse than ap- 
palling. This was a nightmare. Kitty, whom I had thought so angelic, 
talking in cold blood about “spooning” with fellows all over the house. 
Even the bad women in the books I'd read didn’t talk about love in 
that cold-blooded way. Madame Bovary herself had at least the de- 
cency to pretend that she didn’t like it. It was like another door open- 
ing on the outside world, but Kitty thought I was laughing at her 
and started to apologize. 

“OE course I had no sense,” she said. “You're the first fellow I ever 
met that treated me properly. The others only wanted to fool around 
with me, and now because I don’t like it, Mother thinks ’'m getting 
stuck-up. I told her I liked you better than any fellow I knew, but 
that I'd grown out of all that sort of thing.” - 

“And what did she say to that?” I asked fiercely. It was—how can 
I describe it?—like a man who'd lived all his life in a dungeon getting 
into the sunlight for the first time and afraid of every shadow. 

“Ah, I told you the woman was silly,” said Kitty, getting embar- 
rassed. 

“Go on!” I shouted. “I want to know everything. I insist on know- 
ing everything.” 

“Well,” said Kitty with a demure little grin, “she said you were 
a deep, designing guttersnipe who knew exactly how to get round 
feather-pated little idiots like me. . . . You see,” she added with 
another shrug, “‘it’s quite hopeless. The woman is common. She 
doesn’t understand.” 

“But I tell you she does understand,” I shouted frantically. “She 
understands better than you do. I only wish to God I was deep and 
designing so that I'd have some chance with you.” 

“Do you really?” asked Kitty, opening her eyes wide. “To tell you 
the truth,” she added after a moment, “I thought you were a bit keen 
the first time, but then I didn’t know. When you didn’t kiss me or 
anything, I mean.” 

“God,” I said bitterly, “when I think of what I’ve been through in 
the past couple of weeks!” 

“I know,” said Kitty, biting her lip. “I was the same.” And then 
we said nothing for a few moments. 

“You're sure you're serious?” she asked suspiciously. 

“T tell you, girl,” I shouted, “I was on the point of committing 
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“What good would that be?” she asked with another shrug, and 
then she looked at me and laughed outright—the little jade! 

It is all as clear in my mind as if it had happened last night. I told 
Kitty about my prospects. She didn’t care, but I insisted on telling 
her. It was as if a stone had been lifted off my heart, and I went 
home in the moonlight singing. Then I heard the clock strike, and 
the singing stopped. I remembered the mother at home, waiting, and 
began to run again. This was desperation too, but a different sort. 

The door was ajar and the kitchen in darkness. I saw her sitting 
before the fire by herself, and just as I was going to throw my arms 
about her, I smelt Kitty’s perfume round me and was afraid to go 
near her. God help us, as if it would have told her anything! 

“Hallo, Mum,” I said with a laugh, rubbing my hands, “you're 
all in darkness.” ; 
“You'll have a cup of tea?” she said. 

“IT might as well,” said I. 
“What time is it?” she said, lighting the gas. “You're very late.” 
“Ah, I met a fellow from the office,” I said, but at the same time 
was stung by the complaint in her tone. 

“You frightened me,” she said with a little whimper. “I didn’t 
know what happened you. What kept you at all?” 

“Oh, what do you think?” I said, goaded into retorting. “Drink- 
ing and blackguarding as usual.” 

I could have bitten my tongue off when I'd said it; it sounded so 
cruel, as if some stranger had said it instead of me. She turned to 
me for a moment with a frightened stare as if she was seeing the 
stranger too, and somehow I couldn’t bear it. 

“God Almighty,” I said, “a fellow can have no life in his own 
house,” and away with me upstairs. 

I lit the candle, undressed and got into bed. I was wild. A chap 
could be a drunkard and blackguard and not be made to suffer more 
reproach than I was for being late one single night. That, I felt, was 
what you got for being a good son. 

“Jerry,” she called from the foot of the stairs, “will I bring you up 
your cup?” 

“T don’t want it now, thanks,” I said. 

I heard her give a heavy sigh and turn away. Then she locked the 
two doors front and back. She didn’t wash up, and I knew my cup 
of tea was standing there on the table with a saucer on top in case 
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I changed my mind. She came slowly up the stairs, and she walked 
like an old woman. I blew out the candle before she reached the 
landing in case she came in to ask me if I wanted anything else, 
and the moonlight came in the attic window and brought me mem- 
ories of Kitty. But every time I tried to imagine her face while she 
gtinned up at me, waiting for me to kiss her, it was the mother’s 
face that came up with that look like a child’s when you strike him 
the first time—as if he suddenly saw the stranger in you. I remem- 
bered all our life together from the night the father—God rest him! 
—died; our early Mass on Sunday; our visits to the pictures; our 
plans for the future, and Christ, Michael John, it was as if I was 
inside her mind and she sitting by the fire, waiting for the blow to 
fall! And now it had fallen, and I was a stranger to her, and nothing 
I ever did could make us the same to each other again. There was 
something like a cannon-ball stuck in my chest, and I lay awake till 
the cocks started crowing. Then I couldn’t bear it any longer. I went 
out on to the landing and listened. 

“Are you awake, Mother?” I asked in a whisper. 

“What is it, Jerry?” she said in alarm, and I knew she hadn’t slept 
any more than I had. 

“I only came to say I was sorry,” I said, opening the room door, 
and then as I saw her sitting up in bed under the Sacred Heart lamp, 
the cannon-ball burst inside me and I began to bawl like a kid. 

“Oh, child, child,” she cried out, “what are you crying for at all, 
my little boy?” and she spread out her arms to me. I went to her 
and she hugged me and rocked me just as she did when I was only 
a nipper. “Oh, oh, oh,” she was saying to herself in a whisper, “my 
storeen bawn, my little man!”—all the names she hadn’t called me 
since I was a kid. That was all we said. I couldn’t bring myself to 
tell her what I'd done, and she wouldn’t confess to me that she was 
jealous; all she could do was to try and comfort me for the way I’d 
hurt her, to make up to me for the nature she’d given me. “My 
storeen bawn,” she said. “My little man!” 
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At dusk the big Englishman, Belcher, would shift his long legs out 
of the ashes and say “Well, chums, what about it?” and Noble or 
me would say “All right, chum” (for we had picked up some of their 
curious expressions), and the little Englishman, Hawkins, would 
light the lamp and bring out the cards. Sometimes Jeremiah Donovan 
would come up and supervise the game and get excited over Hawkins’s 
cards, which he always played badly, and shout at him as if he was 
one of our own “Ah, you divil, you, why didn’t you play the tray?” 

But ordinarily Jeremiah was a sober and contented poor devil like 
the big Englishman, Belcher, and was looked up to only because he 
was a fair hand at documents, though he was slow enough even with 
them. He wore a small cloth hat and big gaiters over his long pants, 
and you seldom saw him with his hands out of his pockets. He red- 
dened when you talked to him, tilting from toe to heel and back, and 
looking down all the time at his big farmer’s feet. Noble and me used 
to make fun of his broad accent, because we were from the town. 

I couldn’t at the time see the point of me and Noble guarding 
Belcher and Hawkins at all, for it was my belief that you could have 
planted that pair down anywhere from this to Claregalway and they'd 
have taken root there like a native weed. I never in my short experi- 
ence seen two men to take to the country as they did. 

They were handed on to us by the Second Battalion when the search 
for them became too hot, and Noble and myself, being young, took 
over with a natural feeling of responsibility, but Hawkins made us 
look like fools when he showed that he knew the country better than 
we did. 

“You're the bloke they calls Bonaparte,” he Says to me. “Mary 
Brigid O’Connell told me to ask you what you done with the pair 
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For it seemed, as they explained it, that the Second used to have 
little evenings, and some of the girls of the neighbourhood turned in, 
and, seeing they were such decent chaps, our fellows couldn’t leave 
the two Englishmen out of them. Hawkins learned to dance “The 
Walls of Limerick,” “The Siege of Ennis,” and “The Waves of Tory” 
as well as any of them, though, naturally, he couldn’t return the 
compliment, because our lads at that time did not dance foreign dances 
on principle. 

So whatever privileges Belcher and Hawkins had with the Second 
they just naturally took with us, and after the first day or two we 
gave up all pretence of keeping a close eye on them. Not that they 
could have got far, for they had accents you could cut with a knife 
and wore khaki tunics and overcoats with civilian pants and boots. 
But it’s my belief that they never had any idea of escaping and were 
quite content to be where they were. 

It was a treat to see how Belcher got off with the old woman of 
the house where we were staying. She was a great warrant to scold, 
and cranky even with us, but before ever she had a chance of giving 
our guests, as I may call them, a lick of her tongue, Belcher had 
made her his friend for life. She was breaking sticks, and Belcher, who 
hadn't been more than ten minutes in the house, jumped up from 
his seat and went over to her. 

“Allow me, madam,” he says, smiling his queer little smile, “please 
allow me”; and he takes the bloody hatchet. She was struck too 
paralytic to speak, and after that, Belcher would be at her heels, 
carrying a bucket, a basket, or a load of turf, as the case might be. 
As Noble said, he got into looking before she leapt, and hot water, 
or any little thing she wanted, Belcher would have it ready for her. 
For such a huge man (and though I am five foot ten myself I had to 
look up at him) he had an uncommon shortness—or should I say 
lack? —of speech. It took us some time to get used to him, walking 
in and out, like a ghost, without a word. Especially because Hawkins 
talked enough for a platoon, it was strange to hear big Belcher with 
his toes in the ashes come out with a solitary “Excuse me, chum,” 
or “That’s right, chum.” His one and only passion was cards, and 
I will say for him that he was a good card-player. He could have 
fleeced myself and Noble, but whatever we lost to him Hawkins 
lost to us, and Hawkins played with the money Belcher gave him. 

Hawkins lost to us because he had too much old gab, and we prob- 
ably lost to Belcher for the same reason. Hawkins and Noble would 
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spit at one another about religion into the early hours of the morning, 
and Hawkins worried the soul out of Noble, whose brother was a 
priest, with a string of questions that would puzzle a cardinal. To make 
it worse, even in treating of holy subjects, Hawkins had a deplorable 
tongue. I never in all my career met a man who could mix such a 
variety of cursing and bad language into an argument. He was a 
terrible man, and a fright to argue. He never did a stroke of work, and 
when he had no one else to talk to, he got stuck in the old woman. 

He met his match in her, for one day when he tried to get her to 
complain profanely of the drought, she gave him a great come-down 
by blaming it entirely on Jupiter Pluvius (a deity neither Hawkins 
nor I had ever heard of, though Noble said that among the pagans 
it was believed that he had something to do with the rain). An- 
other day he was swearing at the capitalists for starting the German 
war when the old lady laid down her iron, puckered up her little 
crab’s mouth, and said: “Mr. Hawkins, you can say what you like 
about the war, and think you'll deceive me because I’m only a simple 
poor countrywoman, but I know what started the war. It was the Ital- 
ian Count that stole the heathen divinity out of the temple in Japan. 
Believe me, Mr Hawkins, nothing but sorrow and want can follow 
the people that disturb the hidden powers.” 

A queer old girl, all right. 


II 


We had our tea one evening, and Hawkins lit the lamp and we 
all sat into cards. Jeremiah Donovan came in too, and sat down and 
watched us for a while, and it suddenly struck me that he had no 
great love for the two Englishmen. It came as a great surprise to me, 
because I hadn’t noticed anything about him before. 

Late in the evening a really terrible argument blew up between 
Hawkins and Noble, about capitalists and priests and love of your 
country. 

“The capitalists,” says Hawkins with an angry gulp, “pays the 
priests to tell you about the next world so as you won’t notice what 
the bastards are up to in this.” 

“Nonsense, man!” says Noble, losing his temper. “Before ever a 
capitalist was thought of, people believed in the next world.” 

Hawkins stood up as though he was preaching a sermon. 


“Oh, they did, did they?” he says with a sneer. “They believed all 
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the things you believe, isn’t that what you mean? And you believe 
that God created Adam, and Adam created Shem, and Shem created 
Jehoshophat. You believe all that silly old fairytale about Eve and 
Eden and the apple. Well, listen to me, chum. If you're entitled to 
hold a silly belief like that, I’m entitled to hold my silly belief—which 
is that the first thing your God created was a bleeding capitalist, with 
morality and Rolls-Royce complete. Am | tight, chum?” he says to 
Belcher. 

“You're right, chum,” says Belcher with his amused smile, and got 
up from the table to stretch his long legs into the fire and stroke his 
moustache. So, seeing that Jeremiah Donovan was going, and that 
there was no knowing when the argument about religion would be 
over, I went out with him. We strolled down to the village together, 
and then he stopped and started blushing and mumbling and saying 
I ought to be behind, keeping guard on the prisoners. I didn’t like 
the tone he took with me, and anyway I was bored with life in the 
cottage, so I replied by asking him what the hell we wanted guarding 
them at all for. I told him I’d talked it over with Noble, and that 
we'd both rather be out with a fighting column. 

“What use are those fellows to us?” says I. 

He looked at me in surprise and said: “I thought you knew we 
were keeping them as hostages.” 

“Hostages?” I said. 

“The enemy have prisoners belonging to us,” he says, “and now 
they’re talking of shooting them. If they shoot our prisoners, we'll 
shoot theirs.” 

“Shoot them?” I said. 

“What else did you think we were keeping them for?” he says. 

“Wasn't it very unforeseen of you not to warn Noble and myself 
of that in the beginning?” I said. 

“How was it?” says he. “You might have known it.” 

“We couldn’t know it, Jeremiah Donovan,” says I. “How could 
we when they were on our hands so long?” 

“The enemy have our prisoners as long and longer,” says he. 

“That’s not the same thing at all,” says I. 

“What difference is there?” says he. 

I couldn’t tell him, because I knew he wouldn’t understand. If it 
was only an old dog that was going to the vet’s, you'd try and not 
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get too fond of him, but Jeremiah Donovan wasn’t a man that would 
ever be in danger of that. 

“And when is this thing going to be decided?” says I. 

“We might hear tonight,” he says. “Or tomorrow or the next day 
at latest. So if it’s only hanging round here that’s a trouble to you, 
you'll be free soon enough.” 

It wasn’t the hanging round that was a trouble to me at all by 

this time. I had worse things to worry about. When I got back to the 
cottage the argument was still on. Hawkins was holding forth in his 
best style, maintaining that there was no next world, and Noble was 
maintaining that there was; but I could see that Hawkins had had 
the best of it. ‘* 
_ “Do you know what, chum?” he was saying with a saucy smile. 
“I think you're just as big a bleeding unbeliever as I am. You say 
you believe in the next world, and you know just as much about 
the next world as I do, which is sweet damn-all. What's heaven? 
You don’t know. Where’s heaven? You don’t know. You know sweet 
damn-all! I ask you again, do they wear wings?” 

“Very well, then,” says Noble, “they do. Is that enough for your 
They do wear wings.” 

_ “Where do they get them, then? Who makes them? Have they 
a factory for wings? Have they a sort of store where you hands in 
your chit and takes your bleeding wings?” 
~ “You're an impossible man to argue with,” says Noble. “Now, 
listen to me—”’ And they were off again. 

It was long after midnight when we locked up and went to bed. 
As I blew out the candle I told Noble what Jeremiah Donovan was 
after telling me. Noble took it very quietly. When we'd been in bed 
about an hour he asked me did I think we ought to tell the English- 
men. I didn’t think we should, because it was more than likely that 
the English wouldn’t shoot our men, and even if they did, the brigade 
officers, who were always up and down with the Second Battalion 
and knew the Englishmen well, wouldn’t be likely to want them 
plugged. “I think so too,” says Noble. “It would be great cruelty 
to put the wind up them now.” 

“It was very unforeseen of Jeremiah Donovan anyhow,” says I. 

It was next morning that we found it so hard to face Belcher and 
Hawkins. We went about the house all day scarcely saying a word. 
Belcher didn’t seem to notice; he was stretched into the ashes as usual, 


Guests of the Nation 463 


with his usual: look of waiting in quietness for something unforeseen 
to happen, but Hawkins noticed and put it down to Noble’s being 
beaten in the argument of the night before. 

“Why can’t you take a discussion in the proper spirit?” he says 
severely. “You and your Adam and Eve! I’m a Communist, that’s 
what I am. Communist or anarchist, it all comes to much the same 
thing.” And for hours he went round the house, muttering when the 
fit took him. “Adam and Eve! Adam and Eve! Nothing better 
to do with their time than picking bleeding apples!” 


III 


I don’t know how we got through that day, but I was very glad 
when it was over, the tea things were cleared away, and Belcher said 
in his peaceable way: “Well, chums, what about it?” We sat round 
the table and Hawkins took out the cards, and just then I heard Jere- 
miah Donovan’s footstep on the path and a dark presentiment crossed 
my mind. I rose from the table and caught him before he reached 
the door. 

“What do you want?” I asked. 

“I want those two soldier friends of yours,” he says, getting red. 

“Is that the way, Jeremiah Donovan?” I asked. 

“That’s the way. There were four of our lads shot this morning, one 
of them a boy of sixteen.” 

“That’s bad,” I said. 

At that moment Noble followed me out, and the three of us walked 
down the path together, talking in whispers. Feeney, the local in- 
telligence officer, was standing by the gate. 

“What are you going to do about it?” I asked Jeremiah Donovan. 

“I want you and Noble to get them out; tell them they're being 
shifted again; that'll be the quietest way.” 

“Leave me out of that,” says Noble under his breath. 

Jeremiah Donovan looks at him hard. 

“All right,” he says. “You and Feeney get a few tools from the 
shed and dig a hole by the far end of the bog. Bonaparte and myself 
will be after you. Don’t let anyone see you with the tools. I wouldn’t 
like it to go beyond ourselves.” 

We saw Feeney and Noble go round to the shed and went in 
ourselves. I left Jeremiah Donovan to do the explanations. He told 
them that he had orders to send them back to the Second Battalion. 
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Hawkins let out a mouthful of curses, and you could see that though 
Belcher didn’t say anything, he was a bit upset too. The old woman 
was for having them stay in spite of us, and she didn’t stop advising 
them until Jeremiah Donovan lost his temper and turned on her. He 
had a nasty temper, I noticed. It was pitch-dark in the cottage by 
this time, but no one thought of lighting the lamp, and in the dark- 
ness the two Englishmen fetched their topcoats and said good-bye to 
the old woman. 

“Just as a man makes a home of a bleeding place, some bastard at 
headquarters thinks you’re too cushy and shunts you off,” says Haw- 
kins, shaking her hand. 

“A thousand thanks, madam,” says Belcher. “A thousand thanks 
for everything” —as though he’d made it up. 

We went round to the back of the house and down towards the 
bog. It was only then that Jeremiah Donovan told them. He was 
shaking with excitement. 

“There were four of our fellows shot in Cork this morning and 
now you're to be shot as a reprisal.” 

“What are you talking about?” snaps Hawkins. “It’s bad enough 
being mucked about as we are without having to put up with your 
funny jokes.” 

“Tt isn’t a joke,” says Donovan. “I’m sorry, Hawkins, but it’s true,” 
and begins on the usual rigmarole about duty and how unpleasant 
it is. 

I never noticed that people who talk a lot about duty find it much 
of a trouble to them. 

“Oh, cut it out!” says Hawkins. 

“Ask Bonaparte,” says Donovan, seeing that Hawkins isn’t taking 
him seriously. “Isn’t it true, Bonaparte?” 

“It is,” I say, and Hawkins stops. 

“Ah, for Christ’s sake, chum!” 

“I mean it, chum,” I say. 

“You don’t sound as if you meant it.” 

“If he doesn’t mean it, I do,” says Donovan, working himself up. 

“What have you against me, Jeremiah Donovan?” 

“T never said I had anything against you. But why did your people 
take out four of our prisoners and shoot them in cold blood?” 

He took Hawkins by the arm and dragged him on, but it was 


impossible to make him understand that we were in earnest. I had 
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the Smith and Wesson in my pocket and I kept fingering it and 
wondering what I'd do if they put up a fight for it or ran, and wishing 
to God they'd do one or the other. I knew if they did run for it, that 
I'd never fire on them. Hawkins wanted to know was Noble in it, 
and when we said yes, he asked us why Noble wanted to plug him. 
Why did any of us want to plug him? What had he done to us? 
Weren’t we all chums? Didn’t we understand him and didn’t he 
understand us? Did we imagine for an instant that he’d shoot us for 
all the so-and-so officers in the so-and-so British Army? 

By this time we'd reached the bog, and I was so sick I couldn’t even 
answer him. We walked along the edge of it in the darkness, and 
every now and then Hawkins would call a halt and begin all over 
again, as if he was wound up, about our being chums, and I knew 
that nothing but the sight of the grave would convince him that we 
had to do it. And all the time I was hoping that something would 
happen; that they’d run for it or that Noble would take over the 
responsibility from me. I had the feeling that it was worse on Noble 


than on me. 
IV 


At last we saw the lantern in the distance and made towards it. 
Noble was carrying it, and Feeney was standing somewhere in the 
darkness behind him, and the picture of them so still and silent in the 
bogland brought it home to me that we were in earnest, and banished 
the last bit of hope I had. 

Belcher, on recognizing Noble, said: “Hallo, chum,” in his quiet 
way, but Hawkins flew at him at once, and the argument began all 
over again, only this time Noble had nothing to say for himself 
and stood with his head down, holding the lantern between his legs. 

It was Jeremiah Donovan who did the answering. For the twentieth 
time, as though it was haunting his mind, Hawkins asked if any- 
body thought he’d shoot Noble. 

“Yes, you would,” says Jeremiah Donovan. 

“No, I wouldn’t, damn you!” 

“You would, because you’d know you'd be shot for not doing it.” 

“T wouldn’t, not if I was to be shot twenty times over. I wouldn’t 
shoot a pal. And Belcher wouldn’t—isn’t that right, Belcher?” 

“That’s right, chum,” Belcher said, but more by way of answer- 
ing the question than of joining in the argument. Belcher sounded as 
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though whatever unforeseen thing he’d always been waiting for had 
come at last. 

“Anyway, who says Noble would be shot if I wasn’t? What do 
you think I'd do if I was in his place, out in the middle of a blasted 
bog?” 

WW hat would you do?” asks Donovan. 

“I'd go with him wherever he was going, of course. Share my last 
bob with him and stick by him through thick and thin. No one can 
ever say of me that I let down a pal.” 

“We had enough of this,” says Jeremiah Donovan, cocking his 
revolver. “Is there any message you want to send?” 

“No, there isn’t.” ~ 

“Do you want to say your prayers?” 

Hawkins came out with a cold-blooded remark that even shocked 
me and turned on Noble again. 

“Listen to me, Noble,” he says. “You and me are chums. You 
can’t come over to my side, so I'll come over to your side. That show 
you I mean what I say? Give me a rifle and I'll go along with you 
and the other lads.” 

Nobody answered him. We knew that was no way out. 

“Hear what I’m saying?” he says. “I’m through with it. I’m a 
deserter or anything else you like. I don’t believe in your stuff, but 
its no worse than mine. That satisfy you?” 

Noble raised his head, but Donovan began to speak and he lowered 
it again without replying. 

“For the last time, have you any messages to send?” says Donovan 
in a cold, excited sort of voice. 

“Shut up, Donovan! You don’t understand me, but these lads do. 
They’re not the sort to make a pal and kill a pal. They’re not the tools 
of any capitalist.” 

I alone of the crowd saw Donovan raise his Webley to the back of 
Hawkins’s neck, and as he did so I shut my eyes and tried to pray. 
Hawkins had begun to say something else when Donovan fired, and 
as I opened my eyes at the bang, I saw Hawkins stagger at the knees 
and lie out flat at Noble’s feet, slowly and as quiet as a kid falling 
asleep, with the lantern-light on his lean legs and bright farmer’s 
boots. We all stood very still, watching him settle out in the last 
agony. 

Then Belcher took out a handkerchief and began to tie it about 
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his own eyes (in our excitement we'd forgotten to do the same for 
Hawkins), and, seeing it wasn’t big enough, turned and asked for 
the loan of mine. | gave it to him and he knotted the two together 
and pointed with his foot at Hawkins. 

“He's not quite dead,” he says. “Better give him another.” 

Sure enough, Hawkins’s left knee is beginning to rise. I bend down 
and put my gun to his head; then, recollecting myself, I get up 
again. Belcher understands what’s in my mind. 

“Give him his first,” he says. “I don’t mind. Poor bastard, we 
don’t know what’s happening to him now.” 

I knelt and fired. By this time I didn’t seem to know what I was 
doing. Belcher, who was fumbling a bit awkwardly with the hand- 
kerchiefs, came out with a laugh as he heard the shot. It was the 
first time I heard him laugh and it sent a shudder down my back; 
it sounded so unnatural. 

“Poor bugger!” he said quietly. “And last night he was so curious 
about it all. It’s very queer, chums, I always think. Now he knows 
as much about it as they'll ever let him know, and last night he was 
all in the dark.” 

Donovan helped him to tie the handkerchiefs about his eyes. 
“Thanks, chum,” he said. Donovan asked if there were any messages 
he wanted sent. 

“No, chum,” he says. “Not for me. If any of you would like to write 
to Hawkins’s mother, you'll find a letter from her in his pocket. He 
and his mother were great chums. But my missus left me eight years 
ago. Went away with another fellow and took the kid with her. | 
like the feeling of a home, as you may have noticed, but I couldn’t 
start again after that.” 

It was an extraordinary thing, but in those few minutes Belcher 
said more than in all the weeks before. It was just as if the sound of 
the shot had started a flood of talk in him and he could go on the 
whole night like that, quite happily, talking about himself. We stood 
round like fools now that he couldn’t see us any longer. Donovan 
looked at Noble, and Noble shook his head. Then Donovan raised 
his Webley, and at that moment Belcher gives his queer laugh again. 
He may have thought we were talking about him, or perhaps he 
noticed the same thing I’d noticed and couldn’t understand it. 

“Excuse me, chums,” he says. “I feel I’m talking the hell of a lot, 
and so silly, about my being so handy about a house and things like 
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that. But this thing came on me suddenly. You'll forgive me, I’m 
sure. 

“You don’t want to say a prayer?” asks Donovan. 

“No, chum,” he says. “I don’t think it would help. I’m ready, and 
you boys want to get it over.” 

“You understand that we're only doing our duty?” says Donovan. 

Belcher’s head was raised like a blind man’s, so that you could only 
see his chin and the tip of his nose in the lantern-light. 

“T never could make out what duty was myself,” he said. “T think 
you're all good lads, if that’s what you mean. I’m not complaining.” 

Noble, just as if he couldn’t bear any more of it, raised his fist at 
Donovan, and in a flash Donovan raiséd his gun and fired. The big 
man went over like a sack of meal, and this time there was no need 
of a second shot. 

I don’t remember much about the burying, but that it was worse 
than all the rest because we had to carry them to the grave. It was 
all mad lonely with nothing but a patch of lantern-light between our- 
selves and the dark, and birds hooting and screeching all round, dis- 
turbed by the guns. Noble went through Hawkins’s belongings to 
find the letter from his mother, and then joined his hands together. 
He did the same with Belcher. Then, when we'd filled in the grave, 
we separated from Jeremiah Donovan and Feeney and took our tools 
back to the shed. All the way we didn’t speak a word. The kitchen 
was dark and cold as we'd left it, and the old woman was sitting over 
the hearth, saying her beads. We walked past her into the room, and 
Noble struck a match to light the lamp. She rose quietly and came 
to the doorway with all her cantankerousness gone. 

“What did ye do with them?” she asked in a whisper, and Noble 
started so that the match went out in his hand. 

“What’s that?” he asked without turning round. 

“T heard ye,” she said. 

“What did you hear?” asked Noble. 

“I heard ye. Do ye think I didn’t hear ye, putting the spade back 
in the houseen?” 

Noble struck another match and this time the lamp lit for him. 

“Was that what ye did to theme” she asked. 

Then, by God, in the very doorway, she fell on her knees and be- 
gan praying, and after looking at her for a minute or two Noble did 
the same by the fireplace. I pushed my way out past her and left 
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_them at it. I stood at the door, watching the stars and listening to the 
shrieking of the birds dying out over the bogs. It is so strange what 
you feel at times like that that you can’t describe it. Noble says he 
saw everything ten times the size, as though there were nothing in 
the whole world but that little patch of bog with the two Englishmen 
stiffening into it, but with me it was as if the patch of bog where the 
Englishmen were was a million miles away, and even Noble and the 
old woman, mumbling behind me, and the birds and the bloody stars 
were all far away, and I was somehow very small and very lost and 
lonely like a child astray in the snow. And anything that happened 


me afterwards, I never felt the same about again. 


UPROOTED 


Spring had only come and already he was tired to death; tired of 
the city, tired of his job. He had come up from the country intending 
to do wonders, but he was as far as ever from that. He would be 
lucky if he could carry on, be at school each morning at half past 
nine and satisfy his half-witted principal. 

He lodged in a small red-brick house in Rathmines that was kept 
by a middle-aged brother and sister who had been left a bit of money 
and thought they would end their days enjoyably in a city. They 
did not enjoy themselves, regretted their little farm in Kerry, and 
were glad of Ned Keating because he could talk to them about all 
the things they remembered and loved. 

Keating was a slow, cumbrous young man with dark eyes and a 
dark cow’s-lick that kept tumbling into them. He had a slight stam- 
mer and ran his hand through his long limp hair from pure nervous- 
ness. He had always been dreamy and serious. Sometimes on market 
days you saw him standing for an hour in Nolan’s shop, turning the 
pages of a schoolbook. When he could not afford it he put it back 
with a sigh and went off to find his father in a pub, just raising his 
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eyes to smile at Jack Nolan. After his elder brother Tom had gone 
for the church he and his father had constant rows. Nothing would do 
Ned now but to be a teacher. Hadn’t he all he wanted now? his father 
asked. Hadn't he the place to himself? What did he want going 
teaching? But Ned was stubborn. With an obstinate, almost despair- 
ing determination he had fought his way through the training col- 
lege into a city job. The city was what he had always wanted. And 
now the city had failed him. In the evenings you could still see him 
poking round the second-hand bookshops on the quays, but his eyes 
wete already beginning to lose their eagerness. 

It had all seemed so clear. But then he had not counted on his own 

temper. He was popular because of his gentleness, but how many 
concessions that involved! He was hesitating, good-natured, slow to 
see guile, slow to contradict. He felt he was constantly underesti- 
mating his own powers. He even felt he lacked spontaneity. He did 
not drink, smoked little, and saw dangers and losses everywhere. He 
blamed himself for avarice and cowardice. The story he liked best 
was about the country boy and the letter box. “Indeed, what a fool 
you think I am! Put me letther in a pump!” 
__ He was in no danger of putting his letter in a pump or anywhere 
else for the matter of that. He had only one friend, a nurse in Vin- 
cent’s Hospital, a wild, light-hearted, light-headed girl. He was very 
fond of her and supposed that some day when he had money enough 
he would ask her to marry him; but not yet: and at the same time 
something that was both shyness and caution kept him from com- 
mitting himself too far. Sometimes he planned excursions beside the 
usual weekly walk or visit to the pictures but somehow they seldom 
came to anything. 

He no longer knew why he had come to the city, but it was not 
for the sake of the bed-sitting-room in Rathmines, the oblong of dusty 
garden outside the window, the trams clanging up and down, the 
shelf full of second-hand books, or the occasional visit to the pictures. 
Half humorously, half despairingly, he would sometimes clutch his 
head in his hands and admit to himself that he had no notion of what 
he wanted. He would have liked to leave it all and go to Glasgow or 
New York as a labourer, not because he was romantic, but because he 
felt that only when he had to work with his hands for a living and 
was no longer sure of his bed would he find out what all his ideals 
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and emotions meant and where he could fit them into the scheme of 
his life. 

But no sooner did he set out for school hext morning, striding 
slowly along the edge of the canal, watching the trees become green 
again and the tall claret-coloured houses painted on the quiet surface 
of the water, than all his fancies took flight. Put his letter in a pump 
indeed! He would continue to be submissive and draw his salary and 
wonder how much he could save and when he would be able to buy 
a little house to bring his girl into; a nice thing to think of on a 
spring morning: a house of his own and a wife in the bed beside him. 
And his nature would continue to contract about him, every ideal, 
every generous impulse another mesh to draw his head down tighter 
to his knees till in ten years’ time it would tie him hand and foot. 


II 


Tom who was a curate in Wicklow wrote and suggested that they 
might go home together for the long weekend, and on Saturday morn- 
ing they set out in Tom’s old Ford. It was Easter weather, pearly and 
cold. They stopped at several pubs on the way and Tom ordered 
whiskies. Ned was feeling expansive and joined him. He had never 
quite grown used to his brother, partly because of old days when he 
felt that Tom was getting the education he should have got, partly 
because his ordination seemed to have shut him off from the rest of 
the family, and now it was as though he were trying to surmount it 
by his boisterous manner and affected bonhomie. He was like a man 
shouting to his comrades across a great distance. He was different 
from Ned; lighter in colour of hair and skin; fat-headed, fresh-com- 
plexioned, deep-voiced, and autocratic; an_ irascible, humorous, 
friendly man who was well-liked by those he worked for. Ned, who 
was shy and all tied up within himself, envied him his way with 
men in garages and barmaids in hotels. 

It was nightfall when they reached home. Their father was in his 
shirtsleeves at the gate waiting to greet them, and immediately their 
mother rushed out as well. The lamp was standing in the window 
and threw its light as far as the whitewashed gateposts. Little Brigid, 
the girl from up the hill who helped their mother now she was erow- 
ing old, stood in the doorway in half-silhouette. When her eyes caught 
theirs she bent her head in confusion. 


Nothing was changed in the tall, bare, whitewashed kitchen. The 
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harness hung in the same place on the wall, the rosary on the same 
nail in the fireplace, by the stool where their mother usually sat; table 
under the window, churn against the back door, stair without ban- 
isters mounting straight to the attic door that yawned in the wall— 
all seemed as unchanging as the sea outside. Their mother sat on the 
stool, her hands on her knees, a coloured shawl tied tightly about her 
head, like a gypsy woman with her battered yellow face and loud 
voice. Their father, fresh-complexioned like Tom, stocky and broken- 
bottomed, gazed out the front door, leaning with one hand on the 
dresser in the pose of an orator while Brigid wet the tea. 

“I said ye’d be late,” their father proclaimed triumphantly, twist- 
ing his moustache. “Didn’t I, woman? Didn’t I say they'd be late?” 

“He did, he did,” their mother assured them. “’Tis true for him.” 

“Ah, I knew ye’d be making halts. But damn it, if I wasn’t put 
astray by Thade Lahy’s car going east!” 

“And was that Thade Lahy’s car?” their mother asked in a shocked 
tone. 

“I told ye ‘twas Thade Lahy’s,” piped Brigid, plopping about in 
her long frieze gown and bare feet. 

“Sure I should know it, woman,” old Tomas said with chagrin. 
“He must have gone into town without us noticing him.” 

“Oye, and how did he do that?” asked their mother. 

“T eave me alone now,” Tomas said despairingly. “I couldn’t tell 
you, I could not tell you.” 

“My goodness, I was sure that was the Master’s car,” their mother 
said wonderingly, pulling distractedly at the tassels of her shawl. 

“T'd know the rattle of Thade Lahy’s car anywhere,” little Brigid 
said very proudly and quite unregarded. 

It seemed to Ned that he was interrupting a conversation that had 
been going on since his last visit, and that the road outside and the 
sea beyond it, and every living thing that passed before them, formed 
a pantomime that was watched endlessly and passionately from the 
darkness of the little cottage. 

“Wisha, I never asked if ye’d like a drop of something,” their father 
said with sudden vexation. 

“Is it whisky?” boomed Tom. 

“Why? Would you sooner whisky?” 

“Can't you pour it out first and ask us after?” growled Tom. 


“The whisky, is-it?”’ 
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“Tis not. I didn’t come all the ways to this place for what I can 
get better at home. You'd better have a bottle ready for me to take 
back.” 

“Coleen will have it. Damn it, wasn’t it only last night I said to 
Coleen that you'd likely want a bottle? Some way it struck me you 
would. Oh, he'll have it, he’ll have it.” 

“Didn’t they catch that string of misery yet?” asked Tom with the 
cup to his lips. 

“Ah, man alive, you'd want to be a greyhound to catch him. God 
Almighty, hadn’t they fifty police after him last November, scouring 
the mountains from one end to the other and all they caught was a 
glimpse of the white of his ass. Ah, but the priest preached a terrible 
sermon against him—by name, Tom, by- name!” 

“Is old Murphy blowing about it still?” growled Tom. 

“Oh, let me alone now!” Tomas threw his hands to heaven and 
strode to and fro in his excitement, his bucket-bottom wagging. Ned 
knew to his sorrow that his father could be prudent, silent, and cal- 
culating; he knew only too well the cock of the head, the narrowing 
of the eyes, but, like a child, the old man loved innocent excitement 
and revelled in scenes of the wildest passion, all about nothing. Like 
an old actor he turned everything to drama. “The like of it for abuse 
was never heard, never heard, never heard! How Coleen could ever 
raise his head again after it! And where the man got the words from! 
Tom, my treasure, my son, you'll never have the like.” 

‘Td spare my breath to cool my porridge,” Tom replied scorn- 
fully. “I dare say you gave up your own still so?” 

“T didn’t, Tom, I didn’t. The drop I make, ’twould harm no one. 
Only a drop for Christmas and Easter.” 

The lamp was in its own place on the rear wall, and made a circle 
of brightness on the fresh lime wash. Their mother was leaning over 
the fire with joined hands, lost in thought. The front door was open 
and night thickening outside, the coloured night of the west; and as 
they ate their father walked to and fro in long ungainly strides, paus- 
ing each time at the door to give a glance up and down the road and 
at the fire to hoist his broken bottom to warm. Ned heard steps come 
up the road from the west. His father heard them too. He returned to 
the door and glued his hand to the jamb. Ned covered his eyes with 
his hands and felt that everything was as it had always been. He 
could hear the noise of the strand as a background to the voices. 


474 Frank O’Connor 


“God be with you, Tomas,” the voice said. 

“God and Mary be with you, Teig.” (In Irish they were speak- 
ing.) “What way are your” 

“Well, honour and praise be to God. “Tis a fine night.” 

“Tis, ’tis, tis so indeed. A grand night, praise be to God.” 

“Musha, who is it?” their mother asked, looking round. 

“°Tis young Teig,” their father replied, looking after him. 

“Shemus’s young Teig?” 

oY Tisul tissetiss 

“But where would Shemus’s young Teig be going at this hour of 
night? "Tisn’t to the shop?” 

“No, woman, no, no, no. Up to the-uncle’s I suppose.” 

“Is it Ned Willie’s?” 

“He’s sleeping at Ned Willie’s,” Brigid chimed in in her high- ~ 
pitched voice, timid but triumphant. “”Tis since the young teacher 
came to them.” . 

There was no more to be said. Everything was explained and Ned 
smiled. The only unfamiliar voice, little Brigid’s, seemed the most 
familiar of all. 

III 

Tom said first Mass next morning and the household, all but Brigid, 
went. They drove, and Tomas in high glee sat in front with Tom, 
waving his hand and shouting greetings at all they met. He was like 
a boy, so intense was his pleasure. The chapel was perched high 
above the road. Outside the morning was grey and beyond the windy 
edge of the cliff was the sea. The wind blew straight in, setting cloaks 
and petticoats flying. 

After dinner as the two boys were returning from a series of visits 
to the neighbours’ houses their father rushed down the road to meet 
them, shaking them passionately by the hand and asking were they 
well. When they were seated in the kitchen he opened up the sub- 
ject of his excitement. 

“Well,” he said, “I arranged a grand little outing for ye tomorrow, 
thanks be to God,” and to identify further the source of his inspira- 
tion he searched at the back of his neck for the peak of his cap and 
raised it solemnly. 

“Musha, what outing are you talking about?” their mother asked 
angrily. 


“T arranged for us to go over the bay to your brothet’s.” 
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“And can’t you leave the poor boys alone?” she bawled. “Haven't 
they only the one day? Isn’t it for the rest they came?” 

“Even so, even so, even so,” Tomas said with mounting passion. 
“Aren't their own cousins to lay eyes on them?” 

“I was in Carriganassa for a week last summer,” said Tom. 

“Yes, but I wasn’t, and Ned wasn’t. “Tis only decent.” 

“*Tisn’t decency is worrying you at all but drink,” growled Tom. 

“Oh!” gasped his father, fishing for the peak of his cap to swear 
with, “that I might be struck dead!” 

“Be quiet, you old heathen!” crowed his wife. “That's the truth, 
Tom my pulse. Plenty of drink is what he wants where he won’t be 
under my eye. Leave ye stop at home.” 

“T can’t stop at home, woman,” shouted Tomas. “Why do you be 
always picking at me? I must go whether they come or not. I must 
go, I must go, and that’s all there is about it.” 

“Why must you?” asked his wife. 

“Because I warned Red Pat and Dempsey,” he stormed. “And the 
woman from the island is coming as well to see a daughter of hers 
that’s married there. And what's more, I borrowed Cassidy’s boat 
and he lent it at great inconvenience, and ’twould be very bad man- 
ners for me to throw his kindness back in his face. I must go.” 

“Oh, we may as well all go,” said Tom. 

It blew hard all night and Tomas, all anxiety, was out at break of 
day to watch the whitecaps on the water. While the boys were at 
breakfast he came in and, leaning his arms on the table with hands 
joined as though in prayer, he announced in a caressing voice that 
it was a beautiful day, thank God, a pet day with a moist gentle 
little bit of a breezheen that would only blow them over. His voice 
would have put a child to sleep, but his wife continued to nag and 
scold, and he stumped out again in a fury and sat on the wall with his 
back to the house and his legs crossed, chewing his pipe. He was 
dressed in his best clothes, a respectable blue tailcoat and pale frieze 
trousers with only one patch on the seat. He had turned his cap almost 
right way round so that the peak covered his right ear. 

He was all over the boat like a boy. Dempsey, a haggard, pock- 
marked, melancholy man with a soprano voice of astounding pene- 
tration, took the tiller and Red Patrick the sail. Tomas clambered 
into the bows and stood there with one knee up, leaning forward like 


a figurehead. He knew the bay like a book. The island woman was 
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perched on the ballast with her rosary in her hands and her shawl 
over her eyes to shut out the sight of the waves. The cumbrous old 
boat took the sail lightly enough and Ned leaned back on his elbows 
against the side, rejoicing in it all. 

“She’s laughing,” his father said delightedly when her bows ran 
white. 

“Whose boat is that, Dempsey?” he asked, screwing up his eyes as 
another brown sail tilted ahead of them. 

“Tis the island boat,” shrieked Dempsey. 

4 listnot, Dempsey. "Tis not indeed, my love. That’s not the 
island boat.” 

“Whose boat is it then?” 

“Tt must be some boat from Carriganassa, Dempsey.” 

“Tis the island boat I tell you.” 

“Ab, why will you be contradicting me, Dempsey, my treasure? 
"Tis not the island boat. The island boat has a dark brown sail; ‘tis 
only a month since ’twas tarred, and that’s an old tarred sail, and 
what proves it out and out, Dempsey, the island-boat sail has a patch 
in the corner.” 

He was leaning well over the bows, watching the rocks that fled 
beneath them, a dark purple. He rested his elbow on his raised knee 
and looked back at them, his brown face sprinkled with spray and lit 
from below by the accumulated flickerings of the water. His flesh 
seemed to dissolve, to become transparent, while his blue eyes shone 
with extraordinary brilliance. Ned half-closed his eyes and watched 
sea and sky slowly mount and sink behind the red-brown, sun-filled 
sail and the poised and eager figure. 

“Tom!” shouted his father, and the battered old face peered at 
them from under the arch of the sail, with which it was almost one 
in tone, the silvery light filling it with warmth. 

“Well?” Tom’s voice was an inexpressive boom. 

“You were right last night, Tom, my boy. My treasure, my son, 
you were right. "T'was for the drink I came.” 

“Ah, do you tell me so?” Tom asked ironically. 

“Twas, ’twas, twas,” the old man said regretfully. “’Twas for 
the drink. "Twas so, my darling. They were always decent people, 
your mother’s people, and ’tis her knowing how decent they are makes 
her so suspicious. She’s a good woman, a fine woman, your poor 
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mother, may the Almighty God bless her and keep her and watch 


over her.” 

“Aaaa-men,” Tom chanted irreverently as his father shook his old 
cap piously towards the sky. 

“But Tom! Are you listening, Tom?” 

“Well, what is it now?” 

“T had another reason.” 

“Had you indeed?” Tom’s tone was not encouraging. 

“T had, I had, God’s truth, I had. God blast the lie ’m telling you, 
Tom, I had.” 

“*Twas boasting out of the pair of ye,” shrieked Dempsey from the 
stern, the wind whipping the shrill notes from his lips and scattering 
them wildly like scraps of paper. : 

“Twas so, Dempsey, ’twas so. You're right, Dempsey. You're al- 
ways right. The blessing of God on you, Dempsey, for you always 
had the true word.” Tomas’s laughing leprechaun countenance 
gleamed under the bellying, tilting, chocolate-coloured sail and his 
powerful voice beat Dempsey’s down. “And would you blame me?” 

“The O’Donnells hadn't the beating of them in their own hand,” 
screamed Dempsey. 

“Thanks be to God for all His goodness and mercy,” shouted 
Tomas, again waving his cap in a gesture of recognition towards the 
spot where he felt the Almighty might be listening, “they have not. 
They have not so, Dempsey. And they have a good hand. The 
O’Donnells are a good family and an old family and a kind family, 
but they never had the like of my two sons.” 

“And they were stiff enough with you when you came for the 
daughter,” shrieked Dempsey. 

“They were, Dempsey, they were. They were stiff. They were so. 
You wouldn’t blame them, Dempsey. They were an old family and 
I was nothing only a landless man.” With a fierce gesture the old 
man pulled his cap still further over his ear, spat, gave his moustache 
a tug and leaned at a still more precarious angle over the bow, his 
blue eyes dancing with triumph. “But I had the gumption, Dempsey. 
I had the gumption, my love.” 

The islands slipped past; the gulf of water narrowed and grew 
calmer, and white cottages could be seen scattered under the tall un- 
gainly church. It was a wild and rugged coast, the tide was full, and 
they had to pull in as best they could among the rocks. Red Patrick 
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leaped lightly ashore to draw in the boat. The others stepped after him 


into several inches of water and Red Patrick, himself precariously 
poised, held them from slipping. Rather shamefastly, Ned and Tom 
took off their shoes. 

“Don’t do that!” shrieked their father. “We'll carry ye up. Mother 
of God, yeer poor feet!” 

“Will you shut your old gob?” Tom said angrily. 

They halted for a moment at the stile outside Caheragh’s. Old 
Caheragh had a red beard and a broad, smiling face. Then they went 
on to O’Donnell’s who had two houses, modern and old, separated by 
a yard. In one lived Uncle Maurice and his family and. in the other 
Maurice’s married son, Sean. Ned and-Tom remained with Sean and 
his wife. Tom and he were old friends. When he spoke he rarely 
looked at Tom, merely giving him a sidelong glance that just reached 
to his chin and then dropped his eyes with a peculiar timid smile. 
“Twas,” Ned heard him say, and then: “He did,” and after that: 
“Hardly.” Shuvaun was tall, nervous and matronly. She clung to 
their hands with an excess of eagerness as though she couldn’t bear 
to let them go, uttering ejaculations of tenderness, delight, astonish- 
ment, pity, and admiration. Her speech was full of diminutives: 
“childeen,” “handeen,” “boateen.” Three young children scrambled 
about the floor with a preoccupation scarcely broken by the strangers. 
Shuvaun picked her way through them, filling the kettle and cutting 
the bread, and then, as though afraid of neglecting Tom, she clutched 
his hand again. Her feverish concentration gave an impression that its 
very intensity bewildered her and made it impossible for her to under- 
stand one word they said. In three days’ time it would all begin to 
drop into place in her mind and then she would begin quoting them. 

Young Niall O'Donnell came in with his girl; one of the Deignans 
from up the hill. She was plump and pert; she had been in service 
in town. Niall was a well-built boy with a soft, wild-eyed, sensuous 
face and a deep mellow voice of great power. While they were having 
a cup of tea in the parlour where the three or four family photos 
were skyed, Ned saw the two of them again through the back win- 
dow. They were standing on the high ground behind the house with 
the spring sky behind them and the light in their faces. Niall was 
asking her something but she, more interested in the sitting-room 


window, only shook her head, 
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“Ye only just missed yeer father,” said their Uncle Maurice when 
they went across to the other house for dinner. Maurice was a tight- 
lipped little man with a high bald forehead and a snappy voice. “He 
went off to Owney Pat’s only this minute.” 

“The devil!” said Tom. “I knew he was out to dodge me. Did 
you give him whisky?” 

“What the hell else could I give him?” snapped Maurice. “Do you 
think *twas tea the old coot was looking for?” 

Tom took the place of honour at the table. He was the favourite. 
Through the doorway into the bedroom could be seen a big canopy 
bed and on the whiteness of a raised pillow a skeleton face in a halo 
of smoke-blue hair surmounted with what looked suspiciously like a 
mauve tea-cosy. Sometimes the white head would begin to stir and 
everyone fell silent while Niall, the old man’s pet, translated the 
scarcely audible whisper. Sometimes Niall would go in with his stiff 
ungainly swagger and repeat one of Tom’s jokes in his drawling, 
powerful bass. The hens stepped daintily about their feet, poking 
officious heads between them, and rushing out the door with a wild 
flutter and shriek when one of the girls hooshed them. Something 
timeless, patriarchal and restful about it made Ned notice everything. 
It was as though he had never seen his mother’s house before. 

“Tell me,” Tom boomed with mock concern, leaning over conf- 
dentially to his uncle and looking under his brows at young Niall, 
“speaking as a clergyman and for the good of the family and so on, 
is that son of yours coorting Delia Deignan’” 

“Why? Was the young blackguard along with her again?” snapped 
Maurice in amusement. 

“Of course I might be mistaken,” Tom said doubtfully. 

“You wouldn’t know a Deignan, to be sure,” Sean said dryly. 

“Isn’t any of them martied yet?” asked Tom. 

“No, by damn, no,” said Maurice. “Isn’t it a wonder?” 

“Because,” Tom went on in the same solemn voice, “T want some- 
one to look after this young brother of mine. Dublin is a wild sort of 
place and full of temptations. Ye wouldn’t know a decent little girl I 
could ask?” 
~ “Cait! Cait!” they all shouted, Niall’s deep voice loudest of all. 

“Now all the same, Delia looks a smart little piece,” said Tom. 

“No, Cait! Cait! Delia isn’t the same since she went to town. She 
has notions of herself. Leave him marry Cait!” 
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Niall rose gleefully and shambled in to the old man. With a game- 


some eye on the company Tom whispered: 

“Is she a quiet sort of girl? I wouldn’t like Ned to get anyone 
rough.” 

“She is, she is,” they said, “a grand girl!” 

Sean rose quietly and went to the door with his head bowed. 

“God knows, if anyone knows he should know and all the times 
he manhandled her.” 

Tom sat bolt upright with mock indignation while the table 
rocked. Niall shouted the joke into his grandfather's ear. The mauve 
tea-cosy shook; it was the only indication of the old man’s amusement. 


IV 


The Deignans’ house was on top of a hill high over the road and 
commanded a view of the countryside for miles. The two brothers 
with Sean and the O’Donnell girls reached it by a long winding 
boreen that threaded its way uncertainly through little grey rocky 
fields and walls of unmortared stone which rose against the sky along 
the edges of the hill like lacework. On their way they met another 
Procession coming down the hill. It was headed by their father and 
the island woman, arm in arm, and behind came two locals with 
Dempsey and Red Patrick. All the party except the island woman 
were well advanced in liquor. That was plain when their father rushed 
forward to shake them all by the hand and ask them how they were. 
He said that divil such honourable and kindly people as the people of 
Carriganassa were to be found in the whole world, and of these there 
was no one a patch on the O’Donnells; kings and sons of kings as 
you could see from one look at them. He had only one more call to 
pay and promised to be at Caheragh’s within a quarter of an hour. 

They looked over the Deignans’ half-door. The kitchen was empty. 
The girls began to titter. They knew the Deignans must have watched 
them coming from Maurice’s door. The kitchen was a beautiful room; 
woodwork and furniture, homemade and shapely, were painted a 
bright red-brown and the painted dresser shone with pretty ware. 
They entered and looked about them. Nothing was to be heard but 
the tick of the cheap alarm-clock on the dresser. One of the girls 
began to giggle hysterically. Sean raised his voice. 

“Ate ye in or are ye out, bad cess to ye!” 

For a moment there was no reply. Then a quick step sounded in 
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the attic and a girl descended the stairs at a run, drawing a black 
knitted shawl tighter about her shoulders. She was perhaps twenty- 
eight or thirty, with a narrow face, sharp like a ferret’s, and blue 
nervous eyes. She entered the kitchen awkwardly sideways, giving 
the customary greetings but without looking at anyone. 

“A hundred welcomes. . . . How are ye? . . . Tis a fine day.” 

The O'Donnell girls giggled again. Nora Deignan looked at them 
in astonishment, biting nervously at the tassel of her shawl. She had 
tiny sharp white teeth. 

“What is it, aru?” she asked. 

“Musha, will you stop your old cimeens,” boomed Tom, “and tell 
us where’s Cait from you? You don’t think ’twas to see your ugly 
puss that we came up here?” 

“Cait!” Nora called in a low voice. 

“What is it?” another voice replied from upstairs. 

“Damn well you know what it is,” bellowed Tom, “and you cross- 
eyed expecting us since morning. Will you come down out of that 
or will I go up and fetch your” 

There was the same hasty step and a second girl descended the 
stairs. It was only later that Ned was able to realize how beautiful she 
was. She had the same narrow pointed face as her sister, the same 
slight features sharpened by a sort of animal instinct, the same blue 
eyes with their startled brightness; but all seemed to have been dif- 
ferently composed, and her complexion had a transparency as though 
her whole nature were shining through it. “Child of Light, thy limbs 
are burning through the veil which seems to hide them,” Ned found 
himself murmuring. She came on them in the same hostile way, 
blushing furiously. Tom’s eyes rested on her; soft, bleary, emotional 
eyes incredibly unlike her own. 

“Have you nothing to say to me, Cait?” he boomed, and Ned 
thought his very voice was soft and clouded. 

“Oh, a hundred welcomes.” Her blue eyes rested for a moment on 
him with what seemed a fierce candour and penetration and went past 
him to the open door. Outside a soft rain was beginning to fall; heavy 
clouds crushed down the grey landscape, which grew clearer as it 
merged into one common plane; the little grey bumpy fields with the 
walls of grey unmortared stone that drifted hither and over across 
them like blown sand, the whitewashed farmhouses lost to the sun 


sinking back into the brown-grey hillsides. 
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“Nothing else, my child?” he growled, pursing his lips. 


“How are your” 

“The politeness is suffocating you. Where’s Delia?” 

“Here I am,” said Delia from the doorway immediately behind 
him. In her furtive way she had slunk round the house. Her bland 
impertinence raised a laugh. 

“The reason we called,” said Tom, clearing his throat, “is this 
young brother of mine that’s looking for a wife.” 

Everyone laughed again. Ned knew the oftener a joke was re- 
peated the better they liked it, but for him this particular joke was 
beginning to wear thin. 

“Leave him take me,” said Delia with an arch look at Ned who 
smiled and gazed at the floor. 

“Be quiet, you slut!” said Tom. “There are your two sisters before _ 

ou. 
4 “Even so, I want to go to Dublin. . . . Would you treat me to 
lemonade, mister?” she asked Ned with her impudent smile. “This is 
a rotten hole. I’d go to America if they left me.” 

“America won’t be complete without you,” said Tom. “Now, 
don’t let me hurry ye, ladies, but my old fellow will be waiting for 
us in Johnny Kit’s.” 

“We'll go along with you, said Nora, and the three gitls took 
down three black shawls from inside the door. Some tension seemed 
to have gone out of the air. They laughed and joked between them- 
selves. 

“Ye'll get wet,” said Sean to the two brothers. 

“Cait will make room for me under her shawl,” said Tom. 

“Indeed I will not,” she cried, starting back with a laugh. 

“Very shy you're getting,” said Sean with a good-natured grin. 

“*Tisn’t that at all but she’d sooner the young man,” said Delia. 

“What's strange is wonderful,” said Nora. 

Biting her lip with her tiny front teeth, Cait looked angrily at her 
sisters and Sean, and then began to laugh. She glanced at Ned and 
smilingly held out her shawl in invitation, though at the same mo- 
ment angry blushes chased one another across her forehead like squalls 
across the surface of a lake. The rain was a mild, persistent drizzle 
and a strong wind was blowing. Everything had darkened and grown 


lonely and, with his head in the blinding folds of the shawl, which 
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reeked of turf-smoke, Ned felt as if he had dropped out of Time’s 
pocket. 

They waited in Caheragh’s kitchen. The bearded old man sat in 
one chimney corner and a little barelegged boy in the other. The dim 
blue light poured down the wide chimney on their heads in a shower 
with the delicacy of light on old china, picking out surfaces one 
rarely saw; and between them the fire burned a bright orange in the 
great whitewashed hearth with the black, swinging bars and pothook. 
Outside the rain fell softly, almost soundlessly, beyond the half door. 
Delia, her black shawl trailing from her shoulders, leaned over it, 
acting the part of watcher as in a Greek play. Their father’s fifteen 
minutes had strung themselves out to an hour and two little bare- 
footed boys had already been sent to hunt him down. 

“Where are they now, Delia?” one of the O’Donnells would ask. 

“Crossing the fields from Patsy Kit’s.” 

“He wasn’t there so.” 

“He wouldn’t be,” the old man said. “They'll likely go on to Ned 
Kit’s now.” 

“That's where they’re making for,” said Delia. “Up the hill at the 
far side of the fort.” 

“They'll find him there,” the old man said confidently. 

Ned felt as though he were still blanketed by the folds of the turf- 
reeking shawl. Something seemed to have descended on him that 
filled him with passion and loneliness. He could scarcely take his eyes 
off Cait. She and Nora sat on the form against the back wall, a com- 
position in black and white, the black shawl drawn tight under the 
chin, the cowl of it breaking the curve of her dark hair, her shadow 
on the gleaming wall behind. She did not speak except to answer 
some question of Tom’s about her brother, but sometimes Ned caught 
her looking at him with naked eyes. Then she smiled swiftly and 
secretly and turned her eyes again to the door, sinking back into pen- 
siveness. Pensiveness or vacancy? he wondered. While he gazed at her 
face with the animal instinctiveness of its overdelicate features it 
seemed like a mirror in which he saw again the falling rain, the rocks 
and hills and angry sea. 

The first announced by Delia was Red Patrick. After him came the 
island woman. Each had last seen his father in a different place. Ned 
chuckled at a sudden vision of his father, eager and impassioned and 
aflame with drink, stumping with his broken bottom across endless 
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fields through pouring rain with a growing procession behind him. 
Dempsey was the last to come. He doubted if Tomas would be in a 
condition to take the boat at all. 

“What matter, aru?” said Delia across her shoulder. “We can find 
room for the young man.” 

“And where would we put hime” gaped Nora. 

“He can have Cait’s bed,” Delia said innocently. 

“Oye, and where would Cait sleep?” Nora asked and then skitted 
and covered her face with her shawl. Delia scoffed. The men laughed 
and Cait, biting her lip furiously, looked at the floor. Again Ned 
caught her eyes on him and again she laughed and turned away. 

Tomas burst in unexpected on them all like a sea-wind that scat- 
tered them before him. He wrung Tom’s hand and asked him how he 
was. He did the same to Ned. Ned replied gravely that he was very 
well. . 

“In God’s holy name,” cried his father, waving his arms like a 
windmill, “what are ye all waiting for?” ; 

The tide had fallen. Tomas grabbed an oar and pushed the boat on 
to a rock. Then he raised the sail and collapsed under it and had to 
be extricated from its drenching folds, glauming and swearing at 
Cassidy’s old boat. A little group stood on a naked rock against a 
grey background of drifting rain. For a long time Ned continued to 
wave back to the black shaw! that was lifted to him. An extraordinary 
feeling of exultation and loss enveloped him. Huddled up in his over- 
coat he sat with Dempsey in the stern, not speaking. 

“It was a grand day,” his father declared, swinging himself to and 
fro, tugging at his Viking moustache, dragging the peak of his cap 
farther over his ear. His gestures betrayed a certain lack of thythmical 
cohesion; they began and ended abruptly. “Dempsey, my darling, 
wasn't it a grand day?” 

"Twas a grand day for you,” shrieked Dempsey as if his throat 
would burst. 

“Twas, my treasure, ’twas a beautiful day. I got an honourable 
reception and my sons got an honourable reception.” 

By this time he was flat on his belly, one leg completely over the 
edge of the boat. He reached back a clammy hand to his sons. 

“Twas the best day I ever had,” he said. “I got porter and I got 
whisky and I got poteen. I did so, Tom, my calf. Ned, my bright- 


ness, I went to seven houses and in every house I got seven drinks 
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and with every drink I got seven welcomes. And your mother’s people 
are a hand of trumps. It was no slight they put on me at all even if I 
was nothing but a landless man. No slight, Tom. No slight at all.” 
Darkness had fallen, the rain had cleared, the stars came out of a 
pitch-black sky under which the little tossing, nosing boat seemed lost 
beyond measure. In all the waste of water nothing could be heard 
but the splash of the boat’s sides and their father’s voice raised in 
tipsy song. 
“The evening was fair and the sunlight was yellow, 
I halted, beholding a maiden bright 
Coming to me by the edge of the mountain, 
Her cheeks had a berry-bright rosy light.” 


Vv 


Ned was the first to wake. He struck a match and lit the candle. It 
was time for them to be stirring. It was just after dawn, and at half 
past nine he must be in his old place in the schoolroom before the 
rows of pinched little city-faces. He lit a cigarette and closed his eyes. 
The lurch of the boat was still in his blood, the face of Cait Deignan 
in his mind, and as if from far away he heard a line of the wild love- 
song his father had been singing: “And we'll drive the geese at the 
fall of night.” 

He heard his brother mumble something and nudged him. Tom 
looked big and fat and vulnerable with his fair head rolled sideways 
and his heavy mouth dribbling on to the sleeve of his pyjamas. Ned 
slipped quietly out of bed, put on his trousers, and went to the win- 
dow. He drew the curtains and let in the thin cold daylight. The 
bay was just visible and perfectly still. Tom began to mumble again 
in a frightened voice and Ned shook him. He started out of his sleep 
with a cry of fear, grabbing at the bedclothes. He looked first at Ned, 
then at the candle and drowsily rubbed his eyes. 

“Did you hear it too?” he asked. 

‘Did I hear what?” asked Ned with a smile. 

“Tn the room,” said Tom. 

“There was nothing in the room,” replied Ned. “You were ramaish- 
ing so I woke you up.” 

“Was I? What was I saying?” 

“You were telling no secrets,” said Ned with a quiet laugh. 

“Hell!” Tom said in disgust and stretched out his arm for a cig- 
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arette. He lit it at the candle flame, his drowsy red face puckered and 
distraught. “J slept rotten.” 

“Oye!” Ned said quietly, raising his eyebrows. It wasn’t often Tom 
spoke in that tone. He sat on the edge of the bed, joined his hands 
and leaned forward, looking at Tom with wide gentle eyes. 

“Is there anything wrong?” he asked. 

“Plenty.” 

“You're not in trouble?” Ned asked without raising his voice. 

“Not that sort of trouble. The trouble is in myself.” 

Ned gave him a look of intense sympathy and understanding, The 
soft emotional brown eyes were searching him for a judgment. Ned 
had never felt less like judging him. — 

“Ay,” he said gently and vaguely, his eyes wandering to the other 
side of the room while his voice took on its accustomed stammer, “the 
trouble is always in ourselves. If we were contented in ourselves the 
other things wouldn’t matter. I suppose we must only leave it to time. 
Time settles everything.” 

“Time will settle nothing for me,” Tom said despairingly. “You 
have something to look forward to. I have nothing. It’s the loneliness 
of my job that kills you. Even to talk about it would be a relief but 
there’s no one you can talk to. People come to you with their troubles 
but there’s no one you can go to with your own.” 

Again the challenging glare in the brown eyes and Ned tealized 
with infinite compassion that for years Tom had been living in the 
same state of suspicion and fear, a man being hunted down by his 
own nature; and that for years to come he would continue to live in 
this way, and perhaps never be caught again as he was now. 

“A pity you came down here,” stammered Ned flatly. “A pity we 
went to Carriganassa. "Twould be better for both of us if we went 
somewhere else.” 

“Why don’t you marry her, Ned?” Tom asked earnestly. 

“Who?” asked Ned. 

“Cai” 

“Yesterday,” said Ned with the shy smile he wore when he con- 
fessed something, “I nearly wished I could.” 

“But you can, man,” Tom said eagerly, sitting upon his elbow. 
Like all men with frustration in their hearts he was full of schemes 
for others. “You could marry her and get a school down here. That’s 
what I'd do if I was in your place.” 
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“No,” Ned said gravely. “We made our choice a long time ago. 
We can’t go back on it now.” 

Then with his hands in his trouser pockets and his head bowed he 
went out to the kitchen. His mother, the coloured shawl about her 
head, was blowing the fire. The bedroom door was open and he could 
see his father in shirtsleeves kneeling beside the bed, his face raised 
reverently toward a holy picture, his braces hanging down behind. 
He unbolted the half-door, went through the garden and out on to 
the road. There was a magical light on everything. A boy on a horse 
rose suddenly against the sky, a startling picture. Through the apple- 
green light over Carriganassa ran long streaks of crimson, so still 
they might have been enamelled. Magic, magic, magic! He saw it as 
in a children’s picture-book with all its colours intolerably bright; 
something he had outgrown and could never return to, while the 
world he aspired to was as remote and intangible as it had seemed 
even in the despair of youth. 

It seemed as if only now for the first time was he leaving home; 
for the first time and forever saying good-bye to it all. 
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Appendix A 


Stories for 
Comparison and Contrast 


The work of Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) and Nathaniel 
Hawthorne (1804-1864) is, of course, supremely worth reading 
for its own sake. But it also helps us, partly by way of contrast, 
to appreciate the form of the modern short story as it developed 
after their time. In the representative stories of Poe and Haw- 
thorne, all the elements are governed by a clearly defined emotion 
or moral idea, which determines the choice of characters and 
milieu. The idea or emotion comes first, and its embodiment, 
second. Circumstantial plausibility plays a minor role. 

In most of the modern short stories collected in this volume, 
the effect of the shaping imagination is not so immediately evi- 
dent. The illusion of actuality, of observed experience, comes 
first. The governing emotion or idea is there, but not so single 
or so explicit or so easily stated. It must be discerned. A knowl- 
edge of the work of Poe and Hawthorne and other early writers 
will aid us in developing this discernment. 

“The Tell-Tale Heart” has no heroine such as Ligeia, Lady 
Madeline, or the lost Lenore. But it brings together with great 
intensity in brief compass some of Poe’s most familiar motifs: 
the mad narrator, the living burial, the assault on the father 
figure. Emotion develops rhythmically toward the concluding 
moment of climactic revelation. Viewers of television thrillers 
like those of Alfred Hitchcock will realize how persistent Poe’s 
influence is. 

Compared to “The Tell-Tale Heart,” “Young Goodman 
Brown” is on a far higher level thematically and artistically. 
Most critics consider it the finest of Hawthorne’s tales. Its setting 
is a haunted forest near Salem, the town where Hawthorne’s 
ancestors lived during the witchcraft scare. Its theme is the 
conviction in young Goodman Brown’s mind of the universality 
of Original Sin. But what is Hawthorne himself suggesting as 
he watches Faith’s ribbon fluttering down, and as he refuses to 
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say whether Goodman Brown had experienced illusion or reality? 

The two ptincipal creators of the modern short story are 
Anton Chekhov and Guy de Maupassant (1850-1892). Chekhov, 
a greater artist and man of wider sympathies than Maupas- 
sant, had more influence on the kinds of writers printed in this 
anthology. The character of the popular-magazine short story, 
however, owes much to Maupassant. He was extremely fertile 
in inventing plots, plots which are interesting even when told in 
synopsis. Maupassant had no very exalted view of human 
nature. His stories are usually ironically reductive; that is, they 
expose characters who, for all their fine talk, are motivated prin- 
cipally by lust and self-interest. “In the Moonlight” also deals 
with the contradictory realms of flesh and spirit, but so humor- 
ously and lyrically that the irony seems almost to turn back 
upon itself. 

When he was in his early twenties, the conspicuously talented 
Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936) made an international reputation 
with his poems and short stories about the British in India. He 
had immense narrative skill, a journalistic flair for phrase, a 
painter’s eye for local color, and a serious appreciation of the 
opposing cultures in India. His jungle books for children made 
delightful use of the classic Eastern modes of oral narration. 
As he grew older, and especially after the outbreak of World 
War I, Kipling often chose—as did Tolstoy in his later years— 
to treat fundamental human experiences with apparently simple 
directness, in the manner of a fable. Such a story is “The Gar- 
dener.” It is included so that it may be also read in conjunction 
with Katherine Mansfield’s “The Fly.” 

Franz Kafka (1883-1924), a German-Jewish native of Prague, 
was a tortured, neurotic genius, whose private obsessions, ex- 
pressed in such fictions as the short story, “The Metamorphosis,” 
and the novel, The Trial, came to symbolize the social experi- 
ences of Western man generally after the rise of communism 
and fascism. A devoted reader of the Danish theologian Kierke- 
gaard, he had an acute sense of the helplessness of the individual 
before the arbitrary judgments passed upon him by society, by 
divine law, and by his own superego. Kafka was one of the fore- 
runners of modern existentialism. His attitude toward experience 
was fundamentally religious, but religion remained the realm 
of the hidden, the incommensurable. His sense of his in-between 
state is dramatized in “The Hunter Gracchus.” Though not so 
extremely as in many of Kafka’s stories, its events have the 
meaningful arbitrariness of a dream. 
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The two major American novelists of the period since World 
War I have been William Faulkner and Ernest Hemingway 
(1898-  ). In Europe, Hemingway’s reputation is even greater 
than Faulkner’s. Both in Europe and America, his short stories 
have been valued quite as much as his novels. He is indebted 
to Gertrude Stein and Sherwood Anderson for his use of a 
repetitive vernacular style and to upper class British speech for 
his practice of understatement and indirection in expressing 
emotion. Like their creator, Hemingway’s characters are often 
sportsmen, soldiers, or both. His favorite themes are the need 
to maintain courage, pride in craft and minimal codes of conduct 
in a disordered and often apparently meaningless world. “In 
Another Country” is a very pure example of Hemingway's mode 
of expressing these concerns. It is much more subtly patterned 
in structure than might at first appear. 


The Tell-Tale Heart 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 


True!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and 
am; but why will you say that 1 am mad? The disease had sharp- 
ened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above all was the 
sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the 
earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! 
and observe how healthy—how calmly I can tell the whole story. 

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but 
once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. 
Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged 
me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I 
think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture—a 
pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my 
blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up my 
mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye 
for ever. 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad, Madmen know nothing. 
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But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely | 
proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—with what dis- 
simulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than 
during the whcle week before I killed him. And every night, about 
midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh so gently! 
And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, | 
put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone out, 
and then IJ thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see 
how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very slowly, 
so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an hour 
to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see 
him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!—would a madman have been so 
wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid 
the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges — 
creaked) —I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the 
vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every night just 
at midnight—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was im- 
possible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, 
but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went 
boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him 
by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed the night. 
So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to 
suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while 
he slept. 

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in open- 
ing the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly than did 
mine. Never before that night, had I felt the extent of my own 
powers—of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of tri- 
umph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, 
and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly 
chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the 
bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back— 
but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness (for 
the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers), and so I 
knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept push- 
ing it on steadily, steadily. 

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my 
thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in 
bed, crying out—“Who’s there?” 
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I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move 
a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was 
still sitting up in the bed, listening ;—just as I have done, night after 
night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of 
mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no!—it was 
the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when 
overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just 
at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own 
bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted 
me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied 
him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying 
awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. 
His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying 
to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to him- 
self—“Tt is nothing but the wind in the chimney—it is only a mouse 
crossing the floor,” or “it is merely a cricket which has made a single 
chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these sup- 
positions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in 
approaching him, had stalked with his black shadow before him, and 
enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the un- 
perceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither saw 
nor heard—to feel the presence of my head within the room. 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing 
him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very little crevice 
in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine how stealthily, 
stealthily—until, at length, a single dim ray, like the thread of the 
spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye. 

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed upon 
it. I saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous 
veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see 
nothing else of the old man’s face or person: for I had directed the 
ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot. 

And now have I not told you that what you mistake for madness 
is but over acuteness of the senses?—now, I say, there came to my 
ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped 
in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old 
man’s heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates 
the soldier into courage. 
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But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held 


the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray 
upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It 
grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The 
old man’s terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder 
every moment!—do you mark me well? I have told you that I am 
nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the 
dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me 
to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and 
stood still. But the beatings grew louder, louder! | thought the heart 
must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be 
heard by a neighbor! The old man’s hour had come! With a loud 
yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked 
once—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled 
the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far 
done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. 
This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the 
wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed 
and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my 
hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no 
pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more. 

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when [| 
describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. 
The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I 
dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs. 

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and 
deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so 
cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even his—could 
have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out—no 
stain of any kind—no bloodspot whatever. I had been too waty for 
that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha! 

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock—still 
dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knock- 
ing at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart,— 
for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who intro- 
duced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A 
shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of 
foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police 
office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises. 
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I smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. 
The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I men- 
tioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the 
house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length to bis 
chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the 
enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and 
desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the 
wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the 
very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was 
singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chat- 
ted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and 
wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my 
ears; but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more 
distinct:—I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it con- 
tinued and gained definiteness—until, at length, I found that the 
noise was not within my ears. 

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently, and 
with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and what could 
I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound as a watch 
makes when enveloped in cotton. | gasped for breath—and yet the 
officers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently; but 
the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high 
key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. 
Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy 
strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men—bzt the 
noise steadily increased. Oh, God! what could I do? I foamed—I 
raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, 
and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and con- 
tinually increased. It grew louder—louder—louder! And still the 
men chatted pleasantly and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? 
Almighty God!—no, no! They heard!—they suspected!—they knew! 
—they were making a mockery of my horror!—this I thought, and 
this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was 
more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles 
no longer! I felt that | must scream or die!—and now—again!—hark! 
louder! louder! louder! louder!/— 

“Villains—” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed!— 
tear up the planks—here, here! —it is the beating of his hideous heart!” 
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Young Goodman Brown 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 


Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at 
Salem village; but put his head back, after crossing the threshold, 
to exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the 
wife was aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, 
letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap while she 
called to Goodman Brown. 

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her 
lips were close to his ear, “prithee put off your journey until sunrise 
and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman is troubled with 
such dreams and such thoughts that she’s afeared of herself sometimes. 
Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights in the Weary 

“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman Brown, “of all 
nights in the year, this one night must I tarry away from thee. My 
journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must needs be done 
*twixt now and sunrise. What, my sweet wife, dost thou doubt me 
already, and we but three months married?” 

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons; “and 
may you find all well when you come back.” 

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear Faith, 
and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will come to thee.” 

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way until, being 
about to turn the corner by the meeting-house, he looked back and 
saw the head of Faith still peeping after him with a melancholy air, 
in spite of her pink ribbons. 

“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote him. “What 
a wretch am I to leave her on such an errand! She talks of dreams, 
too. Methought as she spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a 
dream had warned her what work is to be done to-night. But no, no; 
‘twould kill her to think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel on earth; and 
after this one night I'll cling to her skirts and follow her to heaven.” 
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With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt 
himself justified in making more haste on his present evil purpose. He 
had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the 
forest, which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, 
and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as could be; 
and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller knows 
not who may be concealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick 
boughs overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing 
through an unseen multitude. 

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” said Goodman 
Brown to himself; and he glanced fearfully behind him as he added, 
“What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!” 

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, 
looking forward again, beheld the figure of a man, in grave and 
decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose at Goodman 
Brown’s approach and walked onward side by side with him. 

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of the Old 
South was striking as I came through Boston, and that is full fifteen 
minutes agone.” 

“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a 
tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appearance of his com- 
panion, though not wholly unexpected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it 
where these two were journeying. As nearly as could be discerned, 
the second traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same 
rank of life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resem- 
blance to him, though perhaps more in expression than features. Still 
they might have been taken for father and son. And yet, though the 
elder person was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in 
manner too, he had an indescribable air of one who knew the world, 
and who would not have felt abashed at the governor's dinner table 
or in King William’s court, were it possible that his affairs should 
call him thither. But the only thing about him that could be fixed 
upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great 
black snake, so curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to 
twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent. This, of course, must 
have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light. 

“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, “this is a 
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dull pace for the beginning of a journey. Take my staff, if you are 


so soon weary. 

“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, 
“having kept covenant by meeting thee here, it is my purpose now to 
return whence I came. I have scruples touching the matter thou 
wot st of.” 

“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. “Let us 
walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go; and if I convince thee not 
thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the forest wy etiiks 

“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resum- 
ing his walk. “My father never went into the woods on such an errand, 
nor his father before him. We have been a race of honest men and 
good Christians since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first 
of the name of Brown that ever took this path and kept” — 

“Such company thou wouldst say,” observed the elder person, in- 
terpreting his pause. “Well said, Goodman Brown! I have been as 
well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among the 
Puritans; and that’s no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the 
constable, when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through the 
streets of Salem; and it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine 
knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in 
King Philip’s war. They were my good friends, both; and many a 
pleasant walk have we had along this path, and returned merril 
after midnight. I would fain be friends with you for their sake.” 

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel they 
never spoke of these matters; or, verily, I marvel not, seeing that the 
least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New Eneland. 
We are a people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no 
such wickedness.” 

“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted staff, “I 
have a very general acquaintance here in New England. The deacons 
of many a church have drunk the communion wine with me; the 
selectmen of divers towns make me their chairman; and a majority 
of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of my interest. 
The governor and I, too— But these are state secrets.” 

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amaze- 
ment at his undisturbed companion. “Howbeit, I have nothing to 
do with the governor and council; they have their own ways, and are 
no rule for a simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with 
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thee, how should I meet the eye of that good old man, our minister, 
at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble both Sab- 
bath day and lecture day.” 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity; but now 
burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, shaking himself so violently that 
his snake-like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then composing him- 
self, “Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on; but, prithee, don’t kill 
me with laughing.” 

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,’ said Goodman Brown, 
considerably nettled, “there is my wife, Faith. It would break her 
dear little heart; and I'd rather break my own.” 

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en go thy ways, 
Goodman Brown. I would not for twenty old women like the one 
hobbling before us that Faith should come to any harm.” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in 
whom Goodman Brown recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, 
who had taught him his catechism in youth, and was still his moral 
and spiritual adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilder- 
ness at nightfall,” said he. “But with your leave, friend, I shall take 
a cut through the woods until we have left this Christian woman 
behind. Being a stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting 
with and whither I was going.” 

“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to the woods, and 
let me keep the path.” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch 
his companion, who advanced softly along the road until he had 
come within a staff’s length of the old dame. She, meanwhile, was 
making the best of her way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, 
and mumbling some indistinct words—a prayer, doubtless—as she 
went. The traveller put forth his staff and touched her withered 
neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail. 

“The devil!” screamed the pious old lady. 

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed the traveller, 
confronting her and leaning on his writhing stick. 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. 
“Yea, truly is it, and in the very image of my old gossip, Goodman 
Brown, the grandfather of the silly fellow that now is. But—would 
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your worship believe it?-—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, 
stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, 
too, when I was all anointed with the juice of smallage, and cinque- 
foil, and wolf's bane—” 

_ “Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe,” said 
the shape of old Goodman Brown. 

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady, cackling 
aloud. “So, as I was saying, being all ready for the meeting, and no 
horse to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it; for they tell me 
there is a nice young man to be taken into communion to-night. 
But now your good worship will lend me your arm, and we shall be 
there in a twinkling.” 

“That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may not spare you 
my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is my staff, if you will.” 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it as- 
sumed life, being one of the rods which its owner had formerly lent 
to the Egyptian magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown could 
not take cognizance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, 
looking down again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine 
staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly 
as if nothing had happened. 

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man; 
and there was a world of meaning in this simple comment. 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted 
his companion to make good speed and persevere in the path, dis- 
coursing so aptly that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in 
the bosom of his auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they 
went, he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking stick, and 
began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, which were wet with 
evening dew. The moment his fingers touched them they became 
strangely withered and dried up as with a week’s sunshine. Thus 
the pair proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy 
hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down on the stump 
of a tree and refused to go any farther. 

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up. Not an- 
other step will I budge on this errand. What if a wretched old woman 
do choose to go to the devil when I thought she was going to heaven: 
is that any reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?” 

“You will think better of this by and by,” said his acquaintance, 
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composedly. “Sit here and rest yourself a while; and when you feel 
like moving again, there is my staff to help you along.” 

Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, 
and was as speedily out of sight as if he had vanished into the gloom. 
The young man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding him- 
self greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet 
the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink from the eye of good 
old Deacon Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his that very 
night, which was to have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and 
sweetly now, in the arms of Faith! Amidst these pleasant and praise- 
worthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses along 
the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself within the verge 
of the forest, conscious of the guilty purpose that had brought him 
thither, though now so happily turned from it. 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave 
old voices, conversing soberly as they drew near. These mingled 
sounds appeared to pass along the road, within a few yards of the 
young man’s hiding-place; but, owing doubtless to the depth of the 
gloom at that particular spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds 
were visible. Though their figures brushed the small boughs by the 
wayside, it could not be seen that they intercepted, even for a moment, 
the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky athwart which they must 
have passed. Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood on tip- 
toe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting forth his head as far 
as he durst without discerning so much as a shadow. It vexed him 
the more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, 
that he recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, 
jogging along quietly, as they were wont to do, when bound to some 
ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within hearing, one 
of the riders stopped to pluck a switch. 

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice like the deacon’s, “I had 
rather miss an ordination dinner than to-night’s meeting. They tell 
me that some of our community are to be here from Falmouth and 
beyond, and others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides 
several of the Indian powwows, who, after their fashion know almost 
as much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover, there is a goodly young 
woman to be taken into communion.” 

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn old tones of 
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the minister. “Spur up, or we shall be late. Nothing can be done, 
you know, until I get on the ground.” 

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so strangely in 
the empty air, passed on through the forest, where no church had 
ever been gathered or solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could 
these holy men be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? 
Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for support, being 
ready to sink down on the ground, faint and overburdened with the 
heavy sickness of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting whether 
there really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, 
and the stars brightening in it. ; 

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against 
the devil!” cried Goodman Brown. 

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the firmament 
and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, though no wind was stirring, 
hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars. The blue 
sky was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass 
of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the air, as if from 
the depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of voices. 
Once the listener fancied that he could distinguish the accents of 
townspeople of his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, 
many of whom he had met at the communion table, and had seen 
others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, so indistinct were the 
sounds, he doubted whether he had heard aught but the murmur of 
the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger 
swell of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem 
village, but never until now from a cloud of night. There was one 
voice, of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncer- 
tain sorrow, and entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would 
grieve her to obtain; and all the unseen multitude, both saints and 
sinners, seemed to encourage her onward. 

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and despera- 
tion; and the echoes of the forest mocked him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” 
as if bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when 
the unhappy husband held his breath for a response. There was a 
scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading 
into far-off laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear 
and silent sky above Goodman Brown. But something fluttered lightly 
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down through the air and caught on the branch of a tree. The young 
man seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon. 

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied moment. “There 
is no good on earth; and sin is but a name. Come, devil; for to thee 
is this world given.” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, 
did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a 
rate that he seemed to fly along the forest path rather than to walk 
or run. The road grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, 
and vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark wilder- 
ness, still rushing onward with the instinct that guides mortal man 
to evil. The whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds—the 
creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of 
Indians; while sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church bell, 
and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature 
were laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief horror of 
the scene, and shrank not from its other horrors. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at 
him. “Let us hear which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me 
with your deviltry. Come witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, 
come devil himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as 
well fear him as he fear you.” 

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing 
more frightful than the figure of Goodman Brown. On he flew among 
the black pines, brandishing his staft with frenzied gestures, now 
giving vent to an inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting 
forth such laughter as set all the echoes of the forest laughing like 
demons around him. The fiend in his own shape is less hideous than 
when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the demoniac on his 
course, until, quivering among the trees, he saw a red light before 
him, as when the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been 
set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the hour 
of midnight. He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had driven him 
onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly 
from a distance with the weight of many voices. He knew the tune; 
it was a familiar one in the choir of the village meeting-house. The 
verse died heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of 
human voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness peal- 
ing in awful harmony together. Goodman Brown cried out, and his 
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cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full 
upon his eyes. At one extremity of an open space, hemmed in by the 
dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural re- 
semblance either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four 
blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, like candles 
at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage that had overgrown the 
summit of the rock was all on fire, blazing high into the night and 
fitfully illuminating the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy 
festoon was in a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a numerous 
congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow, and 
again grew, as it were, out of the darkness, peopling the heart of the 
solitary woods at once. 

“A grave and dark-clad company, quoth Goodman Brown. 

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to and fro be- 
tween gloom and splendor, appeared faces that would be seen next 
day at the council board of the province, and others which, Sabbath 
after Sabbath, looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over 
the crowded pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. Some affirm 
that the lady of the governor was there. At least there were high 
dames well known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and 
widows, a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of excellent 
repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest their mothers should 
espy them. Either the sudden gleams of light flashing over the ob- 
scure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized a score of 
the church members of Salem village famous for their especial sanctity. 
Good old Deacon Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that 
venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, irreverently consorting with 
these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church, 
these chaste dames and dewy virgins, there were men of dissolute lives 
and women of spotted fame, wretches given over to all mean and 
filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to see 
that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were the sinners 
abashed by the saints. Scattered also among their palefaced enemies 
were the Indian priests, or powwows, who had often scared their 
native forest with more hideous incantations than any known to 
English witchcrafe. 

“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope 
came into his heart, he trembled. 
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Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such 
as the pious love, but joined to words which expressed all that our 
nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more. Unfathom- 
able to mere mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung; 
and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the deepest tone 
of a mighty organ; and with the final peal of that dreadful anthem 
there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the 
howling beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness 
were mingling and according with the voice of guilty man in homage 
to the prince of all. The four blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, 
and obscurely discovered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke 
wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same moment the fire 
on the rock shot redly forth and formed a-glowing arch above its base, 
where now appeared a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure 
bore no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some grave 
divine of the New England churches. 

“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed through the 
field and rolled into the forest. 

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow 
of the trees and approached the congregation, with whom he felt a 
loathful brotherhood by the sympathy of all that was wicked in his 
heart. He could have well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead 
father beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a smoke 
wreath, while a woman, with dim features of despair, threw out her 
hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had no power to 
retreat one step, nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and 
good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him to the blazing 
rock. Thither came also the slender form of a veiled female, led be- 
tween Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and Martha 
Carrier, who had received the devil's promise to be queen of hell. 
A rampant hag was she. And there stood the proselytes beneath the 
canopy of fire. 

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion 
of your race. Ye have found thus young your nature and your destiny. 
My children, look behind you!” 

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, 
the fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of welcome gleamed darkly 


on every visage. 
“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye have reverenced 
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from youth. Ye deemed them holier than yourselves, and shrank 
from your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness 
and prayerful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all in my 
worshipping assembly. This night it shall be granted you to know 
their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders of the church have 
whispered wanton words to the young maids of their households; 
how many a woman, eager for widows’ weeds, has given her husband 
a drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; 
how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their fathers’ wealth: 
and how fair damsels—blush not, sweet ones—have dug little graves 
in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest, to an infant’s funeral. 
By the sympathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all 
the places—whether in church, bedchamber, street, field, or forest— 
where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the whole 
earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. 
It shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep mystery of 
sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly supplies 
more evil impulses than human power—than my power at its utmost 
—can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon 
each other.” 

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the 
wretched man beheld his Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling 
before that unhallowed altar. 

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and 
solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing awfulness, as if his once 
angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable race. “Depending 
upon one another's hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not 
all a dream. Now are ye undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind. 
Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to 
the communion of your race.” 

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair 
and triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet 
hesitating on the verge of wickedness in this dark world. A basin 
was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened 
by the lurid light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? 
Herein did the shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the 
mark of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers 
of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret guilt of others, both 
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in deed and thought, than they could now be of their own. The 
husband cast one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What 
polluted wretches would the next glance show them to each other, 
shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what they saw! 

“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist 
the wicked one.” 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when 
he found himself amid calm night and solitude, listening to a roar of 
the wind which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered 
against the rock, and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, 
that had been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew. 

The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the 
street of Salem village, staring around him like a bewildered man. 
The good old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get 
an appetite for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a 
blessing, as he passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the 
venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was 
at domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer were heard 
through the open window. “What God doth the wizard pray to?” 
quoth Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, 
stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechizing a little girl 
who had brought her a pint of morning’s milk. Goodman Brown 
snatched away the child as from the grasp of the fiend himself. ‘Turn- 
ing the corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with 
the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into such joy 
at sight of him that she skipped along the street and almost kissed 
her husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked 
sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on without a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed 
a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young 
Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, 
if not a desperate man did he become from the night of that fearful 
dream. On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a 
holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of sin rushed 
loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed strain. When the 
minister spoke from the pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and, 
with his hand on the open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, 
and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or 
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misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading 
lest the roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer and his 
hearers. Often, awaking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the 
bosom of Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt 
down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, and gazed 
sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, 
and was borne to his grave a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged 
woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, besides 
neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his tombstone, 
for his dying hour was gloom. 


In the Moonlight 


GUY DE MAUPASSANT 


The Abbé Marignan well deserved to be named after that famous 
battle. He was a tall, thin, fanatical priest, always in a state of 
exaltation, but never unjust. All his beliefs were fixed, and the 
never wavered. He sincerely believed that he understood God, that he 
penetrated His designs, His wishes, His intentions. 

As he walked up and down the garden path of his little country 
presbytery a question sometimes arose in his mind: “Why did God 
do that?” Then, imagining himself in God’s place, he searched ob- 
stinately, and he nearly always found the reason. He was not the 
man to murmur in transports of pious humility, “O Lord, thy designs 
are inscrutable!” What he said was: “I am the servant of God; I 
ought to know the reason for what he does, or to divine it if I do not.” 

Everything in nature seemed to him created with an absolute and 
admirable logic. The “why” and the “wherefore” always balanced. 
The dawns were made to rejoice you on waking, the days to ripen 
the harvests, the rains to water them, the evenings to prepare for 


sleeping, and the nights dark for sleep. 


IN THE MOONLIGHT. Reprinted from That Pig Morin and Other Stories by 
Guy de Maupassant, translated by Ernest Boyd, by permission of Alfred A. 
Knopf, Inc, Copyright 1923 by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 
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The four seasons answered perfectly all the requirements of agri- 
culture; and to him the suspicion could never have come that nature 
has no intention, and that everything that lives has accustomed it- 
self, on the contrary, to the harsh necessities of different periods, of 
climates, and of matter. 

But he hated women; he hated them unconsciously, and despised 
them by instinct. He often repeated the words of Christ, “Woman, 
what have I to do with thee?” and he would add, “One would almost 
say that God Himself was ill-pleased with that particular work of 
his hands.” Woman for him was indeed the “child twelve times im- 
pure” of whom the poet speaks. She was the temptress who had 
ensnared the first man, and who still continued her damnable work; 
she was the being who is feeble, dangerous, mysteriously disturbing. 
And even more than her fatal body, he hated her loving soul. 

He had often felt women’s tenderness attach itself to him, and 
though he knew himself to be unassailable, he grew exasperated at 
this need of loving which quivers continually in their hearts. 

To his mind, God had only created woman to tempt man and to 
test him. Man should not approach her without defensive precautions, 
and such fears as one has of an ambush. Woman, indeed, was just 
like a trap, with her arms extended and her lips open toward a man. 

He had toleration only for nuns, rendered harmless by their vows, 
but he treated them harshly notwithstanding, because, ever at the 
bottom of their locked hearts, their chastened hearts, he perceived the 
eternal tenderness that constantly went out even to him, although he 
was a priest. He felt that tenderness in their eyes more filled with 
the ecstasies of piety than those of the monks, in their ecstasies touched 
with sex, in their loving yearning for Christ, which made him indig- 
nant, because it was woman’s love, carnal love. He felt that accursed 
tenderness even in their submissiveness, in the softness of their voices 
as they spoke to him, in their downcast eyes, and in their tears of resig- 
nation when he harshly reproved them. And he would shake the 
skirts of his cassock on coming out of a convent, and would stride 
off rapidly, as if in flight from danger. 

He had a niece who lived with her mother in a little house near 
by. He was bent on making her a sister of charity. She was pretty 
and hare-brained, and a great tease. When the abbé sermonized, she 
laughed; when he was angry at her, she kissed him vehemently, press- 


ing him to her heart, while he would seek involuntarily to free him- 
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self from her embrace, though it made him taste a certain sweet joy, 
awaking deep within him that sensation of fatherhood which slumbers 
in every man. 

Often he talked to her of God, of his God, walking beside her 
along the footpaths through the fields. She hardly listened, but 
looked at the sky, the grass, the flowers, with a joy of living which 
could be seen in her eyes. Sometimes she rushed forward to catch 
some flying creature, and, bringing it back, would cry: “Look, uncle, 
how pretty it is; I should like to kiss it.” And this desire to “kiss 
flies” or bunches of lilac, wortied, irritated, and revolted the priest, 
who saw, also in that, the ineradicable.tenderness which ever springs 
in the hearts of women. 

One day the sacristan’s wife, who kept house for the Abbé Marig- . 
nan, told him, very cautiously, that his niece had a lover! 

He experienced a dreadful emotion, and stood choking, with the 
soap all over his face, for he was shaving. 

When he found himself able to think and speak once more, he 
cried: “It is not true; you are lying, Mélanie!” 

But the peasant woman placed her hand on her heart: “May our 
Lord judge me if I am lying, Monsieur le Curé. I tell you she goes 
to him every evening as soon as your sister is in bed. They meet each 
other beside the river. You have only to go there between ten o’clock 
and midnight, and see for yourself.” 

He ceased scraping his chin and began to pace the room rapidly, 
as he always did in his hours of serious meditation. When he tried 
to begin his shaving again, he cut himself three times from nose 
to ear. 

All day long, he remained silent, filled with indignation and rage. 
To his priestly zeal against the mighty power of love was added the 
moral indignation of a father, of a teacher, of a keeper of souls, who 
has been deceived, robbed, outwitted by a child. He felt the egotistical 
sorrow that parents feel when their daughter announces that she has 
chosen a husband without them and in spite of their advice. 

After his dinner, he tried to read a little, but he could not attune 
himself to it; and he grew more and more exasperated. When it struck 
ten, he took his walking-stick, a formidable oaken club which he 
always carried when he had to go out at night to visit the sick. Smil- 
ingly he regarded the enormous cudgel, holding it in his strong, 
countryman’s fist and cutting threatening circles with it in the air. 
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Then, suddenly, he raised it, and grinding his teeth, he brought it 
down upon a chair, the back of which split in two, and fell to the 
ground. 

He opened his door to go out; but he stopped upon the threshold, 
surprised by such a splendid moonlight as one seldom sees. 

Endowed as he was with an exalted spirit, such a spirit as must 
have belonged to those dreamer-poets, the Fathers of the Church, 
he felt himself suddenly softened and moved by the grand and serene 
beauty of the pale night. 

In his little garden, bathed in the soft brilliance, his fruit-trees, all 
in a row, were outlining upon the walk the shadows of their slender 
wooden limbs scarcely clothed with green; while the giant honey- 
suckle climbing up the wall of the house exhaled delicious breaths as 
sweet as sugar, which hovered through the warm, clear night like a 
perfumed soul. 

He began to breathe deep, drinking in the air as drunkards drink 
their wine, and he walked slowly, delighted, surprised, almost for- 
getting his niece. 

As he stepped into the open country he stopped to contemplate the 
whole plain, inundated by this caressing radiance, and drowned in 
the tender and languishing charm of the serene night. In chorus the 
frogs threw into the air their short, metallic notes, and to the seduc- 
tion of the moonlight, distant nightingales added that fitful music 
of theirs which brings no thoughts but dreams, that light and vibrant 
music which seems attuned to kisses. 

The abbé continued his walk, his courage failing, he knew not 
why. He felt, as it were, enfeebled, and suddenly exhausted; he had 
a great desire to sit down, to stop there and contemplate and admire 
God in all His works. 

Below him, following the twists of the little river, wound a great 
line of poplars. Around and above the banks, wrapping all the tor- 
tuous watercourse in a kind of light, transparent wadding, hung 
suspended a fine mist, a white vapour, which the moon-rays crossed, 
and silvered, and caused to gleam. 

The priest paused again, penetrated to the depths of his soul by 
a strong and growing emotion. And a doubt, a vague uneasiness, 
seized on him; he felt that one of those questions he sometimes put 
to himself was now arising within him. 


Why had God done this? Since the night is destined for sleep, for 
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unconsciousness, for repose, for forgetfulness of everything, why, 
then, make it more charming than the day, sweeter than dawns and 
sunsets? And this slow, seductive star, more poetical than the sun, 
and so discreet that it seems designed to light up things too delicate, 
too mysterious, for the great luminary,—why had it come to brighten 
all the shades? 

Why did not the sweetest of all songsters go to rest like the others? 
Why set himself to singing in the disturbing shadows? Why this 
half-veil over the world? Why these quiverings of the heart, this 
emotion of the soul, this languor of the body? Why this display of 
seductions which mankind never sees, since men are asleep in their 
beds? For whom was this sublime spectacle intended, this flood of 
poetry poured from heaven to earth? The abbé did not understand it 
at all. 

But then, down there along the edge of the pasture appeared two 
shadows walking side by side under the arched roof of the trees all 
soaked in glittering mist. 

The man was the taller, and had his arm about his sweetheart’s 
neck; from time to time he kissed her on the forehead. They sud- 
denly animated the lifeless landscape, which enveloped them like a 
divine frame made expressly for them. They seemed, these two, a 
single being, the being for whom this calm and silent night was 
destined; and they approached the priest like a living answer, the 
answer vouchsafed by his Master to his question. 

He stood stock-still, overwhelmed, and with a beating heart. He 
fancied he was witnessing some Bible story, such as the loves of 
Ruth and Boaz, the accomplishment of the will of the Lord in one 
of those great scenes talked of in holy writ. Through his head ran 
the verses of the Song of Songs, the ardent cries, the calls of the body, 
all the passionate poetry of that poem burning with tenderness and 
love. And he said to himself, “God perhaps has made such nights as 
this to clothe with ideals the loves of men.” 

He withdrew before the embracing couple, who went on arm in 
acm. And yet it was his niece; but now he wondered if he had not 
been about to disobey the Lord. For does not God permit love, since 
He surrounds it visibly with splendour such as this? 

And he fled, in distraction, almost ashamed, as if he had penetrated 
into a temple where he had no right to enter. 
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The Gardener 


RUDYARD KIPLING 


Every one in the village knew that Helen Turrell did her duty by 
all her world, and by none more honourably than by her only brother’s 
unfortunate child. The village knew, too, that George Turrell had 
tried his family severely since early youth, and were not surprised 
to be told that, after many fresh starts given and thrown away, he, 
an Inspector of Indian Police, had entangled himself with the daugh- 
ter of a retired non-commissioned officer, and had died of a fall from 
a horse a few weeks before his child was born. Mercifully, George’s 
father and mother were both dead, and though Helen, thirty-five and 
independent, might well have washed her hands of the whole dis- 
graceful affair, she most nobly took charge, though she was, at the 
time, under threat of lung trouble which had driven her to the South 
of France. She arranged for the passage of the child and a nurse from 
Bombay, met them at Marseilles, nursed the baby through an attack 
of infantile dysentery due to the carelessness of the nurse, whom she 
had had to dismiss, and at last, thin and worn but triumphant, brought 
the boy late in the autumn, wholly restored, to her Hampshire home. 

All these details were public property, for Helen was as. open as 
the day, and held that scandals are only increased by hushing them 
up. She admitted that George had always been rather a black sheep, 
but things might have been much worse if the mother had insisted 
on her right to keep the boy. Luckily, it seemed that people of that 
class would do almost anything for money, and, as George had always 
turned to her in his scrapes, she felt herself justified—her friends 
agreed with her—in cutting the whole non-commissioned officer con- 
nection, and giving the child every advantage. A christening, by the 
THE GARDENER. From Debits and Credits by Rudyard Kipling. Copyright 1926 


by Rudyard Kipling. Reprinted by permission of Mrs. George Bambridge, 
Doubleday & Company, Inc., and the Macmillan Company of Canada Ltd. 
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Rector, under the name of Michael, was the first step. So far as she 
knew herself, she was not, she said, a child-lover, but, for all his 
faults, she had been very fond of George, and she pointed out that 
little Michael had his father’s mouth to a line; which made something 
to build upon. 

As a matter of fact, it was the Turrell forehead, broad, low, and 
well-shaped, with the widely-spaced eyes beneath it, that Michael 
had most faithfully reproduced. His mouth was somewhat better cut 
than the family type. But Helen, who would concede nothing good 
to his mother’s side, vowed he was a Turtell all over, and, there 
being no one to contradict, the likeness was established. 

In a few years Michael took his place, as accepted as Helen had 
always been—fearless, philosophical, and fairly good-looking. At 
six, he wished to know why he could not call her “Mummy,” as 
other boys called their mothers. She explained that she was only his 
auntie, and that aunties were not quite the same as mummies, but 
that, if it gave him pleasure, he might call her “Mummy” at bedtime, 
for a pet-name between themselves. 

Michael kept his secret most loyally, but Helen, as usual, explained 
the fact to her friends; which when Michael heard, he raged. 

“Why did you tell? Why did you tell?” came at the end of the 
storm. 

“Because it’s always best to tell the truth,” Helen answered, her 
arm round him as he shook in his cot. 

“All right, but when the troof’s ugly I don’t think it’s nice.” 

“Don’t you, dear?” 

“No, I don’t, and”—she felt the small body stiffen—‘“now you've 
told, 1 won't call you ‘Mummy’ any more—not even at bedtimes.” 

“But isn’t that rather unkind?” said Helen, softly. 

“T don’t care! I don’t care! You’ve hurted me in my insides and 
I'll hurt you back. Pil hurt you as long as I live!” 

“Don’t, oh, don’t talk like that, dear! You don’t know what—” 

“T will! And when I’m dead I’ll hurt you worse!” 

“Thank goodness, I shall be dead long before you, darling.” 

“Huh! Emma says, ‘Never know your luck.’” (Michael had been 
talking to Helen’s elderly, flat-faced maid.) “Lots of little boys die 
quite soon. So’ll I. Then you'll see!” 

Helen caught her breath and moved towards the door, but the wail 
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of “Mummy! Mummy!” drew her back again, and the two wept 
together. 


At ten years old, after two terms at a prep school, something or 
somebody gave him the idea that his civil status was not quite reg- 
ular. He attacked Helen on the subject, breaking down her stam- 
mered defences with the family directness. 

“Don’t believe a word of it,” he said, cheerily, at the end. “People 
wouldn’t have talked like they did if my people had been married. 
But don’t you bother, Auntie. I’ve found out all about my sort in 
English Hist’ry and the Shakespeare bits. There was William the 
Conqueror to begin with, and—oh, heaps more, and they all got on 
first-rate. “T'won’'t make any difference to you, my being that— 
will it?” 

“As if anything could—” she began. 

“All right. We won't talk about it any more if it makes you cry.” 
He never mentioned the thing again of his own will, but when, two 
years later, he skilfully managed to have measles in the holidays, as 
his temperature went up to the appointed one hundred and four he 
muttered of nothing else, till Helen’s voice, piercing at last his de- 
lirium, reached him with assurance that nothing on earth or beyond 
could make any difference between them. 

The terms at his public school and the wonderful Christmas, Easter, 
and summer holidays followed each other, variegated and glorious as 
jewels on a string; and as jewels Helen treasured them. In due time 
Michael developed his own interests, which ran their courses and 
gave way to others; but his interest in Helen was constant and in- 
creasing throughout. She repaid it with all that she had of affection 
ot could command of counsel and money; and since Michael was 
no fool, the war took him just before what was like to have been a 
most promising career. 

He was to have gone up to Oxford, with a scholarship, in October. 
At the end of August he was on the edge of joining the first holo- 
caust of public-school boys who threw themselves into the Line; but 
the captain of his O.T.C., where he had been sergeant for nearly a 
year, headed him off and steered him directly to a commission in a 
battalion so new that half of it still wore the old Army red, and the 
other half was breeding meningitis through living overcrowdedly in 
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damp tents. Helen had been shocked at the idea of direct enlistment. 

“But it’s in the family,” Michael laughed. 

“You don’t mean to tell me that you believed that old story all 
this time?” said Helen. (Emma, her maid, had been dead now sev- 
eral years.) “I gave you my word of honour—and I give it again— 
that—that it’s all right. It is indeed.” 

“Oh, that doesn’t worry me. It never did,” he replied valiantly. 
“What I meant was, I should have got into the show earlier if I'd 
enlisted—like my grandfather.” 

“Don’t talk like that! Are you afraid of its ending so soon, then?” 

“No such luck. You know what K. says.” 

“Yes. But my banker told me last Monday it couldn’t possibly last 
beyond Christmas—for financial reasons.” 

“Hope he’s right, but our Colonel—and he’s a Regular—says it’s - 
going to be a long job.” 

Michael’s battalion was fortunate in that, by some chance which 
meant several “leaves,” it was used for coast-defence among shallow 
trenches on the Norfolk coast; thence sent north to watch the mouth 
of a Scotch estuary, and, lastly, held for weeks on a baseless rumour 
of distant service. But, the very day that Michael was to have met 
Helen for four whole hours at a railway-junction up the line, it was 
hurled out, to help make good the wastage of Loos, and he had only 
just time to send her a wire of farewell. 

In France luck again helpéd the battalion. It was put down near 
the Salient, where it led a meritorious and unexacting life, while the 
Somme was being manufactured; and enjoyed the peace of the Ar- 
mentiéres and Laventie sectors when that battle began. Finding that 
it had sound views on protecting its own flanks and could dig, a 
prudent Commander stole it out of its own Division, under pretence 
of helping to lay telegraphs, and used it round Ypres at large. 

A month later, and just after Michael had written Helen that there 
was nothing special doing and therefore no need to worry, a shell- 
splinter dropping out of a wet dawn killed him at once. The next 
shell uprooted and laid down over the body what had been the founda- 
tion of a barn wall, so neatly that none but an expert would have 


guessed that anything unpleasant had happened. 


By this time the village was old in experience of war, and, English 
fashion, had evolved a ritual to meet it. When the postmistress 
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handed her seven-year-old daughter the official telegram to take to 
Miss Turrell, she observed to the Rectot’s gardener: “It’s Miss Helen’s 
turn now.” He replied, thinking of his own son: “Well, he’s lasted 
longer than some.” The child herself came to the front-door weeping 
aloud, because Master Michael had often given her sweets. Helen, 
presently, found herself pulling down the house-blinds one after one 
with great care, and saying earnestly to each: “Missing always means 
dead.” Then she took her place in the dreary procession that was im- 
pelled to go through an inevitable series of unprofitable emotions. 
The Rector, of course, preached hope and prophesied word, very soon, 
from a prison camp. Several friends, too, told her perfectly truthful 
tales, but always about other women, to whom, after months and 
months of silence, their missing had been miraculously restored. 
Other people urged her to communicate with infallible Secretaries 
of organisations who could communicate with benevolent neutrals, 
who could extract accurate information from the most secretive of 
Hun prison commandants. Helen did and wrote and signed every- 
thing that was suggested or put before her. 

Once, on one of Michael’s leaves, he had taken her over a muni- 
tion factory, where she saw the progress of a shell from blank-iron 
to the all but finished article. It struck her at the time that the 
wretched thing was never left alone for a single second; and “I’m 
being manufactured into a bereaved next-of-kin,” she told herself, as 
she prepared her documents. 

In due course, when all the organisations had deeply or sincerely 
regretted their inability to trace, etc., something gave way within her 
and all sensation—save of thankfulness for the release—came to an 
end in blessed passivity. Michael had died and her world had stood 
still and she had been one with the full shock of that arrest. Now she 
was standing still and the world was going forward, but it did not 
concern her—in no way or relation did it touch her. She knew this 
by the ease with which she could slip Michael’s name into talk and 
incline her head to the proper angle, at the proper murmur of sym- 

athy. 
fe eae blessed realisation of that relief, the Armistice with all its 
bells broke over her and passed unheeded. At the end of another year 
she had overcome her physical loathing of the living and returned 
young, so that she could take them by the hand and almost sincerely 
wish them well. She had no interest in any aftermath, national or 
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personal, of the War, but, moving at an immense distance, she sat 
on various relief committees and held strong views—she heard herself 
delivering them—about the site of the proposed village War Me- 
morial. 

Then there came to her, as next of kin, an official intimation, backed 
by a page of a letter to her in indelible pencil, a silver identity-disc, 
and a watch, to the effect that the body of Lieutenant Michael Tur- 
rell had been found, identified, and re-interred in Hagenzeele Third 
Military Cemetery—the letter of the row and the graves number in 
that row duly given. 

So Helen found herself moved on to another process of the man- 
ufacture—to a world full of exultant or broken relatives, now strong 
in the certainty that there was an altar upon earth where they might 
lay their love. These soon told her, and by means of time-tables made 
clear, how easy it was and how little it interfered with life’s affairs 
to go and see one’s grave. 

“So different,” as the Rector’s wife said, “if he'd been killed in 
Mesopotamia, or even Gallipoli.” 

The agony of being waked up to some sort of second life drove 
Helen across the Channel, where, in a new world of abbreviated titles, 
she learnt that Hagenzeele Third could be comfortably reached by 
an afternoon train which fitted in with the morning boat, and that 
there was a comfortable little hotel not three kilometres from Hagen- 
zeele itself, where one could spend quite a comfortable night and see 
one’s grave next morning. All this she had from a Central Authority 
who lived in a board and tarpaper shed on the skirts of a razed city 
full of whirling lime-dust and blown papers. 

“By the way, said he, “you know your grave, of course?” 

“Yes, thank you,” said Helen, and showed its row and number 
typed on Michael’s own little typewriter. The officer would have 
checked it, out of one of his many books; but a large Lancashire 
woman thrust between them and bade him tell her where she might 
find her son, who had been corporal in the A.S.C. His proper name, 
she sobbed, was Anderson, but, coming of respectable folk, he had 
of course enlisted under the name of Smith; and had been killed at 
Dickiebush, in early Fifteen. She had not his number nor did she 
know which of his two Christian names he might have used with his 
alias; but her Cook’s tourist ticket expired at the end of Easter week, 


and if by then she could not find her child she should go mad. Whete- 
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upon she fell forward on Helen’s breast; but the officer’s wife came 
out quickly from a little bedroom behind the office, and the three of 
them lifted the woman on to the cot. 

“They are often like this,” said the officer’s wife, loosening the 
tight bonnet-strings. “Yesterday she said he’d been killed at Hooge. 
Are you sure you know your grave? It makes such a difference.” 

“Yes, thank you,” said Helen, and hurried out before the woman 
on the bed should begin to lament again. 


Tea in a crowded mauve and blue striped wooden structure, with 
a false front, carried her still further into the nightmare. She paid 
her bill beside a stolid, plain-featured Englishwoman, who, hearing 
her inquire about the train to Hagenzeele, volunteered to come with 
her. 

“I'm going to Hagenzeele myself,” she explained. “Not to Hagen- 
zeele Third; mine is Sugar Factory, but they call it La Rosiére now. 
It’s just south of Hagenzeele Three. Have you got your room at the 
hotel there?” 

“Oh yes, thank you. I’ve wired.” 

“That’s better. Sometimes the place is quite full, and at others 
there’s hardly a soul. But they've put bathrooms into the old Lion 
d’Or—that’s the hotel on the west side of Sugar Factory—and it draws 
off a lot of people, luckily.” 

“Te’s all new to me. This is the first time I’ve been over.” 

“Indeed! This is my ninth time since the Armistice. Not on my 
own account. J haven't lost any one, thank God—but, like every one 
else, I’ve a lot of friends at home who have. Coming over as often as 
I do, I find it helps them to have some one just look at the—the place 
and tell them about it afterwards. And one can take photos for them, 
too. I get quite a list of commissions to execute.” She laughed nerv- 
ously and tapped her slung Kodak. “There are two or three to see at 
Sugar Factory this time, and plenty of others in the cemeteries all 
about. My system is to save them up, and arrange them, you know. 
And when I’ve got enough commissions for one area to make it worth 
while, I pop over and execute them. It does comfort people.” 

“I suppose so,” Helen answered, shivering as they entered the 
little train. 

“Of course it does. (Isn’t it lucky we've got window-seats?) It 
must do or they wouldn’t ask one to do it, would they? I’ve a list 
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of quite twelve or fifteen commissions here”—she tapped the Kodak 
again—‘I must sort them out to-night. Oh, I forgot to ask you. 
What’s yours?” 

“My nephew,” said Helen. “But I was very fond of him.” 

“Ah yes! I sometimes wonder whether they know after death? 
What do you think?” 

“Oh, I don’t—I haven’t dared to think much about that sort of 
thing,” said Helen, almost lifting her hands to keep her off. 

“Perhaps that’s better,” the woman answered. “The sense of loss 
_ must be enough, | expect. Well, I won’t worry you any more.” 

Helen was grateful, but when they reached the hotel Mrs. Scars- 
worth (they had exchanged names) insisted on dining at the same 
table with her, and after the meal, in the little, hideous salon full of 
low-voiced relatives, took Helen through her “commissions” with — 
biographies of the dead, where she happened to know them, and 
sketches of their next of kin. Helen endured till nearly half-past ‘nine, 
ere she fled to her room. 

Almost at once there was a knock at her door and Mts. Scarsworth 
entered; her hands, holding the dreadful list, clasped before her. 

“Yes—yes—I know,” she began. “You're sick of me, but I want 
to tell you something. You—you aren’t married are you? Then per- 
haps you won’t. . . . But it doesn’t matter. I’ve got to tell some one. 
I can’t go on any longer like this.” 

“But please—” Mrs. Scarsworth had backed against the shut door, 
and her mouth worked dryly. 

“In a minute,” she said. “You—you know about these graves of 
mine I was telling you about downstairs, just now? They really are 
commissions. At least several of them are.” Her eye wandered round 
the room. “What extraordinary wall-papers they have in Belgium, 
don’t you think? . . . Yes. I swear they are commissions. But there’s 
one, d’you see, and—and he was more to me than anything else in 
the world. Do you understand?” 

Helen nodded. 

“More than any one else. And, of course, he oughtn’t to have 
been. He ought to have been nothing to me. But he was. He is. That’s 
why I do the commissions, you see. That’s all.” 

“But why do you tell me?” Helen asked desperately. 

“Because I’m so tired of lying. Tired of lying—always lying—year 
in and year out. When I don’t tell lies I’ve got to act ’em and I’ve 
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got to think ’em, always. You don’t know what that means. He was 
everything to me that he oughtn’t to have been—the one real thing 
—the only thing that ever happened to me in all my life; and I’ve 
had to pretend he wasn’t. I’ve had to watch every word I said, and 
think out what lie I’d tell next, for years and years!” 

“How many years?” Helen asked. 

“Six years and four months before, and two and three-quarters after. 
I've gone to him eight times, since. To-morrow’ll make the ninth, 
and—and | can’t—I can’t go to him again with nobody in the world 
knowing. I want to be honest with some one before I go. Do you 
understand? It doesn’t matter about me. I was never truthful, even 
as a girl. But it isn’t worthy of him. So—so I—I had to tell you. I 
can’t keep it up any longer. Oh, I can’t!” 

She lifted her joined hands almost to the level of her mouth, and 
brought them down sharply, still joined, to full arms’ length below 
her waist. Helen reached forward, caught them, bowed her head over 
them, and murmured: “Oh, my dear! My dear!” Mrs. Scarsworth 
stepped back, her face all mottled. 

“My God!” said she. “Is that how you take it?” 

Helen could not speak, the woman went out; but it was a long 
while before Helen was able to sleep. 


Next morning Mrs. Scarsworth left early on her round of com- 
missions, and Helen walked alone to Hagenzeele Third. The place 
was still in the making, and stood some five or six feet above the 
metalled road, which it fanked for hundreds of yards. Culverts across 
a deep ditch served for entrances through the unfinished boundary 
wall. She climbed a few wooden-faced earthen steps and then met 
the entire crowded level of the thing in one held breath. She did not 
know that Hagenzeele Third counted twenty-one thousand dead al- 
ready. All she saw was a merciless sea of black crosses, bearing little 
strips of stamped tin at all angles across their faces. She could dis- 
tinguish no order or arrangement in their mass; nothing but a waist- 
high wilderness as of weeds stricken dead, rushing at her. She went 
forward, moved to the left and the right hopelessly, wondering by 
what guidance she should ever come to her own. A great distance 
away there was a line of whiteness. It proved to be a block of some 
two or three hundred graves whose headstones had already been set, 
whose flowers were planted out, and whose new-sown grass showed 
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green. Here she could see clear-cut letters at the ends of the rows, 
and, referring to her slip, realised that it was not here she must look. 
A man knelt behind a line of headstones—evidently a gardener, 
for he was firming a young plant in the soft earth. She went towards 
him, her paper in her hand. He rose at her approach and without 
prelude or salutation asked: “Who are you looking for?” 
“Lieutenant Michael Turrell—my nephew,” said Helen slowly 
and word for word, as she had many thousands of times in her life. 
The man lifted his eyes and looked at her with infinite compassion 
before he turned from the fresh-sown grass towards the naked black 
crosses. . 
“Come with me,” he said, “and I will show you where your son 
lies.” 


When Helen left the Cemetery she turned for a last look. In the 
distance she saw the man bending over his young plants; and she 
went away, supposing him to be the gardener. 


The Hunter Gracchus 


FRANZ KAFKA 


Two boys were sitting on the harbour wall playing with dice. A 
man was reading a newspaper on the steps of the monument, resting 
in the shadow of a hero who was flourishing his sword on high. A 
gitl was filling her bucket at the fountain. A fruit-seller was lying 
beside his scales, staring out to sea. Through the vacant window and 
door openings of a café one could see two men quite at the back 
drinking their wine. The proprietor was sitting at a table in front 
and dozing. A bark was silently making for the little harbour, as if 
borne by invisible means over the water. A man in a blue blouse 
THE HUNTER GRACCHUS. From The Great Wall of China by Franz Kafka; 


translated by Willa and Edwin Muir. Copyright 1946 by Schocken Books, 
Inc. Reprinted by permission of Schocken Books, Inc., New York. 
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climbed ashore and drew the rope through a ring. Behind the boat- 
man two other men in dark coats with silver buttons carried a bier, 
on which, beneath a great flower-patterned tasselled silk cloth, a man 
was apparently lying. 

Nobody on the quay troubled about the newcomers; even when 
they lowered the bier to wait for the boatman, who was still occupied 
with his rope, nobody went nearer, nobody asked them a question, 
nobody accorded them an inquisitive glance. 

The pilot was still further detained by a woman who, a child at her 
breast, now appeared with loosened hair on the deck of the boat. Then 
he advanced and indicated a yellowish two-storeyed house that rose 
abruptly on the left beside the sea; the bearers took up their burden 
and bore it to the low but gracefully pillared door. A little boy 
opened a window just in time to see the party vanishing into the 
house, then hastily shut the window again. The door too was now 
shut; it was of black oak, and very strongly made. A flock of doves 
which had been flying round the belfry alighted in the street before 
the house. As if their food were stored within, they assembled in 
front of the door. One of them flew up to the first storey and pecked 
at the window-pane. They were bright-hued, well-tended, beautiful 
birds. The woman on the boat flung grain to them in a wide sweep} 
they ate it up and flew across to the woman. 

A man in a top hat tied with a band of crépe now descended one 
of the narrow and very steep lanes that led to the harbour. He glanced 
round vigilantly, everything seemed to displease him, his mouth 
twisted at the sight of some offal in a corner. Fruit skins were lying 
on the steps of the monument; he swept them off in passing with his 
stick. He rapped at the house door, at the same time taking his top 
hat from his head with his black-gloved hand. The door was opened 
at once, and some fifty little boys appeared in two rows in the long 
entry-hall, and bowed to him. 

The boatman descended the stairs, greeted the gentleman in black, 
conducted him up to the first storey, led him round the bright and 
elegant loggia which encircled the courtyard, and both of them 
entered, while the boys pressed after them at a respectful distance, a 
cool spacious room looking towards the back, from whose window no 
habitation, but only a bare, blackish grey rocky wall was to be seen. 
The bearers were busied in setting up and lighting several long 


candles at the head of the bier, yet these did not give light, but 
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only scared away the shadows which had been immobile till then, 
and made them flicker over the walls. The cloth covering the bier 
had been thrown back. Lying on it was a man with wildly matted 
hair, who looked somewhat like a hunter. He lay without motion 
and, it seemed, without breathing, his eyes closed; yet only his trap- 
pings indicated that this man was probably dead. 

The gentleman stepped up to the bier, laid his hand on the brow 
of the man lying upon it, then kneeled down and prayed. The boat- 
man made a sign to the bearers to leave the room; they went out, 
drove away the boys who had gathered outside, and shut the door. 
But even that did not seem to satisfy the gentleman, he glanced at 
the boatman; the boatman understood, and vanished through a side 
door into the next room. At once the man on the bier opened his eyes, 
turned his face painfully towards the gentleman, and said: “Who 
are your” Without any mark of surprise the gentleman rose from 
his kneeling posture and answered: “The Burgomaster of Riva.” 

The man on the bier nodded, indicated a chair with a feeble move- 
ment of his arm, and said, after the Burgomaster had accepted his 
invitation: “I knew that, of course, Burgomaster, but in the first 
moments of returning consciousness I always forget, everything goes 
round before my eyes, and it is best to ask about anything even if I 
know. You too probably know that I am the hunter Gracchus.” 

“Certainly,” said the Burgomaster. “Your arrival was announced 
to me during the night. We had been asleep for a good while. Then 
towards midnight my wife cried: ‘Salvatore’-—that’s my name—‘look 
at that dove at the window.’ It was really a dove, but as big as a 
cock. It flew over me and said in my ear: “To-morrow the dead hunter 
Gracchus is coming; receive him in the name of the city.’” 

The hunter nodded and licked his lips with the tip of his tongue: 
“Yes, the doves flew here before me. But do you believe, Burgomaster, 
that I shall remain in Riva?” 

“I cannot say that yet,” replied the Burgomaster. “Are you dead?” 

“Yes,” said the hunter, “as you see. Many years ago, yes, it must 
be a great many years ago, I fell from a precipice in the Black Forest 
—that is in Germany—when | was hunting a chamois. Since then I 
have been dead.” 

“But you ate alive too,” said the Burgomaster. 

“In a certain sense,” said the hunter, “in a certain sense I am alive 
too. My death ship lost its way; a wrong turn of the wheel, a mo- 
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ment’s absence of mind on the pilot’s part, a longing to turn aside 
towards my lovely native country, I cannot tell what it was; I only 
know this, that I remained on earth and that ever since my ship has 
sailed earthly waters. So 1, who asked for nothing better than to live 
among my mountains, travel after my death through all the lands of 
the earth.” 

“And you have no part in the other world?” asked the Burgomaster, 
knitting his brow. 

“I am for ever,” replied the hunter, “on the great stair that leads 
up to it. On that infinitely wide and spacious stair I clamber about, 
sometimes up, sometimes down, sometimes on the tight, sometimes 
on the left, always in motion. The hunter has been turned into a 
butterfly. Do not laugh.” 

“I am not laughing,” said the Burgomaster in self-defence. 

“That is very good of you,” said the hunter. “I am always in mo- 
tion. But when I make a supreme flight and see the gate actually shin- 
ing before me I awaken presently on my old ship, still stranded for- 
lornly in some earthly sea or other. The fundamental error of my one- 
time death grins at me as I lie in my cabin. Julia, the wife of the pilot, 
knocks at the door and brings me on my bier the morning drink of 
the land whose coasts we chance to be passing. I lie on a wooden 
pallet, 1 wear—it cannot be a pleasure to look at me—a filthy winding 
sheet, my hair and beard, black tinged with grey, have grown to- 
gether inextricably, my limbs are covered with a great flower-patterned 
woman’s shawl with long fringes. A sacramental candle stands at my 
head and lights me. On the wall opposite me is a little picture, evi- 
dently of a Bushman who is aiming his spear at me and taking cover 
as best he can behind a beautifully painted shield. On shipboard one 
is often a prey to stupid imaginations, but that is the stupidest of them 
all. Otherwise my wooden case is quite empty. Through a hole in 
the side wall come in the warm airs of the southern night, and I hear 
the water slapping against the old boat. 

“T have lain here ever since the time when, as the hunter Gracchus 
living in the Black Forest, I followed a chamois and fell from a 
precipice. Everything happened in good order. [ pursued, I fell, bled 
to death in a ravine, died, and this ship should have conveyed me 
to the next world. I can still remember how gladly I stretched myself 
out on this pallet for the first time. Never did the mountains listen 
to such songs from me as these shadowy walls did then. 
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“T had been glad to live and I was glad to die. Before I stepped 


aboard, I joyfully hung away my wretched load of ammunition, my 
knapsack, my hunting rifle that I had always been proud to carry, 
and I slipped into my winding sheet like a girl into her marriage 
dress. I lay and waited. Then came the mishap.” 

“A terrible fate,” said the Burgomaster, raising his hand defen- 
sively. “And you bear no blame for it?” 

“None,” said the hunter. “I was a hunter; was there any sin in that? 
I followed my calling as a hunter in the Black Forest, where there were 
still wolves in those days. I lay in ambush, shot, hit my mark, flayed 
the skins from my victims: was there any sin in that? My labours 
were blessed. “The great hunter of the Black Forest’ was the name 
I was given. Was there any sin in that?” 

“Tam not called upon to decide that,” said the Burgomaster, “but to 
me also there seems to be no sin in such things. But, then whose is 
the guilt?” 

“The boatman’s,” said the hunter. “Nobody will read what I say 
here, no one will come to help me; even if all the people were com- 
manded to help me, every door and window would remain shut, 
everybody would take to bed and draw the bedclothes over his head, 
the whole earth would become an inn for the night. And there is 
sense in that, for nobody knows of me, and if anyone knew he would 
not know where I could be found, and if he knew where I could be 
found, he would not know how to deal with me, he would not know 
how to help me. The thought of helping me is an illness that has to 
be cured by taking to one’s bed. 

“IT know that, and so I do not shout to summon help, even though 
at moments—when I lose control over myself, as I have done just 
now, for instance—I think seriously of it. But to drive out such 
thoughts I need only look round me and verify where I am, and—I can 
safely assert—have been for hundreds of years.” 

“Extraordinary,” said the Burgomaster, “extraordinary.—And now 
do you think of staying here in Riva with us?” 

“T think not,” said the hunter with a smile, and, to excuse him- 
self, he laid his hand on the Burgomaster’s knee. “I am here, more 
than that I do not know, further than that I cannot go. My ship has 
no rudder, and it is driven by the wind that blows in the undermost 
regions of death.” 
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In Another Country 


ERNEST HEMINGMAY 


In the fall the war was always there, but we did not go to it any 
more. It was cold in the fall in Milan and the dark came very early. 
Then the electric lights came on, and it was pleasant along the streets 
looking in the windows. There was much game hanging outside the 
shops, and the snow powdered in the fur of the foxes and the wind 
blew their tails. The deer hung stiff and heavy and empty, and small 
birds blew in the wind and the wind turned their feathers. It was a 
cold fall and the wind came down from the mountains. 

We were all at the hospital every afternoon, and there were dif- 
ferent ways of walking across the town through the dusk to the 
hospital. Two of the ways were alongside canals, but they were long. 
Always, though, you crossed a bridge across a canal to enter the 
hospital. There was a choice of three bridges. On one of them a 
woman sold roasted chestnuts. It was warm, standing in front of her 
charcoal fire, and the chestnuts were warm afterward in your pocket. 
The hospital was very old and very beautiful, and you entered through 
a gate and walked across a courtyard and out a gate on the other side. 
There were usually funerals starting from the courtyard. Beyond the 
old hospital were the new brick pavilions, and there we met every 
afternoon and were all very polite and interested in what was the 
matter, and sat in the machines that were to make so much difference. 

The doctor came up to the machine where I was sitting and said: 
“What did you like best to do before the war? Did you practise a 
sport?” 
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I said: “Yes, football.” 

“Good,” he said. “You will be able to play football again better than 
ever. 

My knee did not bend and the leg dropped straight from the knee 
to the ankle without a calf, and the machine was to bend the knee 
and make it move as in riding a tricycle. But it did not bend yet, and 
instead the machine lurched when it came to the bending part. The 
doctor said: “That will all pass. You are a fortunate young man. You 
will play football again like a champion.” 

In the next machine was a major who had a little hand like a baby’s. 
He winked at me when the doctor examined his hand, which was 
between two leather straps that bounced up and down and flapped the 
stiff fingers, and said: “And will I too play football, captain-doctor?” 
He had been a very great fencer, and before the war the greatest 
fencer in Italy. 

The doctor went to his office in a back room and brought a photo- 
graph which showed a hand that had been withered almost as small 
as the major’s, before it had taken a machine course, and after was a 
little larger. The major held the photograph with his good hand and 
looked at it very carefully. “A wound?” he asked. 

“An industrial accident,” the doctor said. 

“Very interesting, very interesting,” the major said, and handed 
it back to the doctor. 

“You have confidence?” 

“No,” said the major. 

There were three boys who came each day who were about the same 
age I was. They were all three from Milan, and one of them was to 
be a lawyer, and one was to be a painter, and one had intended to be 
a soldier, and after we were finished with the machines, sometimes we 
walked back together to the Café Cova, which was next door to the 
Scala. We walked the short way through the communist quarter be- 
cause we were four together. The people hated us because we were 
officers, and from a wine-shop some one called out, “A basso gli 
ufficiali!” as we passed. Another boy who walked with us sometimes 
and made us five wore a black silk handkerchief actoss his face be- 
cause he had no nose then and his face was to be rebuilt. He had gone 
out to the front from the military academy and been wounded within 
an hour after he had gone into the front line for the first time. The 
rebuilt his face, but he came from a very old family and they could 
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never get the nose exactly right. He went to South America and 
worked in a bank. But this was a long time ago, and then we did not 
any of us know how it was going to be afterward. We only knew then 
that there was always the war, but that we were not going to it any 
more. 

We all had the same medals, except the boy with the black silk 
bandage across his face, and he had not been at the front long enough 
to get any medals. The tall boy with a very pale face who was to be a 
lawyer had been a lieutenant of Arditi and had three medals of the 
sort we each had only one of. He had lived a very long time with 
death and was a little detached. We were all a little detached, and 
there was nothing that held us together except that we met every 
afternoon at the hospital. Although, as we walked to the Cova through 
the tough part of town, walking in the dark, with light and singing 
coming out of the wine-shops, and sometimes having to walk into the 
street when the men and women would crowd together on the side- 
walk so that we would have had to jostle them to get by, we felt held 
together by there being something that had happened that they, the 
people who disliked us, did not understand. 

We ourselves all understood the Cova, where it was rich and warm 
and not too brightly lighted, and noisy and smoky at certain hours, 
and there were always girls at the tables and the illustrated Papers on 
a rack on the wall. The girls at the Cova were very patriotic, and | 
found that the most Patriotic people in Italy were the café gitls—and 
I believe they are still patriotic. 

The boys at first were very polite about my medals and asked me 
what I had done to get them. I showed them the papers, which were 
written in very beautiful language and full of fratellanza and ab- 
negazione, but which really said, with the adjectives removed, that 
I had been given the medals because I was an American. After that 
their manner changed a little toward me, although I was their friend 
against outsiders. I was a friend, but I was never really one of them 
after they had read the citations, because it had been different with 
them and they had done very different things to get their medals. | 
had been wounded, it was true; but we all knew that being wounded, 
after all, was really an accident. I was never ashamed of the ribbons, 
though, and sometimes, after the cocktail hour, I would imagine my- 
self having done all the things they had done to get their medals; but 
walking home at night through the empty streets with the cold wind 
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and all the shops closed, trying to keep near the street lights, [ knew 
that I would never have done such things, and I was very much afraid 
to die, and often lay in bed at night by myself, afraid to die and 
wondering how I would be when I went back to the front again. 

The three with the medals were like hunting-hawks; and I was not 
a hawk, although I might seem a hawk to those who had never 
hunted; they, the three, knew better and so we drifted apart. But I 
stayed good friends with the boy who had been wounded his first day 
at the front, because he would never know now how he would have 
turned out; so he could never be accepted either, and I liked him 
because I thought perhaps he would not-have turned out to be a hawk 
either. 

The major, who had been the great fencer, did not believe in 
bravery, and spent much time while we sat in the machines correcting 
my grammar. He had complimented me on how I spoke Italian, and 
we talked together very easily. One day I had said that Italian seemed 
such an easy language to me that I could not take a great interest in 
it; everything was so easy to say. “Ah, yes,” the major said. “Why, 
then, do you not take up the use of grammar?” So we took up the 
use of grammar, and soon Italian was such a difficult language that | 
was afraid to talk to him until I had the grammar straight in my mind. 

The major came very regularly to the hospital. I do not think he 
ever missed a day, although I am sure he did not believe in the 
machines. There was a time when none of us believed in the machines, 
and one day the major said it was all nonsense. The machines were 
new then and it was we who were to prove them. It was an idiotic 
idea, he said, “a theory, like another.” I had not learned my grammar, 
and he said I was a stupid impossible disgrace, and he was a fool to 
have bothered with me. He was a small man and he sat straight up in 
his chair with his right hand thrust into the machine and looked 
straight ahead at the wall while the straps thumped up and down with 
his fingers in them. 

“What will you do when the war is over if it is over?” he asked me. 
“Speak grammatically!” 

“I will go to the States.” 

“Are you married?” 

“No, but I hope to be.” 

“The more of a fool you are,” he said. He seemed very angry. “A 
man must not marry.” 
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“Why, Signor Maggiore?” 

“Don’t call me ‘Signor Maggiore.’ ” 

“Why must not a man marry?” 

“He cannot marry. He cannot marry,” he said angrily. “If he is to 
lose everything, he should not place himself in a position to lose that. 
He should not place himself in a position to lose. He should find 
things he cannot lose.” 

He spoke very angrily and bitterly, and looked straight ahead while 
he talked. 

“But why should he necessarily lose it?” 

“He'll lose it,” the major said. He was looking at the wall. Then 
he looked down at the machine and jerked his little hand out from 
between the straps and slapped it hard against his thigh. “He'll lose 
it,” he almost shouted. “Don’t argue with me!” Then he called to 
the attendant who ran the machines. “Come and turn this damned 
thing off.” 

He went back into the other room for the light treatment and the 
massage. Then I heard him ask the doctor if he might use his tele- 
phone and he shut the door. When he came back into the room, I 
was sitting in another machine. He was wearing his cape and had his 
cap on, and he came directly toward my machine and put his arm on 
my shoulder. 

“I am so sorry,” he said, and patted me on the shoulder with his 
good hand. “I would not be rude. My wife has just died. You must 
forgive me.” 

“Oh—’ I said, feeling sick for him. “I am so sorry.” 

He stood there biting his lower lip. “It is very difficult,” he said. “T 
cannot resign myself.” 

He looked straight past me and out through the window. Then he 
began to cry. “I am utterly unable to resign myself,” he said and 
choked. And then crying, his head up looking at nothing, carrying 
himself straight and soldierly, with tears on both his cheeks and biting 
his lips, he walked past the machines and out the door. 

The doctor told me that the major’s wife, who was very young and 
whom he had not married until he was definitely invalided out of the 
war, had died of pneumonia. She had been sick only a few days. No 
one expected her to die. The major did not come to the hospital for 
three days. Then he came at the usual hour, wearing a black band on 
the sleeve of his uniform. When he came back, there were large 
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framed photographs around the wall, of all sorts of wounds before 
and after they had been cured by the machines. In front of the ma- 
chine the major used were three photographs of hands like his that 
were completely restored. I do not know where the doctor got them. I 
always understood we were the first to use the machines. The photo- 
graphs did not make much difference to the major because he only 
looked out of the window. 
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The Writers 
on Their Art 


SHERWOOD ANDERSON 


The Relation of Art to Life 


What never seems to come quite clear is the simple fact that art 
is art. It is not life. 

The life of the imagination will always remain separated from the 
life of reality. It feeds upon the life of reality, but it is not that life— 
cannot be. Mr. John Marin painting Brooklyn Bridge, Henry Field- 
ing writing Tom Jones, are not trying in the novel and the painting 
to give us reality. They are striving for a realization in art of some- 
thing out of their own imaginative experiences, fed to be sure upon 
the life immediately about. A quite different matter from making 
an actual picture of what they see before them. 

And here arises a confusion. For some reasoning—I myself have 
never exactly understood very clearly—the imagination must con- 
stantly feed upon reality or starve. Separate yourself too much from 
life and you may at moments be a lyrical poet, but you are not an 
artist. Something within dries up, starves for the want of food. Upon 
the fact in nature the imagination must constantly feed in order that 
the imaginative life remain significant.* 


W hat Inspiration F eels Like 


The short story is the result of a sudden passion. It is an idea 


grasped whole as one would pick an apple in an orchard. All of my 


1 From Sherwood Anderson’s Notebook. Copyright 1924 by Eleanor Ander- 
son. Reprinted by permission of Harold Ober Associates, Inc. 
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own short stories have been written at one sitting, many of them 
under strange enough circumstances. There are these glorious mo- 
ments, these pregnant hours, and I remember such hours as a man 
remembers the first kiss got from a woman loved. 

I was in the little town of Harrodsburg in Kentucky . . . this 
when I was still a writer of advertisements. It was evening and I was 
at a railroad station—a tiny station as I remember it and all day had 
been writing advertisements of farm implements. A hunch had come 
to me and I had bought a yellow tablet of paper at a drug store as I 
walked to the station. I began writing on a truck on the station plat- 
form .. . I stood by the truck writing, There were men standing 
about and they stared at me. 

It did not matter. The great passion had come upon me and the 
men standing about, small town men, loitering about the station, 
now and then walking past me . . . the train must have been late 
but it was a summer night and the light lasted. . . ' 

There were crates of live chickens at the other end of the truck on 
which I rested my tablet. There is this curious absorption that at the 
same time permits a great awareness. You are, as you are not at other 
times, aware of all going on about you, of the color and shapes of 
the clouds in the sky, of happenings along a street, of people pass- 
ing, the expression of faces, clothes people wear... all of your 
senses curiously awake . . . 

At the same time an intense concentration on the matter in hand. 

Oh that I could live all of my life so. Once I wrote a poem about 
a strange land few of us ever enter. I called it the land of the Now. 

How rapidly they march. How the words and sentences flow, how 
they match. 

It is strange, but, now that I try to remember which of my stories 
I began, standing by the truck at the little railroad station at Har 
rodsburg, Kentucky, and finished riding in the day coach of the train 
on my way to Louisville, I can remember only the station, each board 
of the station wall, the places where the boards of the station wall 
had pulled loose, nails pulled half out. The tail feather of a rooster 


stuck out of one of the crates.” 


2 From Sherwood Anderson's Memoirs. Copyright 1942 by Eleanor Ander- 
son. Reprinted by permission of Harold Ober Associates, Inc. 
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ANTON CHEKHOV 


Moonlight on a broken Bottle 


In my opinion descriptions of Nature should be very brief and have 
an incidental character. Commonplaces like: “The setting sun, bath- 
ing in the waves of the darkening sea, flooded with purple and gold,” 
etc. . . . “The swallows, flying over the surface of the water, chirped 
merrily”—such commonplaces should be finished with. In descriptions 
of Nature one has to snatch at small details, grouping them in such 
a manner that after reading them one can obtain the picture on closing 
one’s eyes. 

For instance, you will get a moonlight night if you write that on 
the dam of the mill a fragment of broken bottle flashed like a small 
bright star, and there rolled by, like a ball, the black shadow of a dog, 
or a wolf—and so on. Nature appears animated if you do not dis- 
dain to use comparisons of its phenomena with those of human actions, 
etc. 

The same, too, in the sphere of psychology. God defend you from 
generalizations. Best of all, avoid describing the psychological state 
of the characters; one should contrive that this is clear from their 
actions. One should not hunt after an abundance of characters. The 
centre of gravity should be two: he and she.* 


Moralizing in Short Stories 


You abuse me for objectivity, calling it indifference to good and 
evil, lack of ideals and ideas, and so on. You would have me, when 
I describe horse-thieves, say: “Stealing horses is an evil.” But that 
has been known for ages without my saying so. Let the jury judge 
them; it’s my job simply to show what sort of people they are. | 
write: You are dealing with horse-thieves, so let me tell you that 


8 From The Life and Letters of Anton Tchekhov, trans. and ed. by Koteli- 
ansky and Tomlinson. Reprinted by permission of Routledge & Kegan Paul, 
Ltd., London. 
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they are not beggars but well-fed people, that they are people of a 


special cult, and that horse-stealing is not simply theft but a passion. 
Of course it would be pleasant to combine art with a sermon, but for 
me personally it is extremely difficult and almost impossible, owing 
to the conditions of technique. You see, to depict horse-thieves in 
seven hundred lines I must all the time speak and think in their tone 
and feel in their spirit, otherwise, if I introduce subjectivity, the image 
becomes blurred and the story will not be as compact as all short 
stories ought to be. When I write, I reckon entirely upon the reader 
to add for himself the subjective elements that are lacking in the 
story.* 


JOSEPE CONRAD 


The Difficulty of Creation 


29th March, 1898 
My Dear Garnett, 

I am ashamed of myself. I ought to have written to you before, but 
the fact is I have not written anything at all. When I received your 
letter together with part IInd of The Rescuer I was in bed—this 
beastly nervous trouble. Since then I’ve been better but have been 
unable to write. I sit down religiously every morning, I sit down for 
eight hours every day—and the sitting down is all. In the course of 
that working day of 8 hours, I write 3, sentences which I erase before 
leaving the table in despair. There’s not a single word to send you. 
Not one! And time passes—and McClure waits—not to speak of 
Eternity, for which I don’t care a damn. Of McClure however I am 
afraid. 

I ask myself sometimes whether I am bewitched, whether I am 
the victim of an evil eye? But there is no “jettatura” in England— 
is there? I assure you—speaking soberly and on my word of honour— 
that sometimes it takes all my resolution and power of self-control 
to refrain from butting my head against the wall. I want to howl and 

*From Letters on the Short Story, the Drama and Other Literary Topics, 


ed. by Louis S. Friedland. Copyright, 1924, by G. P. Putnam’s Sons. Re- 
printed by permission of the publishers, 
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foam at the mouth, but I daren’t do it for fear of waking that baby 
and alarming my wife. It’s no joking matter. After such crises of 
despair I doze for hours still half conscious that there is that story 
I am unable to write. Then I wake up, try again—and at last go to 
bed completely done-up. So the days pass and nothing is done. At 
night I sleep. In the morning I get up with the horror of that power- 
lessness I must face through a day of vain efforts. 

In these circumstances you imagine | feel not much inclination to 
write letters. As a matter of fact I have a great difficulty in writing 
the most commonplace note. I seem to have lost all sense of style 
and yet I am haunted, mercilessly haunted, by the necessity of style. 
And that story I can’t write weaves itself into all I see, into all I 
speak, into all I think, into the lines of every book I try to read. 
I haven't read for days. You know how bad it is when one feels one’s 
liver, or lungs. Well, I feel my brain. I am distinctly conscious of 
the contents of my head. My story is there in a fuid—in an evading 
shape. I can’t get hold of it. It is all there—to bursting, yet I can’t 
get hold of it, any more than you grasp a handful of water. 

There! I’ve told you all and feel better. While I write this I am 
amazed to see that I can write. It looks as though the spell were 
broken, but I must hasten, hasten lest it should in five minutes or in 


half an hour be laid again.° 


Fiction at Its Highest 


All art, therefore, appeals primarily to the senses, and the artistic 
aim when expressing itself in written words must also make its ap- 
peal through the senses, if its high desire is to reach the secret spring 
of responsive emotions. It must strenuously aspire to the plasticity of 
sculpture, to the colour of painting, and to the magic suggestiveness 
of music—which is the art of arts. And it is only through complete, 
unswerving devotion to the perfect blending of form and substance; 
it is only through an unremitting nevet-discouraged care for the shape 
and ring of sentences that an approach can be made to plasticity, to 
colour, and that the light of magic suggestiveness may be brought 


5 From Notes on Life and Letters by Joseph Conrad. Reprinted by permis- 
sion of J. M. Dent & Sons, Ltd., London. 
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to play for an evanescent instant over the commonplace surface of 
words: of the old, old words, worn thin, defaced by ages of careless 
usage. 

The sincere endeavour to accomplish that creative task, to go as 
far on that road as his strength will carry him, to go undeterred by 
faltering, weariness or reproach, is the only valid justification for the 
wotker in prose. And if his conscience is clear, his answer to those 
who in the fulness of a wisdom which looks for immediate profit, 
demand specifically to be edified, consoled, amused; who demand to 
be promptly improved, or encouraged, or frightened, or shocked, or 
charmed, must run thus:—My task which I am trying to achieve is, 
by the power of the written word to make you hear, to make you 
feel—it is, before all, to make you see. That—and no more, and it is 
everything. If I succeed, you shall find there according to your deserts: 
encouragement, consolation, fear, charm—all you demand—and, per- 
haps, also that glimpse of truth for which you have forgotten to ask. 

To snatch in a moment of courage, from the remorseless rush of 
time, a passing phase of life, is only the beginning of the task. The 
task approached in tenderness and faith is to hold up unquestioningly, 
without choice and without fear, the rescued fragment before all 
eyes in the light of a sincere mood. It is to show its vibration, its col- 
our, its form; and through its movement, its form, and its colour, 
reveal the substance of its truth—disclose its inspiring secret: the 
stress and passion within the core of each convincing moment. In a 
single-minded attempt of that kind, if one be deserving and fortu- 
nate, one may perchance attain to such clearness of sincerity that at 
last the presented vision of regret or pity, of terror or mirth, shall 
awaken in the hearts of the beholders that feeling of unavoidable 
solidarity; of the solidarity in mysterious origin, in toil, in joy, in 
hope, in uncertain fate, which binds men to each other and all man- 
kind to the visible world.® 


° Preface to The Nigger of the Narcissus by Joseph Conrad. Reprinted by 
permission of J. M. Dent & Sons, Ltd., London. 
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WILLIAM FAULKNER 


The Things Worth Writing About 


I feel that this award * was not made to me as a man but to my 
work—a life’s work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit, not 
for glory and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials 
of the human spirit something which did not exist there before. So 
this award is only mine in trust. It will not be difficult to find a 
dedication for the money part of it commensurate with the purpose 
and significance of its origin. But I would like to do the same with 
the acclaim, too, by using this moment as a pinnacle from which | 
might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated 
to the same anguish and travail, among whom is already that one 
who will some day stand here where I am standing. 

Our tragedy today is a general and a universal physical fear so 
long sustained by now that we can even bear it. There are no longer 
problems of the spirit. There is only the question: When will I be 
blown up? Because of this, the young man or woman writing today 
has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself 
which alone can make good writing because only that is worth writ- 
ing about, worth the agony and the sweat. 

He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest 
of all things is to be afraid; and, teaching himself that, forget it 
forever, leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old 
verities and truths of the heart, the old universal truths lacking which 
any story is ephemeral and doomed—love and honor and pity and. 
pride and compassion and sacrifice. Until he does so he labors under 
a curse. He writes not of love, but of lust, of defeats in which nobody, 
loses anything of value, of victories without hope and worst of. all 
without pity or compassion. His griefs grieve on no universal bones, 
leaving no scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands. 

Until he relearns these things he will write as though he stood 
among and watched the end of man. I decline to accept the end of 
man. It is easy enough to say that man is immortal simply because 


7 This is Faulkner’s speech accepting the Nobel Prize for Literature in 
Stockholm, December 10, 1950. 
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he will endure; that when the last ding-dong of doom has clanged 
and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red 
and dying evening, that even then there will still be one more sound: 
that of his puny inexhaustible voice still talking. I refuse to accept 
this. I believe that man will not merely endure: he will prevail. He is 
immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible 
voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and 
sacrifice and endurance. The poet’s, the writer’s, duty is to write about 
these things. It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, 
by reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and ptide and 
compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his 
past. The poet’s voice need not merely be the record of man, it can 
be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure and prevail. 


HENRY JAMES 


_ Writing from Experience 


It is equally excellent and inconclusive to say that one must write 
from experience; to our suppositious aspirant such a declaration might 
savor of mockery. What kind of experience is intended, and where 
does it begin and end? Experience is never limited, and it is never 
complete; it is an immense sensibility, a kind of huge spider web 
of the finest silken threads suspended in the chamber of conscious- 
ness, and catching every air-borne particle in its tissue. It is the very 
atmosphere of the mind; and when the mind is imaginative—much 
more when it happens to be that of a man of genius—it takes to itself 
the faintest hints of life, it converts the very pulses of the air into 
revelations. The young lady living in a village has only to be a damsel 
upon whom nothing is lost to make it quite unfair (as it seems to 
me) to declare to her that she shall have nothing to say about the 
military. Greater miracles have been seen than that, imagination 
assisting, she should speak the truth about some of these gentlemen. 
I remember an English novelist, a woman of genius, telling me that 
she was much commended for the impression she had managed to 
give in one of her tales of the nature and way of life of the French 
Protestant youth. She had been asked where she learned so much 
about this recondite being, she had been congratulated on her peculiar 
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opportunities. These opportunities consisted in her having once, in 
Paris, as she ascended a staircase, passed an open door where, in the 
household of a pasteur, some of the young Protestants were seated 
at table round a finished meal. The glimpse made a picture; it lasted 
only a moment, but that moment was experience. She had got her 
direct personal impression, and she turned out her type. She knew 
what youth was, and what Protestantism; she also had the advantage 
of having seen what it was to be French, so that she converted these 
ideas into a concrete image and produced a reality. Above all, how- 
ever, she was blessed with the faculty which when you give it an 
inch takes an ell, and which for the artist is a much greater source 
of strength than any accident of residence or of place in the social 
scale. The power to guess the unseen from the seen, to trace the im- 
plication of things, to judge the whole piece by the pattern, the con- 
dition of feeling life in general so completely that you are well on 
your way to knowing any particular corner of it—this cluster of gifts 
may almost be said to constitute experience, and they occur in coun- 
try and in town, and in the most differing stages of education. If 
experience consists of impressions, it may be said that impressions are 
experience, just as (have we not seen it?) they are the very air we 
breathe. Therefore, if I should certainly say to a novice, “Write from 
experience and experience only,” I should feel that this was rather a 
tantalizing monition if I were not careful immediately to add, “Try 
to be one of the people on whom nothing is lost!” * 


Beginnings of Two Stories 


I. THE MIDDLE YEARS 


May 12th, 1892. The idea of the old artist, or man of letters, who, 
at the end, feels a kind of anguish of desire for a respite, a prolonga- 
tion—another period of life to do the real thing that he has in him— 
the things for which all the others have been but a slow preparation. 
He is the man who has developed late, obstructedly, with difficulty, 
has needed all life to learn, to see his way, to collect material, and 
now feels that if he can only have another life to make use of this 


®From “The Art of Fiction” by Henry James. Reprinted by permission of 
Messrs. John Farquharson on behalf of the Henry James Estate. 
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clear start, he ¢an show what he is really capable of. Some incident, 
then, to show that what he has done is that of which he is capable— 
that. he has done all he can, that he has put into his things the love 
of perfection and that they will live by that. Or else an incident acting 
just the other:-way—showing him what he might do, just when he 
must give up forever. The rst idea the best. A young doctor, a young 
pilgrim who admires him. A deep sleep in which he dreams he has 
had his respite. Then his waking to find thet what he has dreamed of 
is only what he has done. 


2. THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE 


May rst, 1899. Note the “Gordon Greenough” story told me by 
Mrs. C.—the young modern artist-son opening the eyes of his mother 
(his sculptor-father’s one believer) to the misery and grotesqueness 
of the Father’s work: ° he, coming back from Paris (to Florence, 
Rome, the wretched little vieux jeu—of the American and English 
set, etc.) to “set her against” the father and unseal her eyes. She has 
so admired him. I must see the son, also, I think, as stricken in pro- 
duction—as too intelligent and critical to wish to do anything but 
what he can’t—and the mother, between the pair: the son in fact 
NOT consoling her pride for the ridiculousness of the father. The 


latter serenely and most amiable content de lui. G.G. died. 


® The sculptor-father to whom James refers is Horatio Greenough, born 
in Boston in 1805. In his studio in Florence, Italy, he turned out innumerable 
large group figures, and made portrait busts on commission. Among his sitters 
were John Quincy Adams, Lafayette, and James:Fenimore Cooper. Greenough 
also carved for the Capitol a group called “The Rescue,” showing a settler 
statuesquely restraining an Indian from tomahawking his wife and child. 
The statue was made fun of because the settler wears an artist’s smock and 
a sort of Phrygian helmet, and because his large dog shows no disposition to 
involve himself in the fight. In his theoretic essays, however, Greenough ex- 
ptessed some very original ideas on form and function in art. 

*° From The Notebooks of Henry James, ed. by F. O. Matthiessen and 
Kenneth B. Murdock. Copyright 1947 by Oxford University Press, Inc. 
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JAMES JOYCE 


Young Dedalus on Tragedy 


After a pause Stephen began: ; 
—Aristotle has not defined pity and terror. I have. I say. . . 
Lynch halted and said bluntly: 
—Stop! I won’t listen! I am sick. I was out last night on a yellow 

drunk with Horan and Goggins.— 

Stephen went on: 

—Pity is the feeling which arrests the mind in the presence of 
whatsoever is grave and constant in human sufferings and unites it 
with the human sufferer. Terror is the feeling which arrests the mind 
in the presence of whatsoever is grave and constant in human suffer- 
ings and unites it with the secret cause.— 

—Repeat—said Lynch. 

Stephen repeated the definitions slowly. 

—A girl got into a hansom a few days ago—he went on—in Lon- 
don. She was on her way to meet her mother whom she had not seen 
for many years. At the corner of a street the shaft of a lorry shiv- 
ered the window of the hansom in the shape of a star. A long fine 
needle of the shivered glass pierced her heart. She died on the in- 
stant. The reporter called it a tragic death. It is not. It is remote from 
terror and pity according to the terms of my definitions. 

—The tragic emotion, in fact, is a face looking two ways, towards 
terror and towards pity, both of which are phases of it. You see | 
use the word arrest. | mean that the tragic emotion is static. Or rather 
the dramatic emotion is. The feelings excited by improper art are 
kinetic, desire or loathing. Desire urges us to possess, to go to some- 
thing; loathing urges us to abandon, to go from something. The 
arts which excite them, pornographical or didactic, are therefore im- 
proper arts. The esthetic emotion (I used the general term) is there- 
fore static. The mind is arrested and raised above desire and loath- 
ne. ( 

—You say that art must not excite desire—said Lynch—I told you 
that one day I wrote my name in pencil on the backside of the Venus 
of Praxiteles in the Museum. Was that not desire? — 

—I speak of normal natures—said Stephen. 
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The Triumph of the Impersonal 


. . . Even in literature, the highest and most spiritual art, the forms 
are often confused. The lyrical form is in fact the simplest verbal 
vesture of an instant of emotion, a rhythmical cry such as ages ago 
cheered on the man who pulled at the oar or dragged stones up a 
slope. He who utters it is more conscious of the instant of emotion 
than of himself as feeling emotion. The simplest epical form is seen 
emerging out of lyrical literature when the artist prolongs and broods 
upon himself as the centre of an epical event and this form ptogresses 
till the centre of emotional gtavity is equidistant from the artist him- 
self and from others. The narrative is no longer purely personal. The 
personality of the artist passes into the narration itself, flowing round 
and round the persons and the action like a vital sea. This progress 
you will see easily in that old English ballad Turpin Hero, which 
begins in the first person and ends in the third person. The dramatic 
form is reached when the vitality which has flowed and eddied round 
each person fills every person with such vital force that he or she 
assumes a proper and intangible esthetic life. The personality of the 
artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a mood and then a fluid and lam- 
bent narrative, finally refines itself out of existence, impersonalizes 
itself, so to speak. The esthetic image in the dramatic form is life 
purified in and reprojected from the human imagination. The mystery 
of esthetic like that of material creation is accomplished. The artist, 
like the God of the creation, remains within or behind or beyond or 
above his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indifferent, 
paring his fingernails —™ 


D. H. LAWRENCE 


The Cosmic Sense 


For man, the vast marvel is to be alive. For man, as for flower and 
beast and bird, the supreme triumph is to be most vividly, most per- 
From A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man by James Joyce. Copy- 
right 1916 by B. W. Huebsch, Inc., 1944 by Nora Joyce. Reprinted by per- 


mission of The Viking Press, Inc. 
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fectly alive. Whatever the unborn and the dead may know, they can- 
not know the beauty, the marvel of being alive in the flesh, . . . We 
ought to dance with rapture that we should be alive and in the flesh, 
and part of the living, incarnate cosmos. I am part of the sun as my 
eye is part of me. That I am part of the earth my feet know per- 
fectly, and my blood is part of the sea. My soul knows that I am 
part of the human race, my soul is an organic part of the great human 
soul, as my spirit is part of my nation. In my own very self, I am 
part of my family. There is nothing of me that is alone and absolute 
except in my mind, and we shall find that the mind has no existence 
by itself, it is only the glitter of the sun on the surface of the waters. 

So that my individualism is really an illusion. I am part of the great 
whole, and I can never escape. But I can deny my connections, break 
them, and become a fragment. Then I am wretched. 

What we want is to destroy our false, inorganic connections, espe- 
cially those related to money, and re-establish the living organic con- 
nections with the cosmos, the sun and earth, with mankind and 
nation and family. Start with the sun, and the rest will slowly 


happen.” 


THOMAS MANN 


The Leitmotif or Thematic Phrase 


Every morning, one step ahead, every morning, one more passage 
written—that has become my way of work, and it has its inner neces- 
sity. In a kind and unusually sensitive review which a critic has re- 
cently given my literary efforts... , he drew attention to my 
methods of composition, and described how I had perfected and 
deepened the much-used artistic device of the “Leit-motif,” how with 
me it no longer remains a mere identifying tag, a cue to remind the 
reader of external circumstances or to suggest a mood. On the con- 
trary, it is used in a directly musical way, and determines the whole 
mode of presentation and the coloring of the style. . . . 

Now this method alone is sufficient to explain my slowness. It is 


12 From Apocalypse by D. H. Lawrence. Reprinted by permission of The 
Viking Press, Inc., New York, and Laurence Pollinger Limited, London, and 
the Estate of the late Mrs. Frieda Lawrence. 
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the result neither of anxiety nor of indolence, but of an extraordi- 
narily keen conscientiousness in the choice of every word, the coining 
of every phrase, a conscientiousness which requires perfect freshness, 
and which, after two hours’ work, prefers not to undertake an im- 
portant sentence. For which sentence is important, and which not? 
Can one know beforehand whether a sentence, or part of a sentence, 
may not be called upon to serve as Motif, link, symbol, citation or 
association? And a sentence which must be heard twice must be 
fashioned accordingly. It must—I do not speak of beauty—possess a 
certain symbolic suggestion and level of meaning which will make it 
worthy to sound again in any epic future. So every bit of ground 
gained is also a taking-off point, every adjective, a decision. It is clear 
that such work is not to be produced off-hand.** 


KATHERINE MANSFIELD 


The Writer's Power of I magination 


It often happens to me now that when I lie down to sleep at night, 
instead of getting drowsy, I feel more wakeful and, lying here in bed, 
I begin to live over either scenes from teal life or imaginary scenes. 
It’s not too much to say that they are almost hallucinations: they 
are marvellously vivid. I lie on my right side and put my left hand 
up to my forehead as though I were praying. This seems to induce 
the state. Then, for instance, it is 10: 30 p.m. on a big liner in mid- 
ocean. People are beginning to leave the Ladies’ Cabin. Father puts 
his head in and asks if “one of you would care for a walk before you 
turn in. It’s glorious up on deck.” That begins it. I am there. Details: 
Father rubbing his gloves, the cold air—the night air, the pattern of 
everything, the feel of the brass stair-rail and the rubber stairs. Then 
the deck—the pause while the cigar is lighted, the look of all in the 
moonlight, the steadying hum of the ship, the first officer on deck, 
so far aloft the bells, the steward going into the smoking-room with 
a tray, stepping over the high, brass-bound step... . All these 
things are far realer, more in detail, richer than life. And I believe 
I could go on until . . . There’s no end to it. 


18 From Rede und Antwort by Thomas Mann. Reprinted by permission of 
S. Fischer Verlag, Frankfurt am Main. 
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I could always do this to a certain extent; but it’s only since I was 

really ill that this—shall we call it?—“consolation prize” has been 
given to me. My God! it’s a marvellous thing. 


FRANK O’CONNOR 


Story us. Novel 


About story v. novel. With me it’s a difficulty of temperament. 
Mine is lyrical, explosive. I write a story with a feeling of slight regret 
for poor Shakespeare's lack of talent and wake up with a hangover 
that makes poteen look like cold water. Then, having cursed life and 
forsworn literature, I start rewriting. If I can work up the Shakespeare 
mood often enough I may get it right in six revisions. If I don’t I 
may have to rewrite it fifty times. This isn’t exaggeration, and it’s 
not a question of polishing. By the time the story is finished I’ve 
usually forgotten the number I started with. In “Traveller's Samples” 
there’s a story which I published twice, once in Ireland, once in Amer- 
ica, and neither version bears much resemblance to the other or to 
the version in the book. As I have now not seen it for six months, 
I have a wild hope that I really may have got it out of my system. 
Now, I ask you, how could I write a novel? ... 


Story vs. Author 


I think I like the instinctual as against the intellectual. I don’t 
think I like my short stories “unified” —your word *° —any more than 
I'd like my Keats or Shelley unified. George Crabbe is unified. Isn’t 
“unified” by definition minor? (Don’t mind me, I’m only arguing.) 
As a writer I like the feeling I get when some story which I’ve been 
trying to bring up in the right way gets on its own feet and tells me 
to go to hell. You don’t imagine any story in “Dubliners” told Joyce 
to get to hell, do you? It wouldn’t have the nerve. I’m for the demo- 

14 Reprinted from Journal of Katherine Mansfield, by permission of Alfred 
A. Knopf, Inc., New York, and The Society of Authors as the literary repre- 


sentative of the Estate of the late Katherine Mansfield. 
15 Q’Connor is replying to a letter from Harvey Breit, writer for The New 


York Times. 
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cratic way of life in literature as well as politics. Writers are leaders, 
not dictators.?® 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 


The Preconceived Effect 


Werte I called upon, however, to designate that class of composition 
which, next to such a poem as I have suggested, should best fulfil the 
demands of high genius—should offer it-the most advantageous field 
of exertion—I should unhesitatingly speak of the ptose tale, as Mr. 
Hawthorne has here exemplified it. I allude to the short prose nar- 
rative, requiring from a half-hour to one or two hours in its perusal. 
The ordinary “novel is objectionable, from its length, for reasons 
already stated in substance. As it cannot be read at one sitting, it 
deprives itself, of course, of the immense force derivable from totality. 
Worldly interests intervening during the pauses of perusal, modify, 
annul, or counteract, in a greater or less degree, the impressions of 
the book. But simple cessation in reading would, of itself, be suff- 
cient to destroy the true unity. In the brief tale, however, the author 
is enabled to carry out the fulness of his intention, be it what it may. 
During the hour of perusal the soul of the reader is at the writer’s 
control. There are no external or extrinsic influences—tesulting from 
weariness or interruption. 

A skilful literary artist has constructed a tale. If wise, he has not 
fashioned his thoughts to accommodate his incidents; but having 
conceived, with deliberate care, a certain unique or single effect to 
be wrought out, he then invents such incidents—he then combines 
such events as may best aid him in establishing this preconceived 
effect. If his very initial sentence tend not to the outbringing of this 
effect, then he has failed in his first step. In the whole composition 
there should be no word written, of which the tendency, direct or 
indirect, is not to the one pre-established design. And by such means, 
with such care and skill, a picture is at length painted which leaves 
in the mind of him who contemplates it with a kindred art, a sense 
of the fullest satisfaction. The idea of the tale has been presented 

*® From “Story vs. Novel,” by Frank O’Connor, The New York Times 


Book Review, June 24, 1951. Reprinted by permission of The New York Times 
and A. D. Peters, London. 
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unblemished, because undisturbed; and this is an end unattainable 
by the novel. Undue brevity is just as exceptionable here as in the 
poem; but undue length is yet more to be avoided.” 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 


Reality and Love* 


Here sits thy husband in his old accustomed chamber, where he used 
to sit in years gone by, before his soul became acquainted with thine. 
Here I have written many tales—many that have been burned to 
ashes—many that doubtless deserved the same fate. This deserves 
to be called a haunted chamber, for thousands upon thousands of 
visions have appeared to me in it; and some few of them have be- 
come visible to the world. If ever I should have a biographer, he ought 
to make great mention of this chamber in my memoirs, because so 
much of my lonely youth was wasted here, and here my mind and 
character were formed; and here I have been glad and hopeful, and 
here I have been despondent; and here I sat a long, long time, wait- 
ing patiently for the world to know me, and sometimes wondering 
why it did not know me sooner, or whether it would ever know me 
at all—at least, till I were in my grave... . 

Ownest, in the times that I have been speaking of, I used to think 
that I could imagine all passions, all feelings, all states of the heart 
and mind; but how little did I know what it is to be mingled with 
another’s being! Thou only has taught me that I have a heart—thou 
only hast thrown a light deep downward, and upward, into my soul. 
Thou only hast revealed me to myself; for without thy aid, my best 
knowledge of myself would have been merely to know my own shadow 
—to watch it flickering on the wall, and mistake its fantasies for my 
own real actions. Indeed, we are all but shadows—we are not endowed 
with real life, and all that seems most real about us is but the thinnest 
substance of a dream—till the heart is touched. That touch creates us 
—then we begin to be—thereby we are beings of reality, and in- 

17From Poe’s review of Hawthorne’s Twice-Told Tales, Second Edition. 
The Works of Edgar Allan Poe, Vol. VII. Stedman and Woodberry eds., 


Chicago, 1896. 
18 Journal entry addressed to Sophia Peabody and written in Salem, Massa- 


chusetts, October 4, 1840. 


550 Ap pendix 


heritors of eternity. Now, dearest, dost thou comprehend what thou 
hast done for me? 2° 


GUY DE MAUPASSANT 


The Conquest of Originality *° 


“You must scrutinize whatever you want to express, so long, and 
so attentively, as to enable you to find some aspect of it which no one 
has yet seen and expressed. There is an unexplored side to everything, 
because we are wont never to use our eyes but with the memory of 
what others before us have thought of the things we see. The smallest 
thing has something unknown in it; we must find it. To describe 
a blazing fire, a tree on a plain, we must stand face to face with that 
fire or that tree, till to us they are wholly unlike any other fire or tree. 
Thus we may become original. . . . 

“When you pass a grocer sitting in his doorway,” he would say, 

“a concierge smoking his pipe, or a cabstand, show me that grocer 
and that concierge, their attitude and their whole physical aspect, 
including, as indicated by the skill of the portrait, their whole moral 
nature, in such a way that I shall never mistake them for any other 
grocer or conciérge; and by a single word give me to understand 
wherein one cab-horse differs from fifty others before or behind 
LCN Bie. 
Whatever the thing we wish to say, there is but one word to ex- 
press it, but one verb to give it movement, but one adjective to qual- 
ify it. We must seek till we find this noun, this verb, and this ad- 
jective, and never be content with approximations, never allow our- 
selves to play tricks, even happy ones, or have recourse to sleights of 
language to avoid a difficulty. The subtlest things may be rendered 
and suggested by applying the hint conveyed in Boileau’s line: “D’un 
mot mis en sa place enseigna le pouvoir” (iFie taught the power of 
a word put in the right place.”) .?4 


© From The Heart of Hawthorne's Journals, ed. Newton Arvin and pub- 
lished by Houghton Mifflin Company, 1929. 

20 Gustave Flaubert’s prescription to the young and unproven Maupassant. 

*t From the Preface to “Pierre et Jean” by Guy de Maupassant. Reprinted 
from The Portable Maupassant, courtesy The Viking Press, Inc. 
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RUDYARD KIPLING 


The Virtues of Excision 


I forget who started the notion of my writing a series of Anglo- 
Indian tales, but I remember our council over the naming of the 
series. They were originally much longer than when they appeared, 
but the shortening of them, first to my own fancy after rapturous 
re-readings, and next to the space available, taught me that a tale 
from which pieces have been raked out is-like a fire that has been 
poked. One does not know that the operation has been performed, 
but everyone feels the effect. Note, though, that the excised stuff 
must have been honestly written for inclusion. I found that when, 
to save trouble, I “wrote short” ab initio much salt went out of the 
work. This supports the theory of the chimaera which, having bom- 
binated and been removed, is capable of producing secondary causes 
in vacuo. 

This leads me to the Higher Editing. Take of well-ground Indian 
Ink as much as suffices and a camel-hair brush proportionate to the 
interspaces of your lines. In an auspicious hour, read your final draft 
and consider faithfully every paragraph, sentence and word, blacking 
out where requisite. Let it lie by to drain as long as possible. At the 
end of that time, re-read and you should find that it will bear a second 
shortening. Finally, read it aloud alone and at leisure. Maybe a shade 
more brushwork will then indicate or impose itself. If not, praise 
Allah and let it go, and “when thou hast done, repent not.” The 
shorter the tale, the longer the brushwork and, normally, the shorter 
the lie-by, and vice versa. The longer the tale, the less brush but the 
longer lie-by. I have had tales by me for three or five years which 
shortened themselves almost yearly. The magic lies in the Brush and 
the Ink. For the Pen, when it is writing, can only scratch; and bot- 
tled ink is not to compare with the ground Chinese stick. Experto 
crede.”” 

22From Something of Myself by Rudyard Kipling. Copyright 1937 by 
Caroline Kipling. Reprinted by permission of Mrs. George Bambridge, 
Doubleday & Co., Inc., and the Macmillan Company of Canada Ltd. 
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FRANZ KAFKA 


Uncapturable Exaltations 


November 1 = Yesterday evening, already with a sense of foreboding, 
pulled the cover off the bed, lay down and again became aware of 
all my abilities as though I were holding them in my hand; they 
tightened my chest, they set my head on fire, for a short while, to 
console myself for not getting up to work, | repeated: ““That’s not 
healthy, that’s not healthy,” and with almost visible purpose tried 
to draw sleep over myiheadin.) oe 

It is certain that everything I have conceived in advance, even when 
I was in a good mood, whether word for word or just casually, but 
in specific words, appears dry, wrong, inflexible, embarrassing to 
evetybody around me, timid, but above all incomplete when I try 
to write it down at my desk, although I have forgotten nothing of 
the original conception. This is naturally related in large part to the 
fact that I conceive something good away from paper only in a time 
of exaltation, a time more feared than longed for, much as I do long 
for it; but then the fulness is so great that I have to give up. Blindly 
and arbitrarily I snatch handfuls out of the stream so that when I 
write it down calmly, my acquisition is nothing in comparison with 
the fulness in which it lived, is incapable of restoring this fulness, 
and thus is bad and disturbing because it tempts to no purpose.”* 


ERNEST HEMINGWAY 


How to Look at Violence 


I was trying to write then and I found the greatest difficulty, aside 
from knowing truly what you really felt, rather than what you were 
supposed to feel, and had been taught to feel, was to put down what 
really happened in action; what the actual things wete which pro- 


*8 From The Diaries of Franz Kafka, 1910-191 3, ed. by Max Brod and 
published by Schocken Books, Inc., New York. 
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duced the emotion that you experienced. In writing for a newspaper 
you told what happened and, with one trick and another, you com- 
municated the emotion aided by the element of timeliness which 
gives a certain emotion to any account of something that has hap- 
pened on that day; but the real thing, the sequence of motion and 
fact which made the emotion and which would be as valid in a year 
or in ten years or, with luck and if you stated it purely enough, 
always, was beyond me and I was working very hard to try to get it. 
The only place where you could see life and death, i.e., violent death 
now that the wars were over, was in the bull ring and I wanted very 
much to go to Spain where I could study it. I was trying to learn to 
write, commencing with the simplest things, and one of the simplest 
things of all and the most fundamental is violent death. It has none 
of the complications of death by disease, or so-called natural death, 
or the death of a friend or some one you have loved or have hated, 
but it is death nevertheless, one of the subjects that a man may write 
of. I had read many books in which, when the author tried to convey 
it, he only produced a blur, and I decided that this was because either 
the author had never seen it clearly or at the moment of it, he had 
physically or mentally shut his eyes, as one might do if he saw a 
child that he could not possibly reach or aid, about to be struck by 
a train. In such a case I suppose he would probably be justified in shut- 
ting his eyes as the mere fact of the child being about to be struck by 
the train was all that he could convey, the actual striking would be 
an anti-climax, so that the moment before striking might be as far 
as he could represent. But in the case of an execution by a firing squad, 
or a hanging, this is not true, and if these very simple things were 
to be made permanent, as, say, Goya tried to make them in Los Desas- 
tros de la Guerra, it could not be done with any shutting of the eyes.” 


24 Reprinted from Death in the Afternoon by Ernest Hemingway (copy- 
right 1932 Charles Scribner’s Sons) by permission of the publishers. 
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